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berry vinet, are itill there, and a fragment of the
brick chimney, where swallows build their nests

from year to yeaf. A wilderness of weeds, tall

and luxuriant, springs up to hide the stone over
which Jacob Cochrane stepped daily when he
issued from his door; and the polished stick with
which three-year-old Patty beats a tattoo may be
a round from the veiy chair in which he sat, ex-

pounding the Bible according to his own \nsion.

The thickets of sweet clover and red-tipped

grasses, of waving ferns and yoimg alder bushes
hide all of ugliness that belongs to the deserted

spot and serve as a miniature forest in whose
shade the younglings foreshadow the future at

their play of home-building and housekeeping.

In a far comer, altogether concealed from the

passer-by, there is a secret treasure, a wonderful
rosebush, its green leaves shining with health and
vigor. When the July sun is turning '')€ hay-
fields yellow, the children part the bushes in the

leafy comer and little Waitstill Boynton steps

cautiously in, to gather one splendid rose, "for

father and mother."

Jacob Cochrane*s heart, with all its faults and
frailties has long been at peace. On a chill, dreary
night in November, all that was mortal of him
was raised from its unhonored resting-place not

far from the r. ins of his old abode, and borne by
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