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('HAPTER i.

Wbose armiour is bis huonesftbougbt,
And simple truth bis oniy skill. - Wallon.

An expanse of clear sky stretcbed ovcc a gentie ondula-
ting country. In the west, the son had just gonc to rest,
and bis ligbt was still shining fbrough bis cutains of cioud,
tbuugb it was swiftly softening froîn pure vermilion and
gold to tender roseate bue, whichbrbought into sharp con-
trast the fainter tints that gradualhy fadcd into dead gray
on the eastern hoizon. The faint odours of decay were
upon the air, for it was late autonin, and the fields la>'
reaped and bacc, bcown or yellow, while between tbcmn ran
the straggling white fine of a rougli coad, bounded on
cither side by a rude stone dyke, wibose grim outlinc was
only bere and there softened by the neighbourbood of a few
stunted trees, wbosc last ced and yeltow leaves the ligbt
evening breeze was drifting, one by one, to the gcound.

Thece had been ramn latcly, and as the coad was ploughcd
intu deep ruts by hcavy cat-wheels, it was fu of chear
puddles, ccflccting hack the glories of the sky above. But
two elderly men, driving slowiy along iin a clumsy little
convcyance, could be scaccely cxpectcd to observe the
subtle beaufy of that wbich covcced themn witb uncornfor-
table splashes.

II leugb ! " groaned une, IIwhat mos;t this be in wintec
time ? I can't tbînk bow people can make op their minds
to live in such places--at thc very hack of civilization, as
it wcce."

It s a good thing that sonie of rbem know nu better,"
chucklcd the other, " for after ail the town could not gef on
without the country."

IIf pour Tutu Iad flluwed my advice at the frst, and
bad sec up bis shop in some gcowing town, he wouhd have
made is fortune," said the hirst speaker, evidently resum-
ing some subjeet of previous conversation, IIfoc certainly
he was a good workman."

"Ife cbarged a fair price for bis work, thougb," said the
other.

IIe woold soon bave got into town ways, Mc. Boyers,"
cturned the other, a Mc. I)odds. "l'rom did wbat pleased
bis country customes-gavc thern a stout article which
wouhd scarccly wear out. That's ail welh cnough for folks
who have phenty in kind and can take care of their chings,
but are slow of gctting in cash. Now f own folks are always
gecting in cash, and they want showy articles that look
well whilc tbcy ast, and thcy don't want tbem tu ast ou
long, because fashions change, and servants and sucb like
are 50 careless and (ishoncst that there's nu use in tcying to
keep cings. If poor Tom knew how to suit une market,
h'd have found out huw to suit the other."

Il I'm not sure it was a matter of suiting bis market with
your cousin, Mc. Dodds," said the other. "lic was a
qucer felow, and vou înusn' mind nme saying su. I ce-
member bis obscrving once that there migbt be as much
conscience un making shues as in preacbing a sermon.
Whcn people get that wvay of tbinking, I'm not suce that
they arc fit for business. lie mighc have stacved iin a tuwn.
Perbans be as wise to stay wbcre be could make a decent
living.

"lA decent living !" choed Mr. Dodds, pointing with
bis wbip to a owly rouf in the ittle bamlet of Milden, as
it ruse upon their horizon. " Look ! d'ye sec that bouse
beside the flnge-post ? Tbat's whcre my cousin, Tom
Reeves, lived and died. And is that a bouse for a man
witb such a bead as bis fu ive and die in-wben there's
Hare, the bootmaker in Caddiford, emphoying nigh a hon-
drcd bands in bcîsk scasuns, and keeping op his villa and
bis pony-frap ? It's reahly bard wben one's ichations have
nu ambition,' and Mr. Dodds looked aggrieved.

I' eophe will bave their own fancies, I suppose,' said
the pbihosopbic Mc. Buyers. "lBut they ougbt tu take
care that other peuple, not holding the like, don't have to
pay for them at the ast. I expeet your cousin bas flot left
bis wife and boy very well pcovided fo."

IlProvîded for ! " cricd Mr. Dodds, with an alacrif y pro-
duced by the iveliest apprebensions of troubles f0 corne.
" Provided for, Mr. Boyers ! You can't imagine how low
down they've lived. If he bas Ieft enougb fo pay for bis
own funeral, I shah bc plcasantly sucpised."

"Xas be iii ong ! " asked Mr. Buyers.
"I don't know," ceturned Mr. Dodds rather curtiy, "

bad flot heard of bim for montbs tihI bis deatb was an-
nounced. "

IIYou'Il bave to do sometbing for tbem," said Mr. Boy-
crs carclessly. Il It migbt hurt you in your business if you
didn't. Peuple don't inquice info the igbcs and wcongs of
things. Many a drunkard and an idhec gets maintenance
out of their relatives' sense of their own self-interest. These
things are expected of peuple when tbcy are in a certain
position. As I say, wbcn men are agifating about capital
drawing su much more profit than labour-' Sec bow mucb
more is expectcd of us capiaists-nobody tbinks anycbing
of working peophe's cbihdren guing f0 chanity schools, and
their old folks into the almshouse, but we bave to do some-
thing for ail the kinsfolk wbo prefer preyîng on os to duing
foc theinseives. It is a.1l very fine for my tailoresses tu say
1 don't pay tbemn enougb f0 keep soul and body together,
but look how I bave to keep my nieces sitfing idie, witb
nothing to do but look aftcr their own dress and grumble
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Mc. Dodds had not given very close attention to Mr.
Boyers' tirade, having heen tbinking over a subjeet nearer
home, and which had engrossed mucb of bis attention since
bis Cousin Reeves' death. He had scarcely heard what
Mcl. Buyers had said, so be answered vaguely :

IlThere are two sîdes to most questions. But I don't
mean to stand strictly on my duty. I bad a real respect
for poor Tom in spite of bis queerness. 1 know tbere's a
little fund for destitute widows, natives of Stratbcarn, in
the north, where Tom's wif e comes froni. I've written
about that for ber already. I took upon myself to do that,
and it's well 1 did, for V've got, answer that she'l be in
time for the next nomination-which comes off next month.
It is likcly she would not have tbought of that for hersclf.
And then she can live whcre she likes, and if she's wise,
nobody rîeed know where bier moncy cornes Irom. Then
ffhcre's the boy---"

Mc. IDodds besitated for one moment and cesumed.
IlI think l'Il take him into my place. lie must be nigb

sîxteen. If be bas learned anything of bis fatber's trade be
would not be able to make much of it for bimself, and he'd
soon pick up mine. I don't think I'd set bim to work, at
least flot more than to show him how things ought to be
donc. I'à train him as a kind of gencral assistant. I'mn
beginning to want somebody that I can trust, as business
grows too big for my own eye. My eldest boy doesn't take
to it ; he likes it well enough to get money out of, but he
thinks it beneatb bim. And journeymen are not wbat tbcy
uscd to bc ; it's mostly eye-service nowadays. And ll en-
gage Tom bas brought up bis boy well : that's the sort of
thing Tom knew bow to do. So be migbt save me a great
deal of trouble and monty too-ever su mucb more tban
be'd cost. For he cannot expect much wages. The start
in life is wbat many would psy for."

Mr. Buycrs said notbing, but cbirruped tu the pony.
"It's a great burden to think over other people's affairs,"

observed Mr. Dodds, plaintively. IIAnd I know it's a
great cesponsibility that I am taking un inyself, and I may
be bitterly disappointed. But I can't believe Tom's son
will not turn out wll."

" Is this be? " asked Mr. Buyers, as a lad, seeming to
have heard the sound approaching of wbecls, stepped from
the cottage wbicb Mr. Dodds bad indicated, and stood
awaiting them. "What is bis naine? Tom, like bis
father? "

" No," answered Mr. Dodds, "it's Richard, after bis
grandfather. Tom alwavs called him Dick. " He spoke in
an undectone, for Mc. Buyers had drawn in the reins, aud
the boy's hand was already on the pony's bridle.

"lIt's very kind of you to come, sir," be said, in a pica-
sant, though subducd voice. Pick Reeves bad seen Mr.
D)odds once or twice, and had somebow got an im-
p)ression of him whicb made bim rather wondcr at this ex-
presion of regard for the dcad and sympathy for the mouro-
c s. Perhaps, after aIl, he ought to have been invited to

the fatbcc's funeral. But then there had been sucb very
gOO(l reasons wby nobody should be invited.

49You sec you are not left without fiends, Pick," said
Mlr. Dodds, dcscending.

l 'mn quite sure of that, si," Pick answered fervently.
"l'Il drive on to the inn, Dodds," said Mr. Boyers, wbo

bad kept bis seat.
"lAil rigbt," returned Mr. Dodds. Il'hl join you there

b)y-and-by." The Reeveses' cottage did not promise any
of the comforts wbich Mr. lDodds requircd to make life toler-
able. Ie did not invite bis friend to enter. Buyers bad
ahways been impressed that the dead Tom Reeves was a
man wbo had tbrown away chances which he had possessed,
and Mc. Podds prefcrred that he sbouhd keep this impres-
sion, wbich the primitive, contented, always-bas-been-so
povecty of the Reeveses' domicile migbc have removed.

But surely the place was barer now that it had been as
Mc. Podds previnusly remembered it. There was the samne
strip of brown drugget before the fire, but it was mucb
(Iacned now-tbe samne blue curtains at the little window,
hut the wasbings of years had made themn dim and thiin.
But wbat had become of the carved cuckoo dlock and of
the oak corner cuphoard ?

His cousin's widow came forward to meet bum-a sligbt
woman, wbo looked almost as if the light shoxie tbcougb
ber. She, too, was changed fcom ber own laughing, bloom-
ing self. The hair, wbicl, be remembered in tbick jet
conls, now lay in soft pure a3ilver under bier plain white cap.
But wbat Mc. Dodds noticed most was that, except that
cap, she bad nuocdinary sign of moucning ! Hec dress
was sombre enoug-a dark bluc serge-and as bis eyes
became uscd to the dusk, be could sec a black band sewn
round tbe sîceve of the left arm, just above tbe elbow.
Doubtless that might be some sign of mourning in that far
Scotch parish of Strathcacn, wbence she came, and wbere
destitute widows seemed not entirely unknown. But wbat
would genteel Caddiford say to it? Wby, there be had
known a drunken cbarwoman pawn ber children's bed to
nut crape on ber gown when ber bushand died in gaol !
What ight had this cousin's widow to disgcace ber îespec-
table kinsfohk by sucb a manifold omission as this ?

When Mc. IDodds saw the simple viands put before im-
i)aiten cake and apples fron the trees outside the cottage>-
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"And while it could bc donc we had a right to do it,
chimed in her son Dick.

"Tom often said it was a blessing to feel that if the
worst came to the worst there was the hospital, provided by
good people," said the widow. "lBut he said m 1îi1e he
could keep out of it he must, to leave room for oneWh
could flot."pi

"lTuts ! " explained Mr. I)odds impatiently. " peoplf
who are a great deal better off than Tom think nothilg o
going1 in. I've known people to do so who had ever 50
much money of their own." ' se

" What could they be saving their money for ?"taSked
Dick simply. IlI thought one only saved it for use atsc
times."

Mr. Dodds took no notice of this remark. lie changed
the subject.

Il And now, Dick," he said, IlI suppose you are IegiD,
ning to think of how you are to make your fortune." rai

IlI'm beginning to think how I am to keep mothea
myseif," Dick replied. thing you hav

" Ah, I suspect it's a good thn g ae [o sy
head than your own to think for you,' pursued Mr. . w30
" for it's wonderful what people miss by flot knowing wa
they might get. Mrs. Reeves," he went on, turniflg tOth
widow, "ldo you know that you are eligible for the Strath'
carn widows' fond ? " ý19

-But Dick and 1 think we may manage very well
said simply.

" To have to think of you will be a terrible burdefi 011
Dick's start in life," remarked Mr. Dodds.

The mother did not answer. lier eyes filled with tears
IlI don't kriow what life would be wortb if 1 had flot t

care about mother," observed Dick.
"0 f course you sbould care about her, " answer d

Dodds. "lBut you need not carry unnecessary burdefl 5

There is a fund for destitute widows: and 1 suppose you
mother is destitute enougb."

" She is not destitute while she bas me," said DiCI'
modestly.

"But she bas not a penny," urged Mr. Dodds. le,
"Other widows may be as poor, and bave no sn

turned Dick., e
IlYou'll tbink differently when you begin to want t e

married," said Mr. Dodds. Btb
Dick laughed-an incredulous, boyisb laugh.Bu

said : ohl
IlI hope I will get a wife who will like to help metOhl

mother. "
Mr. Dodds changed bis tactics. Hle reflected that i

ignorant lad did not really know what migbt await m
the outer world ; he was rejecting what he did not unfir
stand.

\Vell, Dick," he said, '' I had got a nice lilt tc Ple"
laid, and I expect you will acknowledge that when Y d
hear ail about it. Your mother was to get this fulid, a"
then she could live wherever she liked-I dace saY hU

like to go back, among ber own relations and frieiids. Ai~d

I meant to take you back to town witb me and pu o yOU to

mny warehouse. I dare say you migbt even ive in mny bouse,
Dick ; that would give you an idea of how things Ought tW

be, and of what getting on in the world means." ddIo
Dick Iooked at his mother. H-er tearful eyes ddn

meet bis. IlPeople do have to leave each other for
while, even for each otber's sake, mother," said Dick s0ol'
rowfully. ls

Mr. Dodds felt afraid that one-haîf of bis tempting P1 lt
pect was being enteced upon witbout the other, and SO
forced to explain. aln

"lBut you wouldn't be able to earn any wages for m5he
time, Dick. So that you can't come, unlcss youc ote
gets upon that fund." sSa1

"lOh, then that setules it," said Dick. Ils a
didn't like leaving ber quite alone, just after fathcr's ei
No, no. If we keep together here, we can ive." Mc.dýjr

IlDid your father teacb you bis trade ? " a~
Dodds, pursing bis lip. dpc

"I've helped bim ever since I was so high.' And
measured a vcry small distance from the floor. IlHe nîike

it a sort of play for me. His own work always seeme to
play to him. I mean he took to it jollily, as mien g 1,l1
quoits and cricket. 1 can't work yet like he did ; butl
do my best, and the neigbbours will give me a chance.,j

"My word !" cried Mr. Dodds, "lyou Secm ltO tae on
easy down here. Fancy Caddiford peopl ekn
others giving tbem a chance ! " p meustknî1

" Could not tbey, sir? " asked Dick. "Then it n0~~
a dreadful place. But I can't believe it." ..' assetei

IlYou won't get enough work to make a living,
Mr. Dodds.teP,

" I can't expect it at frst," assented Dick, quite pre'
pared. "lBut mother knits. And at spare tiixies 1
pine-cone baskets and so forth, against the fails. Pert ape
you may know of somebody in Caddiford who would 0
some. I tbink we'll manage. Besides we cain live on1
little 1!"i

lIt is not living-it's vegetating-it's tarving
Mr. Dodds. J

Dick sbook bis head. "lNobody bere bas ever starve
be sid."Tha's ne tingwhic alay -- l'gtons roe


