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At the end of the week I took leave of them, and 
last of all of the mother.

She hesitated just a moment, then suddenly put 
her hands upon my shoulders and kissed me, saying 
softly, ‘You are his friend; you will sometimes 
come to me?’

* Gladly, if 1 may,’ I hastened to answer, for the 
sweet, brave face was too much to bear; and, till 
she left us for that world of which she was a part, 
1 kept my word, to my own great and lasting good. 
When Graeme met me in the city at the end of the 
summer, he brought me her love, and then burst 
forth —

‘ Connor, do you know, 1 have just discovered 
my mother! I have never known her till this sum­
mer.’

'More fool you,’ I answered, for often had 1, who 
had never known a mother, envied him his.

• Yes, that is true,’ he answered slowly; ‘ but you 
cannot see until you have eyes.’

Before he set out again for the west 1 gave him a 
supper, asking the men who had been with us in 
the old ’Varsity days. I was doubtful as to the 
wisdom of this, and was persuaded only by 
Graeme’s eager assent to my proposal.

>rtainly, let’s have them,’ he said; ‘ I shall


