T™WO

THE CATHOLIC RECORD

JULY 26, 1919

REAPING THE
WHIRLWIND

- pa—

BY CHRISTINE FABER

CHAPTER XXIII

The usual summer home advent of
visitors was upon Mr. Robinson but
among them was one who seemed to
be not at all of them, a shy, homsly
little gir), not more than eleven
years old, and yet bearing in her
sallow face the appearance of far
maturer age. Her black dress with
its.trimmings of crape, showed that
she was in mourning for some one,
and her grea’ black melancholy eyes
looked as if they were always ready
to shed tears. Yet she made one of
the gay perty on every oocasion,
looking odd enough in her sombre
dress amid the bright tintse of the
surrounding costumes. Curiosity in
the village was rife about her. Most
of the visitors by whom she was
accompanied were known, at least by
sight, from their former vigits, but
of her nothing was known, and when
at last servants’ gossip circulated the
facts about her they were difficult to
believe, It was eaid that she was
Robinson's niece, the only child of
his poor forgotten gister; that the

latter had died recently, and having |
just previous to her death appealed |

to her wealthy brother, he answered
it by adopting her child. For that
reason he had her accompany the
present gay party from Boston, and

in order to bauish her melancholy, |

insisted that, regardless of her mourn
ing she should participate in every
amusement., Such was the story
told in perfect good faith by Robin-
son’s own eervante
beings the lady's maid of one of the
guests, who had the whole account
from her mistrese. The factory
owner's own attentions to the little
girl seemed to conflrm the statement.
He was seen driving her out on
several oceasione, and his manner to
her was as paternal as it was in his
grim, coarse nature to be. One
morning the strange pair drove up
to Mre. Phillips’ neat little residence.
Barbara Balk, hastening to the parlor
window at the sound cf the wheels
stopping before the door, could
scarcely believe that she saw oorrect-
ly. Robinson the tactory owner, and
that ugly chit of a girl that the
village eaid was his niece, coming to
visit them ! What did it mean! She
hurried into the passage,
still more astonished to find
son asking fhe servant for
Phillipe.

He was shown into the parlor, he
and his niece being obliged to pass

Robin-

Mise Balk, who still maintained the |
position she had taken in the little |

corridor. Mre. Phillips being sum.
when she saw Barbara.
“What do they want?”’
latter sharply.
Helen made a deprecating

the

said

motion

with her hand lest the party within |

the room should hear, and trying to
wave Barbara Back, she entered
Miss Balk stalked in also.

Mre. Phillips was radiant with
smiles and blushes, and a charming
costume, and Mr, Robingon found

himself again under the spell which |
had bound him during his previous |

interview with her. He strove to
meet her with her own easy affability.
but his inherent coarseness and

vulgarity were not to be banished, |
nor ever much lessened, by any effort |

he might make. So to the open dis-
gust of Mies Balk who stood survey-
which she

from was

nostrils, he blurted
awkward way :

“Thought I'd come over, Mrs,
Phillipe, and just introduce my niece
She’s goin’ to live with me now
I reckon she'd kinder like some
acquaintance here. Her name ig
Cora Horton.” He dr ward the
little girl and Mrs, P sweatly
embraced her

Robinson’'s eyes were
over
that,
who w g very
gtiff and with a s
her eyebrowe,
be introduc

Helen inwardly ground
but outwardly sppeared
enough, as she said

" Mr. Robinson 18k
gon who lives with me.

There was the faintest acoe
the word " person " ag if she had a
purpose in using the word, and hopad
that ber purpoge might be divined by
Mr. Robinson But Barbars,
whom perhaps she did not wigh st
powers of divination, aleo evidently
comprehended, for she drew herself
up more stiffly than before, and while
the factory owner bowed in the best
style of which he was capable, she
returned the courtesy only by a quick,
abrupt bend of the head.

Mr. Robinson's Yankee shrewdness
wasg quite equal to the task of under.
standing Mre. Phillips’ little game,
and without again directing the
slightest notice to Miss Balk, he pro-
ceeded to invite Mre. Phillips to his
place.

" Lots of company there now,” he
eaid, in his loud vulgar tones, “so

out in

11llips

wande
ohasry
to Ba X
straight and
lifting of

to

Barbara. Helen
over

to
looked also
as standing
ful
evidently waiting
her teeth,

gracious

ch

it'll be pooty pleasant for you, and |
then I've told them I was goin' to |

bring the pootiest widow in all these
parts to introduce to 'em,

Helen effected to be very busy
smoothing back the little girl's hair;
in its luxuriance, it had escaped in
disordered masses from her hat.
Robinson continued,—

" Oora, and I will stop for you this
afternoon, and drive you up to the
houge.”

“ Oh, Me. Robinson,”—and Helen
was standing in her most modest

their authority |

and was |

Mrs. |

| that
| than

| she#fhrank from you,
| As I said on an occasion before to

| she sobbed.

and |

for |

| the little shy niecs;

attitude, eyes and head bent down
ward, and her face bearing the ex-
pression of tender melancholy which
she had practiced so often that its
assumption now seemed quite
natyral,—" my mourning precludes
me from participating in the festivi-
ties you so kindly invite me to; but
it I can contribute in any measure to
the happiness of your little niece I
shall waive my feelings for the
present and accept your invitation,
at least so far as to call upon you in
order to establish visiting relations
between this little girl and myself.”

She stopped as she spoke and
kissed the child, There was a
sound in the direction of Miss Balk
very like an exclamation of disgust,
but when both Mre. Phillips and Mr,
Robineon looked hastily at her she
was in the same erect, rigid position,
not aven a muscle of her face having
changed.

Little, strange, shy Cora Horton
shrank from the caress of Mrs. Phil-
lipe, while her great, dark melan-

choly eyes looked at the lady with an | made 2"
expression in which wonger and dis- | ‘

like were singularly mingled.

"W reck ing' t | . .
Well, I reckon the thing's settled | back, and I'd stake his word 'gin any

then,” eald Robinson; ' we'll drive
over for you about four. Come, Cora.”’

He stalked out, the child clinging
to his hand, and making his adieu to
Barbara as briet as had been her
salutation to him, His leavetaking
of Helen, however, was charaster
ized by all the warmth and defer
ence he knew how to
manner.

The chaise driven away
glared at Mrs. Phillips.

"The person who lives with you!" |

she said, with quiet scorn.
Why, Barbara,
say? You are not a relative, and
I am sure you are not a friend.” A
little low laugh accompanied the
pecular emphasis with which the
last word was uttered.
Miss Balk resumed

scornful tones :
" You are afraid that I

in the game

would ex-

pect the same attention as yourself, |

and an invitation to Mr. Robinson’s.
But don't be concerned, Mrs. Phil
lips; I shall not interfere with you,
for I would not for worlds deprive
myself of the satisfaction 'of behold-
ing your downfall, and that will
come speedily enough if you are left
to follow your own plans.”

Helen, feigning complete indiffer
ence, was looking over some books
on the table and humming.

“"Bah !" continued Miss Balk. ** Do

you think that I didn't see through |
| your act

ptance of Robinson's
tation, qualified though it was by
that bypocritical allusion of yours to
your mourning ? It will bring you
to the house where Thurston is—"
“Oh, Thurston is

in England,

g o | interrupted Helen.
moned, descended in haste, starting | g p 5

"The house where ke likely will
be, then,” resumed Barbara
you expect to meet him oceasionally,
and win him by your pretty acting,
and bring him o your feet as he was
before. But I'll eulighten
point Mrs. Phillips.
Gerald Thurston would ever
entertain regard for you again he
would fling himself into the river.
Robinson, old, vulgar fool, may be
caught by your
though his niece, child as she is,
seemed to read your character, for
Go on, Helen.

you, your tether will be short, and
your pretty face will be powerless
enough when the wrinkles and the

| epleen of a wretched old age come
i | into it.”

ing him as if he were some animal |
undecided |
whether to defend her dress or her |
his

She went from the room, while
Helen sank into a chair and burst
into a passion of tears.

If I could only get
"1 declare
such a horrid crime,
poison her,’

The rnoon
and his niece, and
to accompany them.

rid of her,”
I'd like to

Robinson
was read

brougl
Helen
3 Her
dress was nearly leep
the little girl badside whom she took
her seat in chaige, but it wae
reliev by exquisite trimmings of
white samer ma and

full snowy frill within bon

her
surrounded a complexion as delica

h
U

and lovely as
I'be comj she wae
oduced ¢ score of
rantly dr women, n
young &as

few of them be

arigtocratic

n, ne of
Helen, and as
ing dis
bearing,
Phillips very
ged to pay
Imiring court to her which
hex 80 craved. If her super
ior b y caused any envy among
the women it was adr
cealed, and Helen pos
rare tact to adapt I
gociety, be
& universal
rathe

emed di

all t

the
any

S8ing
i to
favorite. She geemed
to wish to devote herself to
but the child
continued to shrink from Ler atten-
ions, and as Mrs. Phillips remem-
bered Barbara's reference to that
same shrinking on the child's part
in the morning, she inwardly raged
againgt the little girl, while out-
wardly her manner had not one in.
harmonious ripple.

At the late and elegantly.served
dinner conversation was quite un-
restrained. A certain freedom, ac-
curing from the very vulgarity of
their hoet, who, ignorant of the true
proprieties of cultured society,
waived everything that placed a
fetter on his own inclinations,
seemed to pervade the very atmos-
phere. Helen's fastidiousness was
slightly shocked as she contrasted
the company with that which ghe
had been accustomed to meet about
the table of the Tillotsons, but the
sense of geniality was delightful,

Animated discussion turned upon
every topic, the host's Yankee slang

put into his | -
a lie.

Barbara |

what else could I |

| him ;*

| er crimson than they had

| into activity all the
| slumbered
| Hogans. Mrs. Hogan was as constant- |

invi- |

‘and |

you on |
Sooner |

| her bed

pilly affectations, |

if it wosn't |

| said in the shop.
had been been up to gee Mr. Robin- |

1irably con. |

me almost immediately |

uttered in hie loud shrill tones, being
often heard above every other voice,
and Helen found herself drawn into
mirthful debate with some of her
neighbore. A chance vemerk had
reference to Thurston.

“ Yes,” snid the person to whom
the remark was addressed ;”' | saw
his name in a paragraph of English
news the other day., It seems that
he has astonished some of those
businees men on the other side by

| his valuable idens.”

" Who is that ?" chimed in another
voice. ‘““Gerald Thurston? 1 tell
you, Robingon, you secured s mine
when you got hold of that young
man, And they seem to be appreci
ating him on the other side. I
shouldn’t be surprised if they make
him such an offer that he never
returne. What then, Robingon ?"

"T'm not afraid on't,” answered
Robinson.

" Why ?” resumed the voice that
had previously spoken. “ Are the
terms ,of his engagement with you
80 good that no better offer can be

" No ;I reckon that ain't it ; but
Gerald's given his word to come

oath or contract in the country.
" Model young man |” came in a
half doubting tone from the other
end of the table,
Robinson halt rose.

Don't you believe it ?”’ he said
flercely I tell you Gerald Thurs
ton'd jist as liet hang himself as tell
He thinks a wonderful sight
of truth and honor, ns he callg’ em,
and I don’'t know but he'd throw any
friend of his over for telling him a lie
quicker than another'd do
murder. Fact, gentlemen,’ as
saw the surprised looks turned upon

him as I do.”

Mrs. Phillips’ cheeks were a deep-
been, and
her hands trembled so that she
could scarcely convey her food to her

| mouth,

CHAPTER XXIV

A gnawing, hidden anxiety, com

| bined with insufficient food and rest,
| produced its effect upon Miss Bar-

chill. She was prostrated
with a slow heavy fevet.

at last
Then came
kindness which
hearts of the

in the

ly at the sick girl’s bedeide ns the care

| of her own little household would

allow her to be, and from her table
poor old Grandfather Burchill was
supplied ; while Hogan himaelf,

| learning from his wife of the sick

and destitute condition of Mildred,

| cheerfully devoted part of his week's |
| earning to

aid the Burchille
actuglly exerted himself
work in order to feel that
entitled to the
received.

The poor neighbors about were all
concerned for the young girl ; most

He

at his
he was
amount that he

of them had received kindness from |

her in some way, and many and
frequent were their offers to share
Mre. Hogan's vigils. To the little
old grandfather, who hung above
in mute woe, their warm-
est sympathy was extended.

Hogan had brought & doctor who |
| pronounced the case not serious, but

one which required the most tender
care, and which must necessarily be
tedious. So days and nights passed,
Mildred sometimes delirious, and in
her delirium repelling the fond old
face that hung in such tender solici-

tude above her own, and again, in gn |

interval of consciousness, trying ‘to
clasp her arms about the withered

| neck, and whispering :

" Darling grandfather !"

One evening Mrs. Hogan came ir
with a pomegranate. Dick got it sh
Some gentlema

1
3
1

son, who, in taking him over the
grounds had given him a couple of
nates, with other fruite.
8 hothouses, and
coming directly to
op on business, and not being par
jial to pomegranates, gave ane to the
employer and the other to Dick.
ned to he in the offi
at the time Dick thinki
ill saved it for
poor it w
and put it to her parched lif
‘ 5

81CK giri geizad

for moment,

watchir

and

her with
light turned sorrowfully away when,

having Jevoured it all, she geemed to

wish for more

" Can't they be bought anywhere?"

he asked Mrs, Hogan.

No,” was the reply; * its only
Mr. Robinson that has them in his
hothouse. They don't grow here.”

" Would he sell any, do you
think ?” the quavering tones asked
again,

" Ob, dear no!" They say he
doesn't even let the gardener pick

the hothouge fruits for the table ; |

that he always picks them himgelf.”

all that night and the
the thought of the fruit haunted
him. Poor Mildred's parched lips
seemed to crave it from him, and as
be remembered the avidity ‘with
which she ate the one given her, he
was tormented by the thought that a
few more might make her well.
Late in the afternoon, when Mrs.
Hogan came to resume her watoh in
the gick-room, and at the same time
entreated him to take a turn in the
air, he did not refuse with such
determinatien as‘he was accustomed
to do; and after a little while ag
Mildred seemed to slumber and her
kind - hearted attpudant quietly
watched her, he put on his hat and
left the house. He took his way to
“The Castle,” pausing when he
reached the outskirts of the grounds,

next day

for a|
he ‘
and that's the reason I trust |
| hothouse

| himself, and I reckon old man, you'd
ask a good while

| ing down the path

| down and firmly pinioned by

| afternoon

| the hour <of Vespers.

the |

the |

| Todny’'s & holiday.
think I

of it appeared to bring

4 )
| tions

| not in love with gigglers.
He turned away with a sigh, but |

and passing his ghriveled hand over
his tace as it he was in undecided and
troubled thought. At length, con-
quering his indeoision, he went on
with a6 much speed as his age and
trembling limbs would permit, never
pausiog until he reached the part of
the grounds where lay the green-
houses,—row upon row of them,—
their glass siles glistening in the
sunlight and the delicate plants
within sbowing plainly through the
crystal panes. While the old man
looked in some bewilderment about
hiw, a gardener appeared from one
of the pathe that wound among the
shrubbery. Accustomed to see stran.
Rers on the grounds, the man would
have have passed without any re
marke, but Grandfether Burchill
bailed him,

"Have you any
growing here ?"' he
quaking tonee,

" Yer, a whole greenhouse full of
e'm,” was the answer given quickly
and with a true Yankee nasal twang.
"Like to see 'em growing ?” he
continued. “ Just look here,” and
leading the way for a few steps, he
pointed to a greenhouse, through the
glass side of which the luscious fruit
could be plainly seen.
the pomegranates seemed within a
hand’s reach of the pane. The old

pome granates
asked in his

| man’s fingers twiched nervously, and

his eyes seemed to devour the fruit,
while his lips moved in a futile
eifort to speak, At last he clutched
the gardener's arm :

I've & siock granddaughter at
home. Would Mr. Robinson sell or
give me just one pomegranate for
her? 8he likes them and I think it
would make her better.

The hard Yankee face
repellent at once:

"No one's allowed
fruits

becama

but Mr. Robinson
before he'd sell or
give you any.’

He turned away, rapidly disappear
which continued
to wind through the shrubbery.

Poor old Burchill

cast another

| longing look at the fruit, and turned
| away also.

But his granddaughter's
face rose before him; he seemed
almost to feel the fevered breath
from the parched lips which a pome
granate would so refresh and he
again stood irresolute. The sun
was setling, not a sound was to be
heard save that of the insects which

gave to an evening in the country at |

certain seasons of the year such an

| indescribable peculiarity. Nota person

was in sight.
came sironger.

The temptation be
With one rapid look

around he dashed his hand through |

the glass and seized the pomegranate,
the blood from his cut fingers dyeing
the fruit; but in the same instant
there was the deep bay of a dog, and
in another moment the old man was
the
fangs of a hound. The gardener
not far distant, heard the cry of the
dog and hastened back.
TO BE CONTINUED

e —

AN IDYLL OF MAY

S

The pine wood was enchanting
and enchanted. The light of & May

the solemnity of a vast cathedral at

elowly threaded its misles. Imagin-

ing himself alone he thought aloud. |
| Lines of Keats gnd fragments of |

Rugkin might have been heard it a
listener had been abroad.

There was such a listener, and the
startled stranger

The boy rose to his feet and lifted
his cap.

" Good day, sir,” he began.
name is Dustan Hassop: I’
years old My

My
1 twelve
mother lives in the
cottage on the far side ¢f the woc
10868 my aunt. I to
ry day and learn Latin and ¢}
And
answered al

go scl

have
one.

Bu$, my boy, I hadn’t
a single question exolaimed
smilicg and ¢ nished stranger.

" No, sir, but yot would
done, 80 I eaved you the
you ges.”

‘Do all strangers
aiked the
hide his mirth,

" Every one of them.,”
boy promptly. ' But why do you
laugh at me ? I'm not laughing at

Vo

gqu
asked you

the

have

agk

man,

you ques
irying to

However, though 1 am preparsd to

[ laugh with you, I could not laugh at

you if I tried. You are much
serious a person to laugh at,”

" That's what they all say. Just
because I don't giggle like a girl.”

too

object to serioueness, and that I'm
But now
don't you want to put some ques-
tions to me 2"

" It's not for a boy like me to put
questions to a stranger.”

“Then I'll be as frank as you
were. I'm Audrey Field. 1 was
forty three last birthday. People
call me a poet—but that's only their
fun, I am a journalist. I live in
Londen and I wish I didn’t.”

" Aubrey Field!" exclaimed the
boy, his clear hazel eyes growing big
with astonishment. " The writer of
May Madrigals.”

“ The same. But you don’t mean
to say that you have heard of me 9"

The boy stood straight as a ram-
rod, hands behind his back, a soft-
brimmed hat shading his white fore-
head and rosy cheeks. Pausing a
little before he answered, his mouth
expanded into a smile -as he said

Iadeed, oneof |
| keeper,’

| calls you,”

{ wag & commander in the navy.

to touch any |

| you ?

was upon it, and it held |

A stranger |

| literary turn that D

stopped suddenly |
as his eyes met those of a boy who |
| was gitting on a cushion of bright
green moss at the foot of a tall pine. |

May

trouble, |

replied the ‘

© Oh, I rather thought you were. |

Let me assure you that I don't |

" Mother has all your books. Some
of them she's read to me, some I've
read to her. And we like you just
awfully,”

" But how nice of you I"” exclaimed
the plensed poet. “ Don't you think
we might shake hands now |"

" Soray mine isn't cleaner,” he said
a8 he put his small brown hand into
the poet's white one. I suppoge
you gouldn't call and see my mother?
She'd be so tremendously glad to
epeak to you, I know. Our cottage
is quite cloge.” |

" Bub it you think I might take |
such a liberty—"

" She wouldn't think it a liberty,
gir; 'twould be a pleasure to her.”

"It would be_n great pleasure to
me, I assure you."

" Then we'll make
through the wood.”

Dunstan led the * way, sturdily
crashing through the undergrowth,
stamping down every obstacle under |
his Beavy nailed boots dexterously
holding back a long briar for his com-
panion’'s passage. |

" It's & bit rougb, I'm afraid,” he |
called back. Mind the I;rmnl)lw.f
sir,they tear your clothes. That's why
I wear corduroy and leather legginge.
The boys at school call me ‘ Game. |
and the ‘Iron-clad’'—that's
of my boots but I don't |

a bee-line

because
care."”

" I'm wondering what your mother
said Field. “ Dunstan is
a capital name for a boy, but

"Oh, ghe calle me D. D That
means Dannie Darling, not Doctor of |
Divinity. You see, I'm her only one
and she's very fond of me My |
father died before I was born He
It
hadn't to take care of mother and |
auntie I should go into the navy, but |
mother can't spare me. Oh, here we |
are !"”

The cottage was on the very edge |

of the wood and was built of pine
loge. Creepers completely coverad
its front, and a veranda
the entire building.
opened into a small
been turned into a
most inviting kind. Aubrey Field
sunk into a low chair and looked
round with a smile of appreciation
a8 Dunstan disappeared in quest of
his mother.
Swedtheart " he heard the boy
in his high treble, ‘' Where are |
There's a visitor. You can’t
guess his name if you try. It's Mr. |
Aubrey Field, the poet.

Almost immediately the portiere
was litted and the two appeared, |
lover-like, she with an arm about his
neck, he clasping her waist. |

" This is an honor and a pleasure
said Mrs. Haseop when her son had
made the introduction own
way, after which he retired to wash |
hie hands. |

" For me it is both,” bowed the
poet. "I was fortunate in meeting
your son in the wood. He put me at |
my ease at once by anticipating any
question I might ask him.’

"I hope you did not think hirh
rude ?" ‘
"By no meane I suspect the
wood has many visitore, and that he |
is subjected to much impertinent |
catechizing.”
" You are right. Painters come |
here all the year round, and small
wonder. Some of them are gentle- |
men, but some are not, D, D. has |
sufféred from the curiosity of the

latter.”

i

ran round
The front door
hall which had |
book-room of a

call

his

Tea was brought in by a nice old |
woman in black.
conversation took such a severely [
D. was content |
to listen to it, and to eat home made |
cake with much appetite. |
When Mr. Field has taken his leave |
the two ladies discussed him at some
length. Both were very pleased with
his visit and were glad to know that
he was not leaving the neighbor.
hood immediately. Both were ocul
tured women, devoted to bhooks, and
to meet an author whose
ey appreciated. Aunt Helena
pressed by the
sr and speech. |
good ( 1 I'm
fl;'\.,i 1 we ‘, { er enu 111
ing some ‘
devout
Madrigale

written

I'm go glad you

asked him to luncheon on Sunday.
Now to D. D. t

natural thing in the world thst some

should be invited to

luncheon. Father

body Sunday
often camae,
and so did the doctor and his wife,
But when the weeks went by and
Mr, Field came to luncheon or tea
nearly every day, and once or twice

vaale

| to dinner in the evenir g8 D. D. be-

came thoughtful and a little suspici |
oue. one evening when he |
accompanied the poet to the outer
gate, instead of bidding him good-by, |
he said to him abruptly, ' Mr, Field, |
do you mind my asking you a ques- |
tion ?' }

" Not at all, my son,” was the |
cheéery answer.

" Bub I'm not your son, Mr. Field, |
I don't want to be. The question |
is — do you want to marry my
mother?”

" Well, D. D., that's a very straight
question indeed.”

"It ie. And I want a straight
answer to it please.”

“ Then let me set your good little
heart at eage by saying no. But tell
me now, have you any objection to
my marrying your aunt ?”

" Mother'll be awfully lonely with-
out her,” said the boy. ' And you'll
want to take her to London, I
expeot 2’ r

" No, my boy. I'm not going to
live in London again. Some money
came to me unexpectedly about a
month ago ; that is why I took this
holiday. 8o I'm going .to build a
bungalow quite close to yours, and
Aunt Helena and I will be your near

S0

| purchae

| inexhaustible.

| peans

neighbors, And I'm hoping that you
and your mother will make our
house a kind of second home,"”

" Oh, but that'll be awfally jolly !"
exclaimed D, D, enthusiastically.
" And it you mamy my aunt, Mr.
Field, I suppose you'll be my uncle,”

" To be sure I shall,”

"'Well, 1 always thought I should
like to have an uncle. And I tancy
you'll make a pretty decent one.

" Thank you, D. D.,

prospective nephew.
best.”

All this happened gome
years ago, To-day D. D. is a verita-
ble Doctor of Divinity and a canon
of his diocese
boybood he will tell you that he wae

& very pert and forward youngster, |
idolized and a liktle spoilt by his |

widowed mother, but that when he

| was about twelve years old he had

the good
uncle.

" To that excellent man,” he Eaye,
"I owe very mugch, Under God, I
owe to him my vooation to the priest
hood.
map, and he had the patience of an
angel. He corrected my pertness so
gently and affectionately that I
scarcely knew that I was being cor
rected. And whatever good he found

fortune to acquire an

| in me he took the greatest paing to

foster and increase.
could have been o unlikel
subject than I was."—Clement Dane
in the English Messenger.

But no
more

boy

S

THRIFT
F
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