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Hill. A place whoro gtimmor breozos entered freely
and played, sure »f a way out. Hence it waa that
Maple House as . whole became a ton.b on that mm-
orablo spring morning when the colts first felt a mas-
ter hand— a tomb where Wn.vnc higtory was to be
made and buried as it had been before.

Maple House sheltered a mixed broo<l J y
Wayne, seconded by Mrn. J. Y., was tho head of the
family. Thoir daughter, Xa„co Sterling, and her
babies represented the <Hreer line, but the <,rplian«, Alan
Wayne and Uicmatis McAlpin, were on nn equal f.>ot-
ing as children of the house. Alan w.,s the only ehild
of J Y. 8 dead brother. Clematis was also of Wav,.o
blood but 80 intricately removed that her exact rela-
ion to tho rest of the tribe was never figured out twice

to the same conclusion. Old Captain Wayne, retired
from the regular army, was an uncle in a ditTcrent de-
gree to every generation of Waynes. He was the only
man on Rod Hill who dared call for a whisky and
soda when ho wanted it.

When Alan reached the house Mrs. J. Y. was in her
garden across the road, surveying winter's r,.in. and
I^anee with her children had borne the Cap.ain off to
the farn. to see that oft-repeated wonder an:! always
welcome foreninner of plenty, the quite new calf.

Clematis McAlpin, shy and lovg-limbed, just at theawkward ago when wonuu. n.issc. being either bov or
girl had disappeared. Where, nobody knew. She
might be bird's-nesting in tho swamp or erving over
tje Idylls of the King " in tho banf loft. CeftaLT
«he was not in the house. J. Y. Wayne had seen to


