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There was a breathiesa pause,
broken at last by the boy.

" Mother"' b1e said softly.
Mrs. Hunt stiffened in ber chair

and ber armns fell by ber side as
she gazed in speechless amazement
Master ,Jones, opening the door a
littie wider, gently insinuated bis
amati figure icto the room. The
skipper g ave urne glance at bis
wife and then, turning bastily
away, put bis band over bis mouth
and, with protruding eyes, gazed
out of the window.

*1Mother, can I corne in ?- said
the boy.

"Oh, PoIly!"I sigbed the skipper.
Mrs. Hunt strove to regain the
utterance of which astonishmeat
bad deprived her.

IlI . %what ... Joe
don't be a fool !

'*Yes, I've no doubt,"1 said the
skipper! theatrically. "«Oh. Polly!
PolIy ! Polly! Polly *

Hie put his hand ovei iÀis mouth
again and laughed silently, uatiI
bis wife, coming behind him, took
himu by the shouiders and shook
bim violentlv.

"4This,tt said the skipper, chok-
i; 'Ibis is what .. . you ve

Uen worried about. . . , Trhis
is the secret what's-'"

He broke off suddenIy as bis
wife tbrust hini by main force into
a chair, and standing over bim
with a fiery face dared him to, say
.another word. Then she turned
to the boy.

&What do you mean by calling
me mother ?' she demanded. 'I'mn
Dot your mother. 6

-Yes you are,- said Master
Jones.

Mrs. Hunt eyed bîmu in bewilder-
ment, and then, roused to a sense
of ber position by a renewed gurg-
ling froin the skipper's chair, set
to work to try and tbump that
misguided muan into a more seri-
ous frame of mind. Failing in
this, she sat down and. after a
futile struggle. began to laugh to
berseif, and that so he.artily that
Master Jones, smiling sympatheti-
cally, closed the door, and came
boldly into the roozu.

The statement, generally believ-
ed, that Ca ptain Hunt and bis
wife adopted him, is incorrect, the
s kiper accounting for bis contin.
uedlpresence in the house by the
simple explauation that he had
adopted t hem. An explanation
whlcb Mr. Samuel Brown, for one
finds quite easy of acceptance.
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The winter was setting in wben
we began our long rnarch, or series
of marches of twenty to twenty-
seven miles a day. Our route lay
tbrough Massachusetts, a smal
portion of Rhode Island, tbence
into Connecticut. Near where
we crossed the Connecticut River,
lofty his were eeen, which we
were told were a continuation of
the Green Mountains: we passed
tbrough Do towns of an ynote
during our march through New
England, but lay in the woods
frequently at night around bush
fires, with nierety a blanket over
us. On one occasion wben 1 arose
there was snow on mny blacket
half a yard deep ; we passed from
Connecticut into New York State,
ail tbe time under a strong Miii-
tary Guard; thence into the State
of New jersey; thence across tbe
Deleware River, where we came
into Penusylvania and made a
hait at a post town named Lancas-
ter. A short time after this we
crossed the Siscosanna River to a
town 'calied Little York. Mascesper
then enteredMaryiand and march,
ed on to Fredericton. wbere we
arrived on Christmas day : next
day we crossed the Potomac River
at a place soven miles frora wbere
it forms the dividing line between
.Maryland and Virgînia-azd we
marcbedl into tbe last named State
ont bundred miles before we
arrived at our journey's end. W.
were then placed in extensive
woods and surrounded with a
strong chain of sentinels, and w.
bad to build log bnts in a regular
formu, with streets between every


