
The Heptadenn

"No. What the second period spent on my
body It took out of my mind. I grew stouter and
stronger every year and became more and more
the stupidest blockhead that ever thumbed a
school-book. I simply ouldn't learn, MurrayMy mother made excuses for me, as mothers will,
bur ny father was in despaiV. He was an edu-
<:ated man, and I can imagine that my uncon-
querable doltishness went near to breaking his
heart."

"You are safely over that stage of it now, at
all events,

'
said the hydrographer in exaggerated

sarcasm. "Any man who can stare into the fire
and thmk out fetching little imaginations like
these you are handing me "

"Sometimes I wish they were only imag rings,
Gnzzy. But let me finish. I was fourteen to a
day when I squeezed through the final grammar
grade; thmk of it—fourteen years old and stiH
with the women teachers! I found out afterward
that I got my dubiously given passport to the
high school chiefly because my father was one of
the best-known and best-loved men in the old
home town. Perhaps it wasn't the magic seven
that built me all over new that summer; perhaps
It was only the change in schools and teachers.
But from that year on, all the hard things were


