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Indeed ,t .s. M.ss Adair," answered John, i

1 fted his face to the exquisite sky, where the blena.ngof colour was such as no painter need essay to
reproduce. " It's a bonnie world. Do ye ke„ whit
^I^was thinking at the door just afore I Lye come

and1nh'n''R,'?':-^°^"'''"'^^^"''''
»'"t^restedly. Sheand John Fletcher were very close friends, and had

titm both
' '°^''^"' °" '"^J"'"' ^^''^ ^"'^^^^*^d

.nnT'"^ ^ T r^ *^*"'''"^ ^^^* I daresay manyanother has thocht before me-that everything theCreator has made, and everything He touches, is good •

sTn of thl' I"
°"'^

r''''' ^^ ^'^ ^^'«^^"^^« -"^ the
sin of the human beings that have wandered so farfrom the way m which He set them."

TJ '

f.r^'^
P'^'P^*"' P^^^'^"' ^"d °"^y '"an is vile/ ehJohn?" quoted Adair, with a slight smile. «

t is'

in the world that human beings could avert if thevwould only try." ^
•'If there were mair like you, Miss Adair, it wouldbe a bonnier and a happier world." said John. « Butnow will you come in ? Mary will not thank me forhaudin ye speaking oot here. She's not in her bed

ft be tW T. ' ""u"'^''
'^' '^^"^^"^ ^«- Whatever

It be that ails her. she's no the woman she was."He held open the cottage door for her. and shestepped into the wide, pleasant, low-ceiled kitchen

Fletchersaw her she rose quickly from the -epths ofthe big grandfather chair where she found rest oassinJ^sweet aft'T the lono- hn f -' a
."""/^•^'^ passing

wa«« nnf .;
' u,^ '"^ ^^^y' ^'^' ^**°se toil shewas not now able.
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