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As for myself—Marian is tapping tlio floor restlessly

with her boot and I must hasten—I may say that I am

no idler. It was I \.'ao carried on the work of finishing

Glcnarm House, and I manage the farms which my

grandfather has lately acquired in this neighborhood.

But better still, from my own point of view, I m n

in Chicago an oflice as consulting engineer anu

alread" ad several important commissions.

Glenarm House is now what my grandfatl?

wished to make it., a beautiful and dignified m.

He insisted on filling up the tunnel, so that the t)'

Bewilderment is no more. The passage in the w»i

the strong box in the paneling of the chimne, -breast

remain, though the latter we use now as a hiding-plai

for certain prized bottles of rare whisky wh; b John

Marshall Glenarm ordains shall be taken down only o'»

Christmas Eves, to drink the health of (' la G^ady?

Armstrong. That young woman, I may a^ , is no

belle in her own city, an'l of the scores of youngsters

the way from Pittsburg to New Orleans who lay ki »ff

to her heart, my word is, may the best man win

!

And now, at tbe end, it may seem idle vanity for ^

man still young to write at so great length of his own

affairs; but it must have been clear that mine is the

humblest figure in this narrati'^e. I wished to set forth

an honest account of my grandfather's experiment in


