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upon the familiar surroundings, the articles of fur-
niture, the pictures on the wall, his mother’s chair
beside the table, with her Bible and glasses at
hand.

As Brown came in Shock turned to him and said,
“Is this some more of your kindness, Brown? Have
you taken this care of everything?”

“No,” said Brown, “that is not my work. Every
week since the house was closed Helen has come over
and kept things right.”

Without any reply Shock passed into his mother’s
room, leaving Brown alone.

When half an hour had passed, Brown, glancing
out of the window, saw Helen approaching.

“ Thank goodness!” he exclaimed, * here she is at
last.”

He opened the door for her.

“Oh, good morning,” she exclaimed in surprise.
“T am sure this is very kind of you.”

“Yes, I thought I would help,” said Brown in a
loud voice. “ You see, Shock was anxious to come,
and I thought T would come up with him. He is in
the next room. He will be out in a minute. We were
coming up last night, but could not get away. The
Superintendent dropped in, and we talked till it was

too late.” Brown kept the stream of his remarks

flowing as if he feared a pause.

Helen laid the bunch of flowers she was carrying in
her hand upon the table.

“Oh, Brown,” she exclaimed, “how could you!
This is very unkind.” She turned to go.




