
CHAPTEB XXII.

It was seven yeare after the events reconfed in
the .ast chapter that Mr. Jonathan Roscommon,
who was making a round of visita to his constitu-
ents, m view of a coming election, called at thefarm hc^e that was once the residence of the late
Major Thompson.

It was a lovely day in September. The window
of the dmmg room was open, and as he pulled up
his team and descended f«>m his buggy he heard
the not*s of the piano. It was a juvenile exercise
that was being played, and, taking the liberty of
peeping in at the window, he saw a very small per-
former in the person of a little girl who was sitting
on a high music stool.

''Good morning," said Mr. Roscommon. The
child turned, saw him, and came to the windowA bright, pretty child she was, with a wealth of
golden hair. She looked at him with wide-open
eyes.

" What is your na e, my dear? " said Mr. Bos-
common.

" Gladys—Gladys Robinson, and I've got a Uttle
bruvver Freddy-Freddy's in the bam I fink-
wbat's your namef "
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