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HOME AGAIN.

MRS, MOREY was anxious that her brothe,
and his family should prolong their visit.
* What's the good of spending a sight of
money, to come all this way, and then
only to stay three days ? ” she asked.

But the smith was firm  * I've got my
work to scc to at liome, 'Liza,” he said,
“and I must go and look after it; Mary
and the boy can stay if they hke, but 1
must be home by Saturday evening,”

“How you do talk about work,” said
his sister, vexed at his persistence;
“what do you want to be always on the
drive for? You haven't a big family—
only this boy—and this is the first time you've been to
see me all these years.”

“'Tis the mortgage that has kept me at home,”
answered her brother.  ** You know what a Llow ‘twas
when father dicd and I found the forge was montgaged
till I could scarcely call it my own. I've worked harl
to clear it, aud Mary's denied hiersdf many a thing she
ought to have had, all that we might know we have o
right to our own home. I can'trest till I feel it is done,
and in a few more years I hupe to clcar it off. Theu
I shall Le casicr in my mind, fur T shall Xuow that Jf
anything happens tu me, Mary and the buy willat least
have a roof to shelter them.”

“How you do talk!” cried the sister. * What's
going to huppen to you, a strong man and young
still ?”

“Many a man youager than me, and stronger than
me, has been taken, 'Liza, and 1 sha'n't die an hour the
sooner because 1've settled up all my business matters
so as to be ready to go. I shall be thankful to God if
He lets me stay here and see the boy grow up, but 1
should be thankfuller still if I had to go and I was able
to feel I'd done my duty by him and his mother before
1 was taken.”

**Well, I don't sec the use o talking as though your
grave was just gaping to takeyou in. it makes me feel a
kind of creepy to hear you,” said Mrs. Morey. **1 hope
he don’t treat you often to this kind of melancholy talk,
Mary; and I hope, too, that yor'// stay a bit if John
must go. I'dbeglad to keep you and Martin for another
week.”

Mrs. Lewis hesitated. She was certainly enjoying her
holiday very much, it was the first time for twelve
years that she had been away from home; her sur-
roundings had not only the charm of novelty, but of
extreme comfort. Mrs. Morey was a well-to-do widow.
During the winter and spring months, when invalid
visitors made a golden harvest f~.r Ventnor, she would
let her three houses, retiring to the obscurity of two
rooms n the rear of her property. When summer
came no offer was sufficiently tempting to induce her to
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let Myrtie Cuttage, for then she could enjoy her garden,
and blossom fosth as a woman of property and corre-
_sponding importauce, Mrs, Lewis, who had far-
reaching ambativns after what she termed * gentility,”
was gieatly impressed by the well-furnished rooms,
the pretty garden ablaze wath flowers, and the capable
servant who managed the domestic dutics of the house.
Still there was a hin* of cundescension in Mrs. Morey's
manner which galled her, she felt that her sister-in-
law secretly despised her best dress, which she had
alinost thought too good to wear for travelling , and she
found that the holland aprou she had brought with her
to protect it was reccived with disfavour. Then, too,
if she stayed behind, how was John to get on alone ?
Mecn were but poor, left-handed creatures when it came
to housckeeping, she would find the house dirty and
disurderly ou ler return, and this was the plea she
brought furward as an excuse for declining the invitation.

“ Well, you know best, I suppose, but a house like
yours won't take long to clean from end to end, even if
you have to do it with your own hands,” said Mrs.
Morey.

Mary Lewis coloured painfully. * You mustnt think
it's the same as 'twas when you lived there,” she
replied.  *“Our house isn't hike this, of course, but I've
got my parlour and a good carpet all over it, in your
time ‘twas only red bricks showing, but I've changed
things a good hit since then.”

“'Liza’s got big ideas now,” interposed the smith;
“she forgets she was born and bred in a cottage: but
we'll give her a hearty welcome back to the old home if
she'll only come and see us.”

“I'll come, and be glad to,” responded his sister.
“1 don't forget what the old place was like, or how
hard I used to work there. I was glad enough when
wother started me off to service, and when I came here
with Mrs. Kenyon, and Thomas Morey asked me to
take lim for better or worse, I wasn't long making up
my mind, I can tell you. Though he has left me
comfortable, I ain't above my own flesh and blood, and
I'll be glad to come and have a look at the old place,




