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tree, which was almost too young as yet to
support his weight. The bell was ringing from
St. Joseph’s, and had shaken the swallows from
their nests-in the steeple into the -clear air.
He heard their cries as they flew into his garden,
and he heard the voices of his neighbor chil-
dren as they played around the house.

Later in the day he told Marie that his .

mother had died that morning, and she won-
dered how he knew. ’

THE END.
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