
4th MAY, 1889. THE DOMINION ILLUSTRATED.

the Pale yellow sunshine
a111y glittered perfunctorily

. gleamedat some sus-
Pc'lous looking c1o u d s,sech whitened in patches,

teething to show theired in response. It look-t i Much like a reconcilia-
'0. patched up between a

ci.Panting duellists.

de It is not all over yet,"eclared Miss Davenport. j/cwi,
skee, there go the swallows

kfiiMing the ground." -i C

Superfluous joy around appears,
said i And nature smiles as tho' she sneers,"

Squoting Lamb.
re child! never say that," Miss Davenport
is •ed-much too seriously, I thought. " Nature
befSt the one who always remains kind, whatever

s.But," she continued in a lighter tone,
yest she should betray her partizan by treatingth to a cold, your driest route will be downbrough the Tanneries. Follow that bend in the
yil and it will shortly lead you to a street where

the tay take the car and reach the lower part ofth Own,,Y

thr thanked her, very glad to avoid a scramble
the0ugh the wet grass and underbrush. Turning

e Sharp curve in the bank, I saw that it com-
left ly shut off all view of the nook I had just

I 1observed also that high up the clay wall
cPerforated thickly with holes, in and out of

ch swallows darted excitedly.
ot deed, Una, I am relieved to see you," my

dider cried, as I entered the house. " How
4r.breu contrive to keep dry? I saw your
Yo% llainthe hall stand, and knew, of course,

eha ,re unprovided against such a sudden

9,eplained.
fa avenport," she repeated; "the name has a
old arsound. Oh, yes! I am sure I have heard
OnM rs. Rowe speak of a Mr. Davenport with an

Y daughter who lived here nany years ago.
I had been a Hudson's Bay man, very wealthy,
saink she said; gave great entertainments and
the a good deal of the military. But it can't be
Cesate family. She did not seem in good cir-

r'tances, you say ?"
i S id I ?" I asked. "I don't remember but

ciPose she is not."
lier st really, Una," said my mother to return to
into ray lamb, " I hope you do not wander off
hardIt-of-the-way places. Even with Leo I

'Cy like to trust you so far from town."
ril ndeed, mamma, it is scarcely more than a
stoe , Iknthe city limits, as I saw from a mile-
of t h le knew if my mother could form any idea
ack glen she would consider it as wild as the

tha oods ; so I eagerly seized a chance to
' ge the subject.

we Oh,mamma, there goes my old gentleman."
< ere standing at the window.

ito tre asked mamma, very naturally falling
1a th trap and looked out at a fine-looking old

ci Wo was passing.
aded I1at a melancholy expression ! Silly child !"
tasY Chhe with a laugh, and settling down in an

d chairto her knitting. "And why is he your
9 ]tlemaon ?"?

I th use I've adopted him," I replied promptly.pew nkhe is a stranger here. He sat in our
hr On Sunday morning and I lent him myO book. He wears a grand military air and

ield ehaved all through service as if it were a-the tr ad the Archangel Michael were inspecting

III.

lost not much time in revisiting a
spot which to my young im-
agination seemed possessed of a
charmed atmosphere all its own.
In these green glades and hiding
nooks I could conjure up scenes
from "Robin 'Hood " or "Mid-

~aer summer Night's Dream," or the
y Queen," and many besides. The bent

form of the old lady welcomed my vision when
next I entered the dell. She was gathering mush-
rooms. Her face brightened as she saw me and
advanced a step or two to greet me.

From that time a weekly meeting strengthened
our intercourse into a firm friendship, and if, on
entering the garden, I missed a glint of the grey
gown-of some antique stuff much brocaded with
patient darn and temporizing patch-it became
an understood thing that I should call at the cot-
tage. On bright days, when she felt inclined for
a stroll, Miss Daverport shewed me many good
subjects for my pencil and materially assisted its
operations by criticism and advice.

We were standing in the old garden one day in
the late summer. I had fallen in love with an
immense sunflower and was preparing to sketch
it. Miss Davenport made some remark about the
growing chickness of the afternoons, always more
quickly perceptible down in the dell, whence the
sunshine fled nearly an hour sooner than from the
higher ground. I suggested carrying the sun-
flower indoors and finishing it there.

"Oh, no ! Do not pull it to-day," said my
companion, nervously. Then, with a faint flush
and a smile upon her fragile face, she explained:
"It is next week's marketing."

"What !" I cried, "can you eat that ?"
"Why not?" laughed Miss Davenport. "How-

ever, as it happens, I don't intend to do so directly.
It is to provide meals for my little hen, and the
centre of the blossom is hardly ripe yet. In a
day or two poor Clytia must be sacrificed."

In order to dissipate any
dreadful impression of her
sordidness which might settle
in my mind, Miss Davenport
went on speaking with un-
usual communicativeness.

The Glen is superior to a
.,butcher's shop or market in

many ways. In the first place
my commissariat is at my very

door, you see; and then everything keeps so
fresh. Besides, just consider the variety. Mush-
rooms to-day ; yesterday some delicious cress
from the brook ; to-morrow there will probably
be puff-balls ready." To a school girl's lively
appetite this appeared very painful fare, and I
hardly knew what to say. So I idly wondered
aloud where Leo had taken himself off to. .

"I suppose," surmised Miss Davenport, "he
considered you safe enough with me and has gone
for a ramble on his own account. Wise dog."

Leo did not return for nearly half an hour.
Then, looking up from my sunflower, I espied him
coming at full speed round the correr. "Is it
that the colour of the flower is in my eyes ?" I
asked, "or has Leo a yellow something in his
mouth?"

He stopped short upon seeing us, then trotted
on slowly, and finally dropped whatever it was he
carried, and seemed irresolute as to the next
move. I moved towards him and he shrunk
around me with his tail between his legs. In both
so superior, his courage could not outface his con-
science, and he failed to growl protection for the
parcel that lay on the ground wrapped in stiff
yellow paper. We unfolded it. There was re-
vealed a fine leg of mutton. Confident of safety
here Leo had not waited on the road to demolish
his plunder. He must have counted on our being
indoors.

" Oh, Leo ! you wicked thief"
Leo crouched abject, yet longing.
" Poor dog, let him have it," pleaded Miss

Davenport.
" No, indeed," I said, sternly. inwardly re-

joicing over the booty and its careful wrappings,
which Miss Davenport could not have failed to
observe. "He shall not be rewarded for such
dishonesty. Could you not put it in the house,
please, Miss Davenport, where it won't tempt him.
We must teach him a lesson. He is getting
frightfully greedy. If you could bave seen the
dishfuîl he dined off to-day. So much meat can't
be good for him at this time of year."

" I fear some one will be at the loss of it," Miss
Davenport hesitated doubtfully.

"IWell, but I can't carry it about looking for anowner, can IJ? and certainly Leo isngot to betrusted to return it honestly. Bad dog Down,sir !"
After that I took a violent fancy to study theculinary art, much to our cook's disgust, and tadto carry Miss Davenport samples in order thatshe might pronounce upon my progress and skil.

IV.

H E season was advancing.Black Monday drew near.
For my visits to the Glen, Ishould soon be dependant
upon the moods and humours
indulged in by the Saturdaysof a season given over to
moods and humours, mostly

aqueous. I had "done " the place pretty thor-oughly-for me-but could not harbour the
thought of breaking the intercourse with my oldfriend, of whom I had become quite fond.

IHow do you manage in winter?" I enquiredof ber one day.
"Oh, Archambault, an old retainer, living inthe Tanneries, comes and digs me out occasion-

ally. He used to occupy the cottage when it wasour lodge, and be does not forget his old mistress.I-is wife, too, bestows some time charing aboutthe house."

"lBut is it not very lonely
for you ? Could you not takea room somewhere? There
must be some better way."

I felt venturesome in thus
speaking, for Miss Davenport
always observed a dignified

reticence with regard
to her own affairs.
Whenever she broke

- through ber reserve,
even in ti ifles-such as
the local edibles, for
nstance-it was donewith an air of special indulgence for me, but elo-quent at the same time of the effort it cost her.

She did fnot now reply for a moment, then saidvery quieîly :
"Yes, child, tbere may be a way, but the meansare lacking. The Archambaults would be pleasedto place a room at my disposal, but I could fotremunerate them for the services they would ren-

der, if I main tain the position I have always heldt0 them." Her expression grew into a strongresemblance to the proud face in the old portrait,which I now knew to be her father's, as she con-tinued, "It would be impossible to sit at the sanetable and become one of themselves, as I shouîdfeel bound to do, were I simply their guest. No.We must not act as though there were no prin-ciples to guard for others. I will never so impairthe integrity of the social fabric."
Which long speech from my old friend reducedme to silence for the time.

V.
WO or three weeks passed before

time and opportunity again per-mitted me to visit the Glen.
When I did so it was just after
a frost, and the poor straggling
relics of floral beauty lay half
blackened on the dank ground
in the deserted garden. Somewhite berries, with dark, glossyleaves alone survived, under shelter of the elm,and these I gathered, knowing it would please MissDavenport to see them in my dress. She lovedthese poor souvenirs of ber Eden, and neverseemed aware of their decadence when pressingtheir acceptance upon me with a lttle accom

anying speech, "At least I can offer you some

.When we met I was struck with a change in myfriend. She was sitting with the old album opebefore ber. A faint pencil sketch of the Glen on
one page, on the Opposite a transcription of


