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1 hope she may not stay twenty-two years. Auglo-Indian

tissues, material and spiritual, are apt to turn in twenty-two

years to a substance somewhat resemblincr cýrk. And 1 hope

she will not remember so many dead faces as I do when she go«es

away-dead 1aces and palm f ronds grey with the powder of the
wayside, and damorous voices of the bazar crying, Her*e iz!

niemsahib!- Hére iz!

So let -us go our several ways. This is a dusty world. We

drop down the river with the tide to-night.. We shall not see.

the red tulip blossoms of the silk cottons fall again.

THE END.


