
M R S . G A R F IE L D  A L O N E  W IT H  H E R  
J E A D .

T h e  w r i te r  o f t h e  fo llo w in g  s im p le  t r i b u t e  to  
t h e  l a t e  P r e s id e n t  G a r a e ld  k n o w s  t h a t  w is e r  
h e a d s  a n d  a b le r  p e n s  w ill f a r  b e t t e r  t h a n  h e r -  { a j  .1 
s e lf  “ r e n d e r  iu  p o e try  s o m e  e x p re s s io n s  o f  o u t ( p n e a  A .aa gen tly  ; 
s y m p a th y  a s  C a n a d ia n s  i n  t h e  l a t e  m e la n c h o ly  
o c c u rre n c e .” I t  is  o n ly  in  a c c o r d a n c e  w i th  n u 
m e ro u s  r e q u e s t s  f ro m  b o th  s id e s  o f t h e  b o rd e r  
t h a t  sh e  la y s  t h e s e  l in e s  b e fo re  h e r  f r ie n d s .

O n ly  a  fe w  b r ie f  w e e k s  h a v e  p a s t .
A n d  a  n o b le  m a n  to o k  o a th ,

T o  G o d  a n d  to  h i s  c o u n t r y ’s sons,
' 'D u t y  t o  d o  to  b o th .
A h ! w h o  o f a l l  t h a t  t r u s t y  b a n d ,

U n  e r  t h e  e a g le 's  p lu m e ,
C o u ld  d r e a m  t h a t  in  so  s h o r t  a  t im e  

T h e i r  c h ie f  s h e u ld  a s k  a  to m b .

B a n n e r s  a r e  f lo a t in g  h a l f - m a s t  h ig h —
E m b le m s  o f  g r ie f  a n d  w oe  

D ro o p  d o w n  f ro m  p illa r ,  r o o f  a n d  a rc h ,
D irg es  a r e  m o u rn in g  low ,

A n d  th o u s a n d s  o f  t h e  f re e -b o rn  p a s s  
W ith  c e ase le s s , n o ise le ss  t r e a d ,

T o  se e  t h e i r  n a t io n ’s b l ig h te d  h o p e ,
T h e  p a le  fa c e  o f t h e i r  d e a d .

B u t  h u s h  ! k e e p  s ile n c e , m ig h ty  h o s t s  ;
G u a rd s ,  c lo s e  t h e  s a c r e d  d o o r ,

A n d  le a v e  t h e  l iv in g  a n d  t h e  d e a d  
T o g e th e r ,  j u s t  o n c e  m o re ,

U n t i l  t.he fo n d  w ife  b id s  fa re w e ll 
U n to  h e r  lo v ed  a n d  l o s t  ;

О m ig h ty  n a t io n  ! w h a t  t o  h e r  
H a t h  b e e n  th i s  p r ic e le s s  c o s t  ’

K n ig h ts  T e m p la r  w i th  t h e i r  s w o rd s  a t  r e s t  
H a v e  la id  t h e i r  t r i b u t e  d o w n ,

A n d  t b e  g lo r io u s  c ro s s  o f  M  d t a  fa d e s  
F o r  h im  w h o  w e a rs  a  c ro w n .

A n d  th e  d e a d  m a n ’s c o m ra d e s  t h r o ’ t h e  w a r ,
’ I n  h e a v e n ’s o w n  w h i te  a n d  b lu e ,
H a v e  l e f t  t h e i r  “ o ld  c o m m a n d e r ” s ig n s  

O f t h e i r  a lle g ia n c e  t r u e .

A n d  fflir, a l l  b e a u t i fu l  w i th  love,
A 'il id  t h a t  m o u rn f u l  sc en e ,

S ta n d s  t h a t  p u r e  c ir c le  o f  w h ito  le a v e s ,
F r o m  C n r i s t ia n  E n g la n d ’s Q u e e n .

O h  I b le s s e d  b o n d s  h a t  b in d  tw o  r e a lm s  
I n  o n e  u n s e v e re d  c h a in  ;

T w o  w o m e n ’s h e a r t s  h a v e  fo rg e d  s t r o n g  l in k s ,
A rc h in g  t h e  r o l l in g  m a in .

F o r  g o o d  V ic to r ia ,  to o , h a t h  d ra n k  
O f t h a t  e m b i t te r e d  cu p ,

W h ic h  n o w  h e r  w id o w e d  s is t e r  h o ld s  
A n d  to  t h e  d re g s  d r in k s  u p .

O h !  b re a k in g  h e a r t !  h e  is  n o t  d e a d .
H e  is  n o t  g o n e  so  fa r .

Ъ о о ч  u p !  y o u r  p e o p le  c o m f o r t  y o u ,
B e h o ld  “  t h e  g a te s  a ja r . ”

A h 1 b r e a t h e  t h a t  s o le m n , l a s t  fa re w e ll.
B u t  o n lv  f r a  t im e  ;

“ A s le ep  in  J e s u s ,” h e  h a t h  w oke 
I n  C h r i s t ’s  o w n  g lo rio u s  c lim e ,

A n d  b u r n in g  w o rd s  o f  h o p e  a n d  lo v e ,
W o rd s  o f t h e  C h r i s t ia n  f a i th ,

H y m n s  o f t h e  C h r i s t ia n ,  o v e r  h im ,
F u l l  m a n y  a  fo n d  l ip  s a i th .

T h e  w o r ld  in  s o rro w  s ta n d s  a p p a lle d  —
’ S o n s  o f  t h e  s t r ip e s  a n d  s ta r s ,

Y e m o u rn  a s  o n e  E l i s h a  m o u rn e d ,
T o  s e e  t h e  g o ld e n  c a rs .

B u t  c h ild r e n ,  m o th e r ,  w ife , b e lo v e d ,
O h  1 t h e s e  a r e  w o rd s  t h a t  f a l l .

A n d  in  y o u r  t r u e  a n d  lo y a l  h e a r t s  
T o  t e n d e r  m e m o r ie s  ca ll.

W h y  s h o u ld  i t  b e  ? H u s h ,  s tr i c k e n  o n es ,
G o d  h a s  H is  o w n  r ig h t  w a y ,

A n d  w h a t  to  u s  s e e m s  d a rk  a n d  s tr a n g e  
S h a ll  a ll  b e  b r ig h t  s o m e  d a y .

O h !  w id o w e d  h e a r t  ! Ch> i s t  c o m f o r t  th e e ,
F o r  a l l  b e n e a th  t h e  so d  ;

O h  ! v a s t  h e a r t  o f  A m e ric a ,
K e e p  s tr o n g  y o u r  f a i t h  in  G od.

H arriet An nie .

A GREAT̂MISTAKE,
I t  was a year, George rem em bered, віпсе he 

had  first seen L ucy  T hrale.
T h en  i t  w as C hristm as again , and  th e  bells 

were ring ing  across the  snow ou t a t G reen 
Knowe as they  had  rung  when he walked 
across th e  fields w ith  h e r  to  chu rch  on  th a t  
happy  Sunday.

T here  was a  brooding shadow of unhapp i 
ness  over h is  hom e, to  w hich th e  young m an  
tried  bravely to sh u t h is  eyes. N othing  could 
have been k inder or m ore s teadfast and  m anly  
th a n  h is  behavior to  h is  wife. H e repeated  
to h im self th a t  she was no t to  b la m e —th a t, 
since he h ad  chosen to keep silence an d  to 
m ake h e r h is  wife, it was h is  d u ty  to see th a t  
she a t  least did  no t suffer for an o th e r’s m is
taken  sacrifice.

B u t, when the  sp ring  was breaking again 
in  th e  old square  gardens, a nd  George M arch’s 
little  son was born , Lucy hoped th a t  a  h a p 
p ier s ta te  of th in g s  would begin  for th e  fam  
ily , and th a t  the  cradle in  th e  house would 
draw  them  all closer together.

C h a p t e r  L .
W h en  M rs. M arch began to  get about 

again , th e  freshness of early  sum m er was on 
th e  little  town and  th e  old square gardens.

I t  seem ed to  Luoy, in  h e r  brave hopeful 
ness, th a t  life m igh t be beginning  anew  for 
th em  all ; b u t a fter a while it becam e evident 
th a t  A da’s old restlessness or d iscon ten t was 
lu rk ing  under all th e  young m o th e r’s p re tty  
forced sm iles, and  th a t she was living not 
in  th e  tran q u il p resen t w ith h e r husband  and  
h e r baby a n d  h e r  sim ple round  of duties and 
p leasures, b u t in  som e vague fu tu re, which 
was m ore rea l as well as m ore absorbing to 
h e r  th a n  th e  ac tu a l people and  th in g s  by 
w hich she was su rrounded.

Luoy wondered w ith a  passiona te  wonder 
th a t  Ada could no t be happy  w ith  h e r beau  
tiful boy, in  whose nursery  she herself spent 
such  long deligh tfu l hou rs. T he  chill te rro r 
th a t  h a d  s truck  to  th e  g irl’s h e a r t on  h e r 
re tu rn  from  Croome seized h e r again  as she 
no ticed  her cousin’s gentle  ind  fference to tho 
little  fellow’s baby sm iles, and  h e r increasing  
depression  when G eorge was no t by to see it.

“  Ada is n o t quite  strong  a gain ,” Lucy 
th o u g h t, uneasy, search ing  fo r excuses for h e r 
oousin. “  W hen  she is she will take  m ore 
notice of baby and  be m ore cheerful. She is 
h a p p y —oh, surely she m a s t be hap p y  !” вЬэ 
would cry som etim es w ith  sudden anguish . 
“ She loves George, and  he is good and  tru e  
H is  goodness is w onderful. I  have never 
h eard  h im  speak an  u nk ind  word. I  am  sure 
h e  has no t a though t th a t  is no t generous and 
loyal and  m anly. Oh, surely Ada a t least 
m u s t be happy 1”

I t  bewildered h e r to 's e e th a t  the  restlessness 
and  d iscon ten t were on A da’s side and  not 
on George’s, who had  such good cause for 
unhappiness.

Com ing hom e from  h e r  work out of doors 
h e r h e a r t s till th rillin g  k ind ly  with th e  re 
m em brance of glad child-voices, of : im  eyes 
b righ ten ing  as she drew  near to  sick beds, of 
h u ngry  m ou ths  fed, and  of crue l pa in s  soothed, 
Luoy would be m et w ith Ada’s sm iling stifled

a ttitu d es, and  would 
a lm ost m ore th a n  she

yaw ns and  listless 
feel th a t they  wei 
could bear.

I t  was cruel, she felt, to  see George’s wife 
d issatisfied, longing vaguely for th e  u n a tta in  
able, when she already possessed w hat would 
have m ade life so beautiful to o ther women, 
and  for w hich th ey  would gladly have given 
th e  whole world besides.

L ucy bad  know n w hat i t  was to 
look b rig h t and  indifferent, with a very sad 
and  sorry h eart, for poor George’s sake ; but 
why need Ada, who had  her desire, m ake any 
effort to st em  happy ?

“  She loves G eorge!” the g irl insisted , with 
a new access of terro r. “  She to ld  m e she 
d id. I t  is only th a t  she is no t quite  strong 
again . I t  can be only th a t .”

Once she spoke to Ada very tim id ly , and 
w ith  a  bu rn ing  face, aud  tried  to  find out the  
reason o f h e r long continued apathy . Ada 
laughed and  yawned.

“ I t  is th e  B arlaston  a ir ,’: ehe said gaily. 
“  I  feel as if I  were stifling in  th is  little  place

“  B u t i t  is  y ou r hom e !” cried Lucy, tu rn ing  
very w hite. Y our h u sband  lives h e re —little  
Georee will grow up he re .”

“  P ray  don’t  u tte r  any  such d ism al p rophe
cies, dear L ucy ,” pro tested  Mrs. M arch, sm il 
ing. “  W hy should  you  suppose a n y th in g  so 
hopeless?”

L ucy looked at h e r cousin , w ith fr ig h t in 
he r blue eyes.

“  W here do you w ant to go ! ” she asked 
ab rup tly . “ How could you bear to leave 
th is  dear old hom e where George h a s  lived so 
long ?”

T he D octor’s wife ra ised  her blond eye
brows in  calm  am usem ent.

“  I t  is  a dear old house,” she said lig h tly — 
“  a very  dear old house I I  have been th in k 
ing  th a t  a  little  villa a t G reen Knowe would 
no t cost half as m uch  ; and , if we moved 
there, we should be near Croom e, and  h a w  
some probability  of deoent society now and 
th en . I  shall ta lk  seriously of i t  to  George. 
H e could have h iB consulting  room  in  tow n, 
and  go in and  ou t by ra il. T he coun try  air, 
I  am  sure, would be be tte r for baby .’'

“  Oh, G eordie is th riv in g  splendid ly  !” said  j 
L ucy. “  A;id I  am  a?r j,id George would n o t ! 
like to leave tow n, Ada. W ould i t  n o t m ake ! 
h is  work a ll th e  h a rd e r  ?”

D ear George likes w hatever I  like ,” re- 
and  I  like  only w hat is 

for h is  good, as you know .”
B u t, w hen M rs. M arch did m en tion  th e  

sub ject one evening to h e r husband , she 
found him  for once very unw illing  to  accede 
to  h e r fancy. H e  explained  th a t h is  expenses 
ju s t th e n  were a lready  as heavy as he  could 
very well support, and  th a t  the  re n t of th e ir  | 
house, room y and  com m odious as th ey  found  ! 
th e  old place, was, on account of th e  a n t i 
qua ted  s itu a tio n , very  m oderate  inde d. T he  
fu rn itu re  too, which he had  bought for a m ere 
song from  old D octor F ea th e rsto n e , would be 
sadly ou t of place in th e  b righ t m odern  villa 
on  w hich h is  wife h ad  se t h e r  h e a r t ; an d  he  
did  no t feel justified  for th e  p resen t in  in  - 
ea rrin g  th e  expend itu re  w hich a  rem oval 
would certain ly  entail.

T ry  to  be h ap p ie r here  for a  tim e, m y 
d ear,” the  young m an  said kindly, “  and  I 
prom ise you th a t  as soon as I  can  afford i t  
you shall m ake th e  change you desire .”

H e explained  fu rth e r th a t  h is  s tep  m o th e r 
was a  serious d ra in  upon h im , now th a t  her 
ch ild ren  were growing up , and  need ing  to be 
helped on th e ir  way in th e  world.

“  Indeed , dear G eorge, you work far too 
h a rd  !”  said Ada, kissing  h im  ligh tly  on the 
forehead. “ And I  have often w anted to 
speak to you abou t your s tep -m o ther.
I am  su re  you will n o t m is 
u n d ers tan d  m y m otive in  doing 
so. You know , dear, i t  was all very well to 
m ake h e r a handsom e allowance and  to charge 
yourself w ith th e  education of h e r children  
while you were single ; but, now th a t  you have 
an expensive little  wife, and  a little  son of 
your own to  th in k  of, i t  seem s to  m e th a t  you 
have a very good excuse for w ithholding fu r
th e r  supp lies.”

“  B ut you see ,” re tu rn ed  George gently , 
“ she is qu ite  alone in  th e  world, and  she h a s  
always looked to m e for help since my fa ther 
died. I  could no t forsake h e r  now because I  
am so happy  as to  have a hom e and  dearer 
tie s .”

“  D ear George,” m urm ured  h is  wife, again 
kissing  h is  forehead, “  you a re  alw ays 
good.”

M rs. M arch con tinued  how ever to  bem oan 
the  necessary  size of th e ir  house an d  th e  u n 
necessary  expense i t  led to  iu  m any  ways.

“ I  wish George could be induced to give it 
up ,”  she  sighed in  h e r  c o n id e n tia l  ta lk s  w ith  
Mary T hrogm orton . “  And I  w ish th a t  we 
could  delicately suggest to  good M rs B atters  
th a t  I  am  quite  capable of m anag ing  our 
sim ple  e stab lishm en t m yself. S he is a  fa ith  
ful c reatu re , I  dare say ; bu t I  do n o t th in k  she 
need be q u ite  so ob trusively  devoted to  George 
She alw ays seem s to be consum ed w ith  a 
nervous d read  th a t  I  shall neglect h is  tastes  
and  wishes. My dear old s tup id  George—as 
if I  would ! L ucy is th e  only person besides 
‘ th e  m aster ’ to whom the  old dam e conde 
scends to  be decently  civil.”

“  I  do no t see indeed ,” agreed M rs. T hrog 
m orton, “  th a t  you have any  need for a house
keeper now. B ut George is so lond  of old 
faces, I  suppose he  w o u li no t hear of pa rting  
w ith B atte rs .”

“ You canno t th in k  I  would suggest it ! ” 
cried Ada p re ttily .

“ And, as for L u cy ,” h e r friend  w ent on. 
with a m eaning little  nod.

“  Oh. dear L u cy ’s hom e is w ith  m e, of 
course !”  in te rposed  M rs. M arch quickly.
“ I  have always insisted  on th a t  w ith George,

“  And very sweet i t  is of you, m y love, 
said the  k ind  wom an, beam iug a t th e  pale 
young m atron  ; “ b u t I  always th in k  young
m arried  folk are best alone ; and , if Luoy 
can  find  a hom e of h e r own, i t  will be b e tte r 
for all p a rtie s .”

“  I  do n o t u n d ers tan d .”
Ada lifted  h e r large eyelids and  searched 

h e r  friend ’s face. M rs. T h rogm orton  was 
evidently  full of a new idea. She 
confessed now  th a t  she  h a d  heard  from  M rs. 
Ackroyd th a t  the  R ector’s a tten tio n s  to  Miss 
T h ra le  h ad  becom e very  m ark ed  d u rin g  th e  
young lady’s la st few visits  to Croome.

T h e  k ind ly  m a tchm aker fe lt th a t  Luoy 
had  behaved rem arkab ly  well in  th e  m a tte r 
of h e r  cousin ’s m arriage, and  th a t  she 
deserved a rew ard. And no  rew ard could be 
m ore ap p ro p ria te  tjhan such  a  h andsom e and 
agreeable husband  as Mr. O lifaunt would 
m ake, in  sp ite  of h is  five-and-forty  years, to 
say no th ing  of the charm ing , qu a in t old Rec
to ry , w ith  its  gables an d  do rm er windows, its  
wonderfully trim  garden and  ho t houses, the 
fru it of which was fam ous fo r m iles around .

Could any th ing  be n icer ? ”  dem anded 
M ary T hrogm orton , w ith en th u siasm . “  I t  
would be a splendid  m arriage !”

B u t is  i t  very  probable ?” asked Ada,who 
looked a  little  pale. “ The R ector is one of 
th e  O lifaunts, you know, dear Mrs. T hrog  
m orton , and  will doubtless expect h is  wife to 
come of an  equally good fam ily, even if she 
brings him  no m oney .”

My love, Mrs. Ackroyd th in k s  he is  very 
serious in  h is  in ten tio n s . H is m o the r has 
called m ore th a n  once while Lucy was a t 
Croom e. R eally  she is a  very lucky girl ! 
She would be qu ite  in  society as Mrs. Oli- 
fa u n t—one of th e  county  fam ilies, as you may 
say .”

One day no t long after th is , L ucy  was in  
th e  nu rse ry  m ind ing  th e  baby while the  
nurse  w ent down to  h e r  d in n e r. She was 
hush ing  him  to sleep as she softly  paoed the  
room , hold ing th e  little  velvet cheek to  her 
own, and  singing a drowsy tu n e  in  th e  su n 
sh ine, w hen M rs. B atte rs  cam e in , and  said 
th a t th e  Doctor w anted to speak to Miss Lucy 
in  th e  study.

Lucy was s tartled . I t  was th e  firs t 
tim e George had  ever sen t fo r h e r. S he 
never w ent in to  h is  room , except to dust 
it  in  th e  m o rn ing  before h e  cam e down 
stairs.

T h e  young m an  was s tan d in g  a t  th e  win 
dow ; bu t be tu rned  with a s ta r t and  a som e
w hat foroed sm ile as  she en tered  th e  Btudy, 
and  pulled forw ard a ch a ir  for her.

“  S it dow n, ch ild ,” h e  said  k ind ly . •* I  w ant 
to  h a re  a  ta lk  w ith  you .”

D r. M aroh spoke w ith  a n  effort. T he  
words he had  to say would possibly cause 
him  to lose h e r  who h ad  been as b rig h t 
su n sh in e  to h im  in  m any gloomy hours. H e 
felt how ever th a t  i t  was a  d u ty  th a t  m u s t be 
done. Mr. O lifaunt, th e  reotor, had  spoken 
to  h im  of h is  regard  fo r Lucy, and  h is  
desire  to m ake h e r h is  wife, and  George now 
spoke to  h e r freely of th e  offer.

Lucy s ta rted  up, coloring violently.
“  Oh, G eorge,” she cried ind ignan tly , wh i t  

could have pu t such a —such a ridiculous 
no tio n  in to  h is  h ead ?”

‘ Is  i t  so very r id icu lo u s?” asked poor 
George.

“ Of course it is ,” p ro tested  th e  girl, w ith 
sweet angry  eyes. “ W hy, Mr. O lifaun t is 
quite  old —old enough to be my fa th e r !”

“  My dear, O lifaun t is a  good fellow, in the  
prim e of h is  life ,”  G eorge said steadily . “  I 
th in k  any  w om an is fo r tu n ate  who wins lue 
regard .”

“  I  did no t m ean to be u ng ra te fu l.” Lucy 
hung  h e r head , b lush ing . “  B u t,” she broke 
ou t again im petuously, “  I  have th e  dearest 
hom e in  th e  world already. I  d on ’t  w an t to 
go away, un less you and Ada send m e .”

“  You m u s t go som e day, I  suppose, child. 
We cannot hope to keep you alw ays.”

“ Yes, you can , if you w ill,” she urge I, 
w ith a tearfu l sm ile. “ I  am  very m uch 
obliged to  Mr. O lifaun t ; b u t I  do n o t w ant 
to m arry  any  one, and  h im  less th a t any  one 
else, I  th in k .”

T here  was a pause. George had  taken  up 
th e  paper-knife ag a in  ; he  d id  n o t look a t 
Lucy when he spoke.

“  N ot even th a t  m an  you onoe to ld  m e of,” 
he asked in  a  som ew hat unsteady  voice — 
“ th e  m an  who h a s  your h ea rt, L u cy  ?”

She shook her head , coloring painfully . 
“ T h a t is  a ll over,” she  said . “ Please 

do n o t speak of i t  again .”  Sue 
got to  th e  door. “  You do n o t w an t m e any 
m ore, George ? ” she asked, sm iling  and look- 
ing  b ack  a t  h im . “ W e have h ad  ou r t&lk 
o u t—about Mr. O lifaunt, I  m ean ? ”

“  N ot qu ite ,” he answ ered . “  You h ad  be t 
te r th in k  of h is  offer, child. Sleep on it, and 
give m e an answ er in th e  m orn ing .”

She nodded cheerfully  and  went a w ay ., If 
her h e a r t was beating  and  her h an d s  were 
trem bling , h a lf and  h ou r’s qu ie t in  h e r room

would take  ail th a t  away. G eorge h ad  s ta r t 
led h e r by referring  to th a t  old u n tru th  which 
she had  th o u g h t buried  o u t of hearing  for 
ever.

“  W hy do wr^mrn have to  p re tend  so m ncb 
in  tn e ir  lives ? ” she wondered sadly. “  W ould I 
i t  rea lly  be b e tte r, as  m en  say, if th ey  to ld  ' 
every th ing  s tra ig h t ou t, w ithout considering  i 
th e  trouble  i t  m ig h t cause ? ”

41 W h at can  you w a n t? ” said M rs. M arch 
w earily, w hen she h ea rd  of L u cy ’s final a n 
swer to M r. O lifaunt. “  T h e  R ectory is a 
perfect d ream  of a  place ! You would be in  
the  best socie ty—actually  am ong tb e  oountv 
people ! ”

B u t I  do n o t care  for M r. O lifaun t,”  said 
L ucv sim ply, th o u g h  w ith a b lush .

1 E v ery  one canno t m ake love-m atches,” 
eplied M rs. M arch, w ith sm iling im patience. 
Lucy, you are a  foolish g irl ; you will th in k  

be tte r of i t .”
N o,” L ucy  sa id ; “ I  will s tay  here  as 

long  as you and  George will have m e .”
M rs. M arch lifted h e r shoulders in  th e  ! 

fa in te s t little  sh rug .
I  th in k  people never know when 

th ey  are  well off,” she said, sighing as 
she tu rn ed  aw ay an d  flung herself on th e  sofa.
4 I  hoped for dear G eorge’s sake, Lucy, th a t  

you would have been m ore sensib le .”
F o r G eorge’s sake !” repeated  Lucy, 

s tartled , and  m aking  a little  c la tte r am ong 
her cups and  spoons.

I  d on ’t unders tan d  you, A da,” th e  girl 
said, fixing her blue eyes w istfully  on her 
face.

T he th in g  is evident enough how ever,” 
re tu rn ed  Mrs. M arch w ith  gen tle  coldness. 1 

T he poor fellow is alw ays com pla in ing  of j 
his expenses, an d  he  w orks fa r too  h a rd , 
Lucy. H e is keeping th ree  fam ilies rea lly  1 
I hoped  you  would h ave  considered h im  a 
little  ”

George would n o t ask  m e to  m a rry  a  
m an  I  did no t care fo r,” said L ucy, b lushing  
painfully . “  B u t indeed I  th in k  i t  is  tim e  th a t  
I  began to  work for m yself.”

You know  perfectly  well th a t  George — 
th a t we could n o t p e rm it th a t  !” answ ered 
her oousin som ew hat im pa tien tly . “ I  s u p 
pose th ings  m u s t only go on  as u sual. I  am  
su re  I  don’t  know  how  to  te ll h im  a b o u t these  
m iserable bills 1“

She took a  little  ro ll of pap ers  from  h e r  
pocket as  she spoke, and  opened th em  on 
h e r lap , s ighing .

“  B ills ,”  cried L ucy , w ith  a  sink ing  a t her 
h e a r t “  Oh, A da, fo r w hat ?”

And th en  i t  cam e ou t th a t  m oney troubles 
had  had  som eth ing  to  do w ith M rs. M arch 's 
iong continued depression. T he  bills for the 
g rea te r p a rt of h e r  tro u sseau  had  been com ing 
in  by degrees, and  she h ad  no t a  penny  to 
m eet th em .

“  Of course I  in tended  to pay  them  o u t of 
my own m oney,”  she explained  wearily. “ B u t 
th a t h a s  alw ays been absorbed by th e  house
hold  expenses. I t  would no t have done to  tax 
dear George too heavily  on account of my 
fam ily .'’ I

Lucy m ade an  eager exclam atiou , then  
checked herself, an d  began to  th in k  w ith an  
anxious face. W hen she h ad  first gone to 
live in  George’s house, she h ad  fe lt th a t  it 
would be im possible fo r h e r  to  rem ain  with 
he r oousin un less she was allowed to  c on trib 
u te  som ething  tow ards th e  household ex
penses, and  she had  spoken fran k ly  on  the  
sub ject to  Ada. A da had  laughed  a t first, 
and  then , w hen L ucy  s till persisted , had  ap^ 
peared a  little  wounded.

“  I  did no t th in k  you were so proud, 
dear !”  she  said reproachfu lly . “  H ave I 
no t always said  th a t  you r hom e shou ld  be 
w ith  m e ?”

B ut L ucy had  deolared th a t  i t  would m ake 
her feel a g rea t deal m ore oom foatahle if 
Ada would take h a lf h e r little  incom e.

“  George need never know  a n y th in g  abou t 
i t , ” she said hu rried ly  ; “ an d  I  shall s till 
have m ore th a n  enough  fo r m y c lo th e s.”

And so i t  had  finally  been settled . T here  
fore now , when Luoy ra n  fo r h e r  little  pu rse  
and em ptied  i t  in to  A da’s lap, begging her to 
pay  th e  b ills an d  n o t to  look so pale  a n d  wor
ried any m ore, i t  was found th a t  th e  help  she 
could offer was by n o  m oans sufficient. T he  
girl stared  and  tu rn ed  pale w hen she le a rn t 
th e  a m o u n t of th e  debts.

Oh, Ada !” was a ll she could say, 
h e a r t s trick en  voice.

She was th in k in g  of th e  k ind  fellow who 
worked fo r th e m  all, and  how  i t  w as upon 
his broad w illing shoulders th a t  th is  new  b u r
den  was to  fall.

I  dare  say  i t  looks very  trem endous to  
you, d ear L uoy,”  sa id  M rs. M aroh, sm iling.

I  w ish you could see w hat o th e r wom en are 
do ing  every  day . Of course I  could n o t come 
to m y husband  in  rags. I t  was absolu tely  
im possib le  to  do w ith  less  th a n  I  ordered  for 
my hum ble little  tro u sseau .”

Luoy did n o t answ er ; she was th in k in g  
with all her m ig h t w hat would be best to do.

Oh, Ada, te ll George !” she exclaim ed a t 
last. “ H e always said i t  was best to te ll the  
tru th ,  no m a tte r  how  disagreeable, and  n o t to 
be afraid . If you te ll h im  I am  sure  he  w on’t 
be ang ry  ; and  you will n o t have to worry any 
m ore.”

M rs. M arch sm iled again.
“  My dear L ucy ,”  she said , n o t unkindly , 

“  do you really  suppose I  need adviee as to 
m y conduct tow aids m y husb an d  ? If  I  keep 
any  h arm less seorets from  George, i t  is for 
h is  sake, you m ay be sure. I  m u s t te ll h im ” 
—laugh ing  l i g h t l y - “  ho *  en thusias tic  you 
yeu were on h is  behalf.”

Luoy was s ilen t, bu t the  h o t color ru sh ed  
to h e r face as she left th e  room . F ro m  th e  
window on th e  g rea t square  land ing  she saw 
th e  n u rse  w alking u p  and  down the  sheltered  
gardens of the  square w ith the  baby in  her 
arm s. She stood for a  m om en t to  w atch  
them  bo th  ; and ju s t th en  she saw the  D ootor 
com ing tow ards the  house. H e was w alking 
and  he caught s igh t of th e  baby’s white 
cloak th rough  th e  trees, a n d  crossed over to  
the  iron  gate to call th e  nu rse . He looked 
warm  an d  dusty  an d  walked as if  he  were 
tired. Luoy w atched h im  as be stooped 
down to  look a t  th e  little  fellow’s face an d  to 
kiss i t  ; and  then  she tu rn ed  aw ay, an d  th e  
old b itte r pa in  was in  h e r  ach ing  th ro a t as 
she w ent u psta irs .

S he knew  afterw ards th a t  som e of th e  bills, 
a t  least had  been paid.

G eorge took  n o  holiday  a t  a ll th a t  year ; he 
sm iled and  said he could n o t find tim e. 
He had  m ade a rran g em en ts  to  send  h is  wife, 
w ith the  baby an d  the  nurse , to Saltsea  for a 
few weeks, leav ing  L ucy w ith  M rs. Ludlow, 
who was no t equal to th e  exertion of the  
journey.

B ut Ada declined to  go.
“ W h ile  dear G eorge h a s  suoh  h eavy  

burdens on  h im , th e le a st we can  do is 
to  sta y  an d  sha«*e th em ,” sh e  sa id  to her  
cou sin .

L ucy b lushed  a t  th is  im plied  reproach, and 
the  word or tw o w hich Ada had  let fall about 
G eorge’s expenses h au n ted  the  girl like  a 
pain. She coaid  hard ly  sleep a t n ig h t for 
ih ink ing  of them  and  reg re tiin g  th e  m oney 
she had  spen t du ring  th e  papt year. I» had  
n o t been sp en t on he rself ; she  h ad  w anted 
no new olothes, and  had  fe lt free to lay i t  out 
on poorer girls th a n  herself, and to  indulge 
herself in  th e  new  delight of giving ; bu t 
now i t  was evident th a t  she m u s t spend no 
more, except w hat was absolu tely  necessary. 
S he even de term ined  to  give up  her 
read ing  and  practising , and  to  devote 
her spare tim e  to  w riting  a successor to 
“  E th e l D elam ere’s A tonem en t.” She 
laughed a t herself and  a t w hat she wrote, 
but she persevered ; and  often old B atters,’ 
ooming in  to  tuck  h e r in  bed and  pu t ou t her 
light, would find th e  g irl scribbling  a t her 
w jitting  tab le, w ith flushed oheeks and  bright 
wakeful eyes.

“  You m ust n o t sit up so la te , m y dearie ,” 
the  good wom an would say, as she brushed 
out Miss L ucy ’s b rig h t h a ir  and  braided i t  up 
for th e  n ig h t. ’‘ You’ll be losing you r roses 
—and  th a t  would be a p ity .”

B u t th e  sto ry  was finished and  ready  to  
send away before long,

One m orn ing , w hen L ucy  began to  d u st 
the  D octor’s study, she noticed a  draw er in 
h ie w riting  tab le w hich had  been left wide 
open all n igh t, and  George’s keys hanging 
from  th e  look. S he was abou t to  s h u t the  
draw er and put the  keys in  h e r pooket to 
re tu rn  to  h im  a t  b reak fast w hen som ething 
caught h e r eye. I t  was her own handw riting  
on a  roll of paper. She recognised i t  in  an

in s ta n t. I t  was th e  m anuscrip t of “  E th e l 
D elam ere’s A tonem en t.”

Of course she knew th e n  th a t  George had 
been h e r  ed itor, a ad  th a t  th e  five-pound note 
of which she had  been so p roud  had  come out 
of h is  k ind  pocket. L ucy sh u t th e  draw er 
and  locked it. and  w ent on  arrang ing  th e  table 
quietly , though  g rea t heavy tea rs  were falling 
ail th e  w hile on th e  open G erm an book which 
th e  D ootor had  been reading when be  was 
called away. And after b reakfast she w ent 
up  sta irs  and  bu rned  h e r story

S um m er was draw ing to  a close. N early | 
every one was away. T he  town was a t its  
very  d reariest, as  M rs. M arch declared to  h er 
m o ther and  Lucy. E ven  Croom e was sh u t 
up, and  the  A ckroyds were off to  th e  C on
tin en t, to som e ba th s which had  been recom 
m ended for Mr. A ckroyd’s rheum atism . Ada 
used to  yaw n u n til  th e  tears  ran  down her 
cheeks as she lay on th e  sofa in  h e r shady 
draw ing room , too listless even to  work a t 
h e r em broidery. Bee had  tr ied  very hard  
to carry  L ucy off to Saltsea  w ith her, 
b u t L ucy had  declared th a t  she m u s t rem ain  
a t  home.

“  Saltsea  ! Good H eavens !” M rs. M arch 
cried, w ith  a  shudder. “  W hy shou ld  one go 
to such  a place ? In  B arlaston  a t  least one 
can yaw n unobserved. Do you suppose Bee 
plays on th e  beach w ith  a spade and  a  buoket, 
Luoy ? T here  is no th ing  else to do th e re , I  
am  su re .”

D octor M arch cam e in  one evening  and 
to ld  h is  wife th a t  Jaok T hro g m o rto n  was 
going to  In d ia . H e had  ju s t m e t W illiam  
T hrogm orton, who had  to ld  him  th e  news.

T he firm  has offered h im  a capital 
chance, owing to th e  sudden illness of a 
fellow clerk, who was abou t to sail. H e will 
have a good berth  in  th e ir  b ranch  a t  Bom 
bay. I t  will be a  very good th in g  for the  
boy ; and  h is  people a re  glad th a t  he  should 
go for a  tim e .”

i P oor Jack  1” said  Lucy, heartily .
‘ Shall we see h im  before he  sails ?” asked 

Ada carelessly.
N o ,” th e  D octor answ ered. H e was ru m 

m aging for a  book, and  speaking  in  an  absent 
staccato fashion . “  I t  is  quite  sudden. I  
believe he  will s ta r t w ith in  a  week.”

A day or two la te r Lucy, on going in to  the 
d raw in g ro o m  to jo in  her oousin, saw th a t 
she was n o t alone. Som e one was hold 
ing  h e r by both her h an d s  and  ta lk ing  very 
rapid ly  as he stood w ith h is  back to  the  
door.

M rs. M arch broke in to  a  little  laugh aud  
drew  away h e r hands.

H ere is  L u cy ,” she said gaily. “  L ucy , 
have you forgotten Jack  ?”

T he  young fellow tu rn ed  round .
“  Oh, have you come down afte r all, Mr. 

Jack  ?” cried Lucy, cordially. “  I  am  so glad ! 
Now you can see th e  baby before you go to 
In d ia .”

Jack  laughed, bu t he reddened too, as  he 
shook hands w ith M iss T hrale.

Of course I  m ust see th e  baby ,” he 
said.

T he lad looked broader, older, m ore a t ease. 
H is g ray  garm ents were well m ade and  be 
com ing, h is  dark  m oustache had  a rrived  a t 
m a tu rity .

“  I  will go and  b rin g  h im  dow n,” L ucy  
said. “ H e has ju s t come in  from  h is  walk. 
He is such a splendid little  fellow, Mr. Jaok ; 
and  his nam e is George R obert V icto r.”

“  T here  is no  h u rry ,”  p u t in  baby’s m am 
m a, sm iling  a t th e  g irl’s en thusiasm . “ And 
m en d o n ’t  care  fo r babies, I  am  a fra id .”

“ G eordie is not like o th e r bab ies,” ex
claim ed L ucy  proudly.

“  Suppose you give us some tea , d ear L ucy ,” 
M rs. M aroh suggested, as she wheeled forward 
a  low ch a ir for h e r visitor. “ Jac k  can  see 
baby to-m orrow. H e is no t going away after 
all, i t  seem s.”

“  N ot going away ? You are  n o t going to 
In d ia ? ” asked Luoy in  am azem ent.

“ N o,” re tu rn ed  Jaok, redden ing  again ; “ I  
have changed m y m in d .”

C h a p t e r  L I.
A nother of th e  olerks in  th e  M incing L ane  

office w ent to  Bom bay in  Jaok T hrogm orton ’* 
place, and  th e  young fellow received a n  in 
tim a tio n  from  the  head  of th e  firm  th a t  his 
services would thencefo rth  be d ispensed  w ith 
a ltogether.

M rs. T hrogm orton  was secretly  relieved by 
h e r son ’s decision. She had  dreaded th e  
th o u g h t of th e  voyage and  th e  long sépara 
tion . I t  was n o t for th a t, she  to ld  h e r  hue 
band , th a t  she had  nursed  th e  boy th rough  
th e  d ip h th e ria . B u t T om  T hrogm orton  
looked g rim , and  gave i t  as  h is  op in ion  th a t  
J ac k  would be safer a t  sea, or in  In d ia , th a n  
id ling  h is tim e away in  a plaoe like B arlaston .

D octor M arch too deolared th a t  i t  was high  
tim e th e  boy settled  to  som eth ing  o r o ther, 
and  th a t, if he had  gone to  C am bridge only 
to get in to  debt for norses an d  w ine-parties, 
he had  b e tte r have stuck  soberly to  h is  desk, 
like h is  b ro th e r W illiam.

44 Indeed  i t  would have been w iser,” as*' 
sented  the  D octor’s wife gen tly . “  I  have 
been scolding Jack  for h is  la s t freak ; b u t he 
does n o t seem  very p en iten t. H e declares 
th a t he w ants to  see a little  m ore of th e  
world before undergoing b an ish m en t to 
In d ia .”

“ And he begins by com ing back to  B arlas
to n .”

“ Oh, bu t he speaks of re tu rn in g  to  London 
s h o rtly .”

44 How m uch  b e tte r off will h e  be there , 
id ling  aw ay th e  best years of h is  life, picking 
up  a  little  sham  philosophy an d  fashionable 
slang, and  a  host of bad h ab its , and  fancying 
h im self a  m an  of th e  world before he  is  able 
to earn  h is  own living ? No, Ada. You talk  
to th e  boy, if you bave an y  influence over 
h im , and  send h im  abou t h is  business. Jack  
is a  good lad enough, bu t he lacks b a lla s t ; 
and , if I  were you, I  would no t encourage h im  
in  daw dling abou t y ou r draw ing room .”

Ada raised her calm  eyes from  th e  anti*' 
m acassar on w hich she was em broidering  
an  a rtis tic  bunoh of b lackberries in  crewels, 
and  w atched h e r h u sb an d ’s face as he  paced 
up and dow n th e  room  w ith  h is  h an d s  in  h is  
pockets.

44 D ear George,” she said softly , “  if you 
have any  objection to  h is  oom ing h e re —— ”

“ O bjection ? N one In th e  w orld,” declared 
George, s ta r in g  a  little  in  h is  tu rn . “  I  do n ’t  
see th a t h is  com ing here  can m ake m uch 
d ifference—I m ean  th a t  he  o u g h t no t to  be 
in B arlaston  a t all, sponging On h is  fa ther, 
and  m aking th a t  sweet m o th er of h is  un 
happy. He h a s  cost th em  bo th  en o u g h  
a lready .”

A fter th a t, being convinced a p p aren tly  th a t 
h e r h u sband  did  no t object to  Jac k ’s pres 
enoe, Mrs. M arch began to see even m ore of 
the boy, and  seem ed to  have ad m itted  h im  to 
the  post left vacant sinoe th e  days of E dgar 
Bryer.

E ven  Luoy could n o t aocuse Jaok  of being 
stup id . H e  ta lked  w ith g rea t eagerness and  
an im a tio n , and  repeated  all th e  gossip of the 
L ondon season w ith  q u ite  a n  a ir of au th o rity ; 
he gave an  e laborate descrip tion  of th e  re ign 
ing  beauty, whom  he  professed to find less 
beautiful th a n  was asserted , and  b rough t 
Mrs. M aroh a heap  of th e  la te st pho tog raphs 
of th is  lady and  of her rivals fo r th e  golden 
apple.

I t  was evident he had  n o t neglected h is  
opportun ities .

How he had  found tim e to  becom e so well 
acquain ted  w ith ьо m any  h igh  sounding 
nam es, witb th e  fam ous p ic tu res of th e  year , 
and  w ith  th e  various comediee th a t  h a d  been 
produced a t th e  th ea te rs  he d id  n o t exp la in , 
nor did M rs. M arch inquire.

I t  was enough for her th a t  she could again  
ta lk  w ith some one who was fresh  from  
London, and  be assured  th a t  n o t a t G ood
wood, o r a t Coves, or in  th e  P a rk , had  he 
seen any  wom an with whom  she need  fear 
to com pete w hen h e r tim e cam e to  re tu rn  
to the  world she had  left th ree  years before.

“  N onsense !” Ada cried, w ith a  smile 
and  a  sigh as she pushed aw ay th e  photo  
g raphs w hich she had  been eagerly  scru tin is  
ing. 44 I  am  an  old m arried  wom an now —I 
shall never go back ! B u t you will of course. 
I t  is rig h t th a t  you should. A nd th en  I 
shall be very lonely again , b u t very glad 
th a t  you are doing w hat will p lease your 
m other best.”

Jaok did n o t seem  in  any  h u rry  to  go. He 
contrived to  spend h is  tim e very agreeably.

He rode a  good deal, and  fished, and  read  a 
g rea t m any  novels, over w hich he sm oked a 
g reat m any  excellent cigars. Som etim es be 
m et M rs. M arch’s pony carriage on th e  leafy m ended it, Ada ! 
roads outside th e  tow n, w here L ucy , who was i ing  of it. I  have 
onoe m ore h e r cousin ’s com panion, had  
begged Ada to drive ; and  very often he joined 
the  fam ily g roup in  th e  o ld  house in  the  
square , d in ing  th e re  som etim es, som etim es j 
com ing in th e re  la te r for a stro ll in  the  dusky  | 
garden under th e  elm  trees, or a little  m usic, 
o r to read  a loud  to M rs. Maroh and  L ucy  
while they  worked, a fte r th e  lam p  h ad  been 
lit, and  George was sh u t up  in h is  study.

T here  were tim es w hen he sa t w ith Mrs.
M arch alone, and  the  conversation seemed 
to  flow m ore read ily  w hen Lucy was no t by.

Som etim es he w alked w ith h e r to  th e  park, 
and they  spen t the  a fte rnoon  s tro lling  abou t 
together under th e  trees. J a n e t B ryer m et 
them  once o r twice as she tru d g ed  along tn e  
outly ing  streets  of th e  tow n in  h e r th ick  
boots, and  w ith h e r basket on  her a rm , and 
she m entioned th e  circum stances to  her 
m o ther and  to  one or two friends.

I t  was very dull a t hom e ju s t th e n , Jack  
com plained. Bee’s p iano was hard ly  ever to 
be heard  ; h is  m o th e r’s tim e  was a ltoge ther 
taken  u p  in  adoring  and  m in is te rin g  to  her 
only daughter. Jaok professed h im self unable  
to unders tan d  th e  change th a t  had  come over 
his s iste r, who used  to be quite  th e  jo lliest 
girl in  the  world.

“  If  she cared  for T ed Aokroyd, why did 
she send h im  away ?” he said  to  M rs. M arch 
one evening, w hen they  had  come in  from 
the ir drive and  Lucy was up  s ta irs  in  th e  
inva lid ’s room .

T he draw ing room  windows were open to 
th e  old square  gardens. Ada, in  a  p re tty  
toilette  of som e blue clear stuff, was s ittin g  
n ear one of them  a t work in  a  low chair, and 
Jack  h&d perched h im self on th e  broad 
window sill ju s t  above h e r flaxen head , where 
he sa t w ith one h an d  in  h is pocket and  the  
o ther though tfu lly  strok ing  N in iche’s  fa t sleek 
back.

And if she d id n ’t, you know , M rs. M arch, 
why should she look so m iserab le  about it ?”

W hy indeed !” Ada answ ered, sm othering  
a  sigh. “  W hy do any  of us m ake m istakes,
Jack , and  re p en t th em  when it is too  la te  ?
W hat can  a  wom an do w hen she begins to 
realise th a t  h e r life is over before i t  h a s  well 
begun, and  no t on ly  h e r own perhaps, but

h is
h it
for

and
less

She paused ab rup tly .
“ B u t som e one else’s ? ”  suggested Jack, 

h is  voice d ropping alm ost to  a w hisper.
•« W om en do no t oare for th a t ,  I  th in k . They 
a re  a ll cruel, M rs. M aroh—every one .”

T he  D octor’s wife lifted  h e r eyes from  her 
em broidery and  looked w ith  gentle reproach 
a t the  boy’s ag ita ted  faoe.

“ D o you say th a t ,  Jack  ?” she added. “  I 
th o u g h t th a t  you a t least could judge us 
b e tte r.”

“  I  m u s t believe w hat I  see.” J ack  re tu rned  
in  th e  sam e oonetrained low voice. “  W om en 
take a fellow’s love and  play w ith  i t  and  cast 
i t  aside. W hat is th a t  bu t c ru e lty ?”

I t  was like a  в о еп ѳ  from  a  m odern  com edy 
—th e  a rtis tic  draw ing-room , th e  open win 
dows giving a p re tty  g lim pse of evening 
skies and  waving trees ; th e  young m an  in 
his w ell-cut L ondon clo thes, th e  graceful 
woman a t h e r  w ork-basket, w ithe h e r sk irts  
skilfully arranged , and  speaking h e r  silvery 
little  speeches.

Jac k ’s veins were th rillin g  w ith  excitem ent. 
T h is  was a m a n ’s life indeed th a t  he  was 
en te ring  upon . Boys h a d  no th in g  to  do with 
such  scenes as th is  ; he fe lt th a t  he  h ad  done 
well n o t to go to  Ind ia .

"  W hat is th a t  b u t c rue lty  ?” ' he repeated  
fixing h is  dark  young  gaze on  h is  com 
pan ion’s dow ncast face.

A little  trem o r passed  over it, th e n  the  
soft lines hardened  w ith an evident effort 
a fte r self-control. She answ ered  h im  w ith  
gen tle  coldness.

“  Som etim es such  cruelty  is th e  best 
k indness a poor wom an h a s  to  bestow. 
W ouid you have her h a rm  th e  m an  she 
loves, Jack , by e strang ing  h im  from  
friends an d  b ring ing  poverty  to 
h e a rth  ? Ah. no  ! N ot if she cares 
h im . tthe will ra th e r  go on  suffering 
enduring  herself. A little  pa in  m ore or 
to a  w ouian in  th is  w orld—w hat does i t  mat** 
te r  ? ”

44 One finds i t  h a rd  to  believe in  th e  devo 
tion  th a t  takes such  strange  shapes ,” the  boy 
re tu rn ed , shrugging h is  shou lders, b u t speak
ing in  sp ite  of h im self w ith suppressed  ag ita 
tion. “  T he  grief th a t  consoles itse lf by 
m arrying  an o th e r m an , for instance  - you can 
h a rd ly  exoept th e  —th e  fellow who h a s  been 
refused to appreciate  so g rea t a sacrifice ! ” 

“ Y es,” M is. M arch deo la red—an d  in  her 
earnestness she le t h e r work fall in to  h e r  lap, 
and  sa t looking up a t  h im  w ith  c lasped hands 

“  If  he rem em bers th a t only  on th e  o ther 
side perhaps of such  a  gulf as m arriage  does 
the  w om an feel safe from  h e r own w eakness. 
W hat can she do ? I  ask  you again . W hen  
fr ien d s—p a re n ts —are  u rg ing  her, when she 
knows th a t  th e  desire of h e r  h e a r t can  never 
be fulfilled, why should  n o t she seek oblivion 
in  th e  calm  round  of hom e du ties  w hich aw ait 
her by th a t  o th e r m a n ’s fireside ? I t  will no t 
be happ iness, b u t a t  least she m ay find  con
te n tm e n t th e re  in  tim e .”

“  Or say she finds i t , ” haza rd ed  th e  boy in  
a w hisper, flushing  to  th e  roo ts  of h is  l^air.

M rs. M arch was s ilen t, b u t she h a lf tu rned  
away and  began w ith quickened b rea th in g  to 
exam ine th e  p a tte rn  of h e r  em broidery  as it 
lay upon  h e r knee.

A da,” Jaok w ent on feverish ly—an d  for 
an  in s ta n t he touched th e  slender h a n d  th a t
was n eares t h im —*• Ada, I ------ ”

B u t th e  nex t m om en t be s ta rted  baok 
hastily , re sum ing  an  u p rig h t position  ; for 
th e  door w^s flung open and  D ootor M arch 
cam e in , carry ing  h is  little  eon, an d  followed 
by Luoy and  a  servan t w ith tea .

T h e  little  fellow had  h is  tin y  fists tang led  
in  G eorge’s brown beard , and  was tugg ing  a t 
i t  w ith all h is  m igh t and m a in . L uoy’s blue 
eyes were laughing a t h im  over h is  fa th e r’ 
broad  shoulders.

“  G eordie has come to  see m am m a  ”  said 
th e  D octor, hold ing  th e  baby  w ith  mas^ 
culine c lum siness in  h is  s tro n g  and  tender 
a rm s.

Jaok s ta r ted  up, looking considerably  a n 
noyed.

“  I  m ust be go ing ,” he said , tak in g  o u t his 
w atch—he ehook hands  as he spoke w ith 
G eorge -  “  I had  no idea i t  was so la te .

The dream y repose of th e  h o u r and  the  
soene had  been dispelled w ith a  b rea th . The 
room  was fu ll of no th in g  now b u t baby talk 
and  laugh te r and  th e  m ost com m onplace 
jokes and  kisses.

“  D on’t  le t baby frigh ten  you  aw ay, J a c k ,” 
said M rs. M aroh, sm iling , and  lay ing  aside 
her work. 44 T h is  is qu ite  ag a in st th e  rules, 
and  he is going baok to th e  n u rse ry . N aughty  
papa ! You know th e  draw ing room  is for 
bidden ground  for th is  young  gen tlem an . We 
m ust keep one plaoe iu  th e  house safe against 
you two baby w orshipers. P lease , dear Lucy 
ring  for n u rs e .”

B u i L ucy had baby in  h e r a rm s  already.
“  G eordie will oome w ith  m e ,” she said 

m ortified. “  I  did no t know M r. Jack  was 
h e re .”

T h e  little  ta lk  in  th e  window was effectu 
ally  silenced. George looked so m oody as 
Lucy carried  off the  child  and  dropped so 
wearily in to  a  ch a ir th a t  voung T rogm orton 
took the  h in t  and  said 44 Good «bye.”

“  Is  th a t  boy going to  idle a ll h is  life away ?’ 
cried th e  D ootor, w ith  lazy  scorn  as the 
door closed behind  h im . 44 Ada, why d on ’t 
you send h im  to the  rig h tab o u t ?”

“  You m u st not be too h a rd  on poor J a c k ,” 
Ada said, sm iling  ; and  th en  L ucy  cam e 
back, b ringing  George’s gray shooting  jacket 
and  h is  slippers, in  which i t  rested  h im  to 
lounge about for a  while before going to  dress 
for d inner. H is  wife stood up to  he lp  h im  on 
with h is  to a t.

“  W hat a re  all these  new  idées,”  she  asked 
ligh tly— 44 slippers and  babies in  m y  draw  
ing  room  ? I  th in k  I  m u s t fine you, dear 
George !”

“  I  though t George looked tire d ,”  said 
Lucy, hurried ly . “  I t  was to  save h im  going 
dow nstairs—”

“  So though tfu l of you, dear Luoy !” m u r
m ured M rs. M arch, p re ttily , as she guided 
h er hu sb an d 's  a rm  in to  th e  axm hçle  oî his 
jacket.

“  Look ou t for th e  lin ing  !”  oried George,

sm iling. 14 My old friend  is w earing out a t 
la st, I  am  afra id . 1 p u t my a rm  in to  th e  
w rong place la st n igh t. O h, I  see, you have 

T h an k s, dear, for th in k - 
a  w eakness for th is  old

coat?’
*4 No doubt i t  was d ear L u cy  who d id  you 

th a t  oharitab le  office,” said h is  wife, a fte r a 
m om entary  pause. “  I  h ad  no  idea  of course 
th a t  i t  needed m ending. B u t Lucy has a 
wonderful eye fo rtu n a te ly  fo r y ou r com forts.”

44 B’or every one ’s com fort b u t h^ r ow n,’ 
said  George loyally . 44 W hat sh o u ld  we do 
w ithou t L u c y ? ”

A fter th a t  even ing  Jack  T hro g m o rto n  
cam e less often  to  B eaudesert G ardens p e r
haps ; b u t J a n e t B ryer m e t th e  рэп у  carriage 
again  tw o or th re e  tim es on its  way to the  
park.

M iss B ryer was n o t th e  only person  who 
began to  ta lk  abou t th e  young fellow’s devo
tion to  th e  D octor’s fam ily. H is m o ther had  
a  serious ta lk  w ith h im  one day, w hich re 
su ited  in h e r d riv ing  over to lu n ch  w ith  M is. 
M arch, when ehe confided to  h e r, u n d er a 
prom ise of th e  s tric te st secrecy, th e  news 
th a t h e r  second son had  h in te d  a t  a budd ing  
fancy for M iss T hrale . T h ere  was no th ing  
like m arriage  for s teadying  a young  m an , th e  
anxious m o ther declared ; and  even she was 
obliged to  a d m it a t la s t th a t  L ucy  s behavior 
sinoe her cousin ’s m arriage had  been abso
lu te ly  w ithout reproach.

Ada repeated  th is  conversation  to h e r h u s 
band th e  sam e evening, who received it. w ith 
every m ark  of d isapprobation .

“ I t  would be like h is  im pudence to  th in k  
of L ucy ,”  he grow led from  h is  d ressing  room  
door. “  A young  scam p th a t  c an n o t keep 
him self, le t alone a  [ w ife.”

George looked ra th e r  w hite and  savage,and 
inclined to  fling th ings  abou t.

W ell, you can  judge for yourself th is  
evening ,” re tu rn ed  M rs. M arch carelessly— 
she was stand ing  before th e  glass fa s ten in g “ 
on  h e r  b racelets an d  p u ttin g  som e roses in  
her belt. 41 Jack  is com ing to d inner. I  asked 
dear M rs. T hrogm orton  to  send  h im  to  u s on 
purpose.”

G eorge m ade som e in a rticu la te  rep ly , and  
Ada tu rn ed  to  go down s ta irs . T he 
candles on  h e r d ressing-tab le  shone  upo u  h e r 
charm ing  white dres» an d  em oothly-braided 
h a ir , and  on th e  collet necklace of dead gold 
and large turquoisys which she  wore round  
her s lender th ro a t.

44 W h at a  p re tty  necklace !” said th e  Doc
to r, w ishing to  recover h im self and  to  atone 
for h is  l i t t le  o u tb u rs t of tem per. 44 I  do n ’t 
rem em ber seeing i t  before.”

44 N ot rea lly?” re tu rn ed  h is  wife, p u tting  
up a w hite h an d  to touch it. 44 W hy, i t  is 
one of m y few relics of old L ondon  * days ! 
Oh, you m ust have seen it a h undred  tim es ! 
W ill you have one of my rosebuds for your 
ooat, dear, G eorge?”

Jack  b rough t w ith h im  th e  inte lligence th a t  
Ted Ackroyd had  come hom e th a t  a fte rnoon  
qu ite  unexpected ly  and to  h is  m o th e r’s un 
speakable rejoicing.

is stay ing  w ith M rs. Ackroyd,”  he 
No doubt th e re  is fa tted  calf for 

d inner to -n igh t a t C room e.”
had  fe lt it to  be her du ty  to spend  a 

few days w henever called upon  w ith  th e  
lonely m o the r whoso p a tie n t face alw ays 
seem ed a  s ilen t reproach  to  h e r  fo r send- 
iug h e r boy away. T hey  used  to talk  a  groat 
deal abou t T ed as they  sa t by th e  wood fires 
of an  evening ; and  Bee w ent every m o rn ing  
to  see ih e  young m a n ’s favorite  horses and  
feed th em  w ith apples from  th e  pockets of 
h e r  ap ron . A nd, w herever she  w en t, R ip 
followed jealously, hav ing  transferred  h is 
fidelity d u rin g  h is  m a ste r’s absence.

M iss T hrogm orton  was com ing in  from  one 
of th ese  excursions on  th e  a fte rnoon  th a t  
young Aokroyd cam e hom e. S he h a d  her 
hom espun dress tu rn e d  up  over a  crim son 
sk irt, and  was carry ing  in to  th e  house a round 
fla t baske t filled w ith  new  la id  eggs and  
an o th e r of ripe p lum s. I t  was a  m ercy, she 
subsequently  declared, th a t  she did  no t drop 
all th e  egg* when she lifted  up  h e r eyes and 
beheld a  g rea t su n b u rn t g ian t s tand ing  in  the  
doorway and ho lding  ou t both h is  hands.

You are  ju s t  in  tim e to  tak e  ih e  b aske t,” 
she said , w ith th e  least b it  of a  trem ble  in  her 
b rig h t con tra lto  voice ; and  she popped them  
in to  th e  young m a n ’s a rm s ; w hile R ip did 
h is best to upset them  again  by leap ing  up 
rap tu rously  in  vain efforts to  lick h is  m a ste r’s 
hands and  faoe, a n d  by grovelling b lindly a t 
his feet and  bark ing  in fu rious excitem ent.

Young Aokroyd oould no t see th e  dog or the  
baskets or an y th in g  for gazing  a t  Bee’s dark  
sweet face w hich was lit up aud  quivering  as 
he had  never in  all th e ir  long  frien d sh ip  seen 
i t  before.

44 So you  have com e back ?” she  said  a t 
la st, w ith  a  happy  little  laugh th a t  was half 
a  sob. 44 Oh, Ted, how could  you stop  away 
so long ? D id no t you know  how we all 
w anted you  ?”

“  D id you ?” Ted answ ered.
H e was s till s tan d in g , a  b u rly  bronzed 

shape, w ith h is  a rm s  full of eggs, and  Bee 
w as looking a t h im  an d  re jo ic ing  in  h im  and  
laughing a t h im  as of old.

Of course !”
I  would h ave  come back sooner if I  had  

know n th a t ,  B ee,”
T h a t ? w hat ? ” she dem anded, b lush ing  

c arnation  red , b u t draw ing herself up  to  h e r  
fu llest h e igh t. 44 Come ; le t u s go to you r 
m other. I  w an t to  see h e r  sm ile again — 
really  sm ile. She has often  tried  for my sake
while you w ere away ; b u t now  ”

T he  ta ll p roud beauty  sudden ly  dropped 
and  m elted , b u rs ting  in to  a passionate fit of 
sobbing, in  th e  m iddle of w hich Ted, having 
m iraculously  rid h im self of th e  eggs, took h e r 
in to  h is  g rea t gentle a rm s and  held h e r head  
a gainst h is  b reast w ithou t speaking  ft word.

Bee sobbed and  sobbed in  th a t  faithful 
refuge to  her h e a r t’s con ten t. T he courtyard  
was qu ite  em p ty —th ere  wss no  one to  see. 
Mr. A ckroyd had  no im m ediate  desire to  dry 
h is  ty ra n t’s tears. T he ta ll beau tifu l figure 
was no t very heavy to hold , and  now and  then  
he etroked w ith a  lingering  h and  tho  dark  
abandoned  head  upon h is  shou lder.

44 A ren ’t  you asham ed  of y o u rse lf? ” th e  
girl cried a t last, te a rih g  herself away and  
flam ing ro u n d  a t  h im  superbly. 44 H ow  dare  
you ho ld  me, T e d ? ”

“  I  was a fra id  you would b reak  th e  eggs,” 
he said tranqu illy .

“  I  was on ly  cry ing  because y ou r m o th er 
will be so glad ! ” she asserted  defiantly.

441 un d ers tan d , d e ar .”
44 A nd—aud you won’t throw  it  in m y tee th  

to -m o rro w ? ”—44 No.”
She looked a t h im  again  out of her joyful 

tear-sta ined  eyes a n d  b u rs t in to  a  delicious 
peal of laugh te r th a t  did h im  good to  h ea r .

44 Oh, Ted, T ed ,” she  said , giving h im  her 
hand , 44 you are as big a gooso as ever 1” 

Y oung A ckroyd’s re tu rn  d id  m uch  to  r e 
vive th e  d o rm an t vivacity of the  little  town. 
I t  was £псо m ore w orth M rs. M arch’s while 
to study  h e r little  jo u rn a l of m odes. T here  
was to  be a  ball a t  C room e on T ed ’s b irth  
day, and  m eanw hile ho had  organized a 
series of parties  for law n ten n is , a t which 
Miss T hrogm orton  reigned suprem e. All the 
p re tty  g irls in  B arlaston  and  G reen Knowe 
ga thered  in  th e ir  coquettish  costum es and  
ap ro n s  in  th e  beautifu l q u a in t old gardens 
and  m ade th e  house m erry  once more. 
D octor M arch insisted  on  L u cy ’s going with 
th e  re s t of th e  young beau ties. M rs. T hrog 
m orton was always very glad to  tak e  h e r 
with Bee, so there  was perhaps no necessity  
for ask ing  M rs. M arch toohaperon  h e r cousin, 
and  M rs. Ackroyd’s inv ita tions to  the  Doc 
to r’s wife were as few as civility  p erm itted . 
Jack  spoke once ra th e r  ho tly  to Ted, w onder
ing why th e  deuce people took such a savage 
de ligh t in  h u rtin g  th a t  poor little  w om an’s 
feelings, and  why they  did n o t take  m ore 
p a in s  to  conceal th e ir  ev iden t jea lousy  of h e r  
a ttrac tio n s. Ted said little . H e seem ed in 
te n t on a  gam e of b illiards,

44 M rs. M arch has a  husband , Jaok ,”  he 
observed coolly. 44 W hy do you constitu te  
yourself h e r cham pion  ?”

44 C ham pion  ? N onsense !”  oried Jack , 
angrily  reddening . “  M arch is too busy 
n a tu ra lly  to  look a fte r h is  wife’s en joym ents, 
and  I  h a te  a ll th a t  provincial ro t ? W hy 
m ust a wom an bury  herself alive because she 
is m arried—the  very tim e m  L ondon  when 
she begins to enjoy herself ?”

T he lad was knooking the  balls abou t 
he  spoke ; he looked fts if he

he w ished they had  been th e  heads of the  
B arlaston  i ;oralists instead .

44 I t  depends on w hat you call being buried  
alivo,” re tu rn ed  youug Ackroyd im p e r tu rb 
ably, looiiing a t  h is  friend w ith steady  eyes 
over th e  cue on which he  was leaning  h is 
ch in . 41 M rs M arch ought to  very happy  
w ith th a t  good fellow, one would th ink . She 
has a  charm ing  ho m e .”

44 Ifc doesn’t follow th a t  she is never to show 
her face outside of it, I  suppose,” urged the 
o th e r hotly .

44 Of course m y  m o th e r does as she pleases,” 
said Ted, p u ttin g  away h is  cue and  going to 
s tan d  a t th e  fire w ith  h is  h an d s  beh ind  h is  
back. *' B u t I  confess th a t  I  d o n ’t  see myself 
w hat a  wom an who h a s  a  h u sband  and  a baby 
and  a house to  look afte r w ants am ong a 
crowd of girls. She has had  h e r  tu rn  ; i t  is  
the irs  now. I  d o n 't profess to  be fashionable, 
•Tack, and  th a t  в е е те  only fa ir .”

T he  wom en are  all jea lous of h e r ,” said 
Jack , shrugging h is  shoulders an d  Walking off 
in  a  huff. A n d  i t  seem ed as if, e ithe r ou t of 
bravado o r o u t of p ity  for M rs. M arch’s lone
liness, 't h e  young fellow began to devote 
him self to  h e r m ore openly from  th a t  day.

Ada renew ed her in tim acy  to  a ce r ta in  ex* 
ten t w ith  M innie B ry e r—poor E d g a r  h a d  left 
B arlaston  some m on ths  before to  jo in  a 
m arried  s is te r who was settled  in  A u stra lia — 
an d  m ade a  v igorous a tte m p t to  ra lly  rou n d  
her th e  little  p a rty  of w hich she had  been 
the  queen in  th e  early  days of her 
m arried  life. I t  p leased th e  D octor’s wife to 
assert th a t  th e  tow n w as divided in to  two 
factions -*4 T he W hite  and  R ed R oses” and 

T he  H ouses of York and  L a n c aste r,”  she 
had  dubbed th e m —a n d  th a t  Bee T h ro g m o r
ton  was h e r rival. M rs. M arch now  declined 
all inv ita tions from  th e  Red R oses, poor B ee’s 
p a rty , th o u g h  she s till rem ain ed  on  te rm s  of 
sm iling  civility w ith  the  puzzled  fam ily  in 
U pper B runsw ick S tree t ; and  she took pains, 
when a n y  en te rta in m en t o r festiv ity  was 
organized  by th e  L an castr ian s , to re to rt w ith 
an o th e r, from  w hich all b u t her fa ith fu l 
W hite  Roses were exoluded.

B ee would have laughed  a t all th is  b u t fo r 
the  d istress  i t  caused poor L ucv, and  som e 
one s till dearer even th a n  L ucy. F o r some 
Gime p a st now a  ch ill of suspicion  had  been 
creeping th ro u g h  k ind  M ary T h ro g m o rto n ’s 
heart th a t  Doctor M arch’s m arriage had  not 
been productive uf th e  un  m ixed happ iness 
she had  hoped from  it .  Bee oould no t bear 
to  ta lk  to h e r m o ther ju s t yet about the 
household in th e  square. I t  would have been 
so m uch  like saying  41 I  to ld  you so,”  and  
could have done so little  good. And i t  was 
u tte rly  useless, as  he had  m ore th a n  onoe 
proved, to  rem o n stra te  w ith h e r b ro th e r.

44 If  M arch does no t object to m y  in 
tim acy w ith h is  w ife,” th e  boy would answ er 
w ith som ew hat in so len t qu ie tness, “  I  do n ’t 
see th a t  anyone else need. I  like  M rs. 
M arch’s society—she is th e  only wom an 
w orth  speaking >o in  B a r la s to n —she is  good 
enough  to  like  m ine. I s  th e re  an y th in g  im 
p roper in  ou r singing toge the r occasionally  in  
h er h u sb an d ’s house, or in  ou r w alking a few 
yards side by side w hen we m eet each o ther 
in  th e  s treet ?”

M rs. M arch, in  her charac te r of Q ueen of 
the  W hite  Roses, h a d ,o f course, declined M rs. 
Ackroyd’s in v ita tio n  to  th e  b irthday -ball a t 
C room e—the inv ita tion  w hich Ted and  Bee 
had  had  such h a rd  work to o b ta in  : and  Lucy 
rem ained  a t  hom e w ith h e r  cousin  in sp ite  of 
George’s expostu lations. T he  D octor’s wife 
was heard  to say afterw ards, w ith  a p re tty  
laugh , th a t  she was sorry poor M rs. A ckroyd’s 
ball had  been such  a com plete fa ilu re .

T his having  been, as she chose to consider, 
th e  la te st sortie  о д  th e  p a rt of th e  Red R oses, 
A da resolved to"head a  sally  of h e r  own fo l
lowers . and  to  tak e  the  tow n by storm  with 
her appearance a t  th e  an n u al In firm ary  ball, 
w hich she  knew  M rs. T hrogm orton  had  never 
a ttended . L ucy, w hen she heard  of h e r cou
s in ’s dete rm ina tion , begged M rs. T hrogm orton  
to  take Bee too for th a t  once.

44 Of course i t  does n o t rea lly  m a tte r,”  th e  
th e  girl said cheerfully , though  th e  anx ie ty  in  
h e r blue eyes belied h e r words, “  bu t it will 
look so m uch  b e tte r if we a ll go. B arlaston  
is n o t like L ondon  ; and  Ada does no t th in k

Geoflje had  taken  Bee in to  hie confidence 
and  charged her to p rocure  for L ucy  th e  
co u n te rp a rt of th e  dress she had  worn a t 
Croom e tw o years before. L u cy ’s eyes filled 
w ith tea rs  w hen she saw  it. C ustom  had  no t 
dulled th e  sw eetness she found in  h is  k in d 
n e ss—in  being considered and  cared  for and  
indulged, i t  seemed to  h e r  th a t  h e  was never 
too busy  to  th in k  of w ha t would give h e r 
p leasure.

T he  g irl looked like a  sp rin g  m orn ing , or 
any th ing  else th a t  is fresh and  young  
and sweet, w hen she oame in to  h is 
s tudy  in  h e r  w hite tu lle  and  daisies 
to show herself w ith  Ada before they  set off 
for th e  Town H all. I t  nearly  broke the  poor 
fellow’s h e a r t to  look a t h e r—a t h e r  slim  
young figure, a t  h e r blue eyes, w ith  th e ir  dark  
and  delicate  eyebrows and  lashes, a t  her 
p re tty  rough bronze  h a ir  and  h e r charm ing  
happy  sm iles—and th en  a t th e  exquisitely  
dressed  little  wom an who bore h is  nam e and 
was th e  m o the r of h is  child .

M rs. M arch had  devised a  black  costum e 
qu ite  as s ta r tlin g  as th e  m em orab le  w hite one 
she had  w orn a t Croom e on New Y ear’s Eve. 
I t  g littered  w ith j e t l i k e a  s ta r lit  n igh t, and  
defined w ith s ta rtlin g  fran k n ess  th e  g raoefu l 
o u .lines it was supposed to  h ide. She had  
diam ond buckles on  h e r tin y  black sa tin  
shoee ; h e r flaxen h a ir  was studded w ith d ia 
m ond stars.

These d iam onds had  heeu h e r  m o th e r’s in  
h e r old days, she explained to George. As a 
g irl she had , of course, been unable to  wear 
them  ; but now 44 dear m am m a” h ad  gladly 
given th em  u p  to h e r, and  she hoped he 
th o u g h t th em  becom ing.

(to  b e  c o n t in u e d .)

A  S P IC Y  P H O T O G R A P H  O F  H A L IF A X

A trave lle r from th e  S ta tes  pho to g rap h s  
th e  cap ital of N ova Sootia in  th e  following 
uncom plim entary  sty le :

There a re  a  few long, crooked streets, on 
e ith e r side of w hich are  rows of dingy brick  
and stone build ings, s trangers to p a in t, now  
as in  th e  p a st, an d  will forever be. T he  
m en, as a ru le , w ear red. bunch  side w hiskers, 
B illycock h a ts  and  pepper and  sa lt su its  of 
Scotch  or E n g lish  goods, and  in  every case 
th e ir  tro u se rs  are. too sh o rt, and  a  big N ew 
foundland  follows them  as th ey  go bobbing 
abou t from  plaoe to  plaoe. T h e  w om an are  
all afflicted w ith large feet and  wear no 
bustie  or taw dry o rn am en ts  w hatever. If a 
m an  owes a n o th e r m an  a do lla r th e  cred ito r 
can seize th e  deb to r a t any  tim e and  cast h im  
in to  d u rance  vile, th e re  to  m ou lder am ong 
gray  vaults u n til th e  dollar is  paid . T hick  
fogs h ang  abou t the  tow n, an d  its  legends 
abound w ith  shipw recks and  o th e r m aritim e  
rom ances. Everybody here  in  th e ir  vernacu
la r  d rops th e  h , g iv ing  yeu ’and  fo r h a n d  and  
’ill for h ill, in —a barbarous strange  custom . 
T hey  are very loyal to th e  Q ueen, bu t w hether 
the  Q ueen ia a  w om an or a m an  they  can 
soaroely tell. V ery few of th em  have ever 
seen  E n g lan d , b u t th ey  all sim u la te  E n g lish  
m anners. T h e  w asherw om an charges ten  
cents a pair for socks, and  sends th em  hom e 
to you wet and  m uddy, and  blue as indigo. 
T he resources of H a .ifax  are lum ber, fiish 
and  n asa l o a ta rrh . T he  people  ta lk  th ro u g h  
th e ir  noses, all th e  way up  from  J e n k in s ’, 
th e  fieh-m onger, to  th e  m ajor genereral of 
th e  citadel (M cDougal), and  th a t  an tiq u e  
speoim en of hum an  brio a-brac, h is  wife.

T here  is an  old a n a th em a  ; 44 Go to H ades 
or H alifax .” T here  used  to  be a  stronger 
word th a n  Haded, b u t th e  proverb  is modified 
to  su it th e  Oxford revisers. I t  will n o t be 
safe for th e  A m erican  pen^photographer to 
rev is it N ova Scotia.

— In  fro n t of Col. T hom as M ead’s house 
in  G reenwich C onn ., s tan d s  a sycam ore, or 
ball wood tree , w hich is 171 years old, having  
been p lan ted  in  1710. I t  is abou t 150 feet 
h igh , a n d  fifteen feet from  th e  g round  its  c ir
cum ference is tw en ty-eigh t feet and  its  
d iam eter n ine  feet. A hole in  th e  tru n k , 
w hich is now no bigger th a n  a m a n ’s hand , 
was no t m any  years ago large enough for a 
m a n  to  craw l in to , an d  w as once used  by 
ohildren  as a  so rt of p lay  house. As th e  tree  
has grown of la te  years th e  apertu re  has 
g radually  closed .


