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up through the honied blossom of the apple-
boughs; ýhe violet gulf' of keaven seemed to

be made more homelike-by his tones.
The sun, they say, is niniety-three mil-

lions of miles away from the earth's surface,
Susy; andthink you that if some oUus climb
the mountains we are much.nearer light than,
those in the vales?

She remembered sentences whiéh she-ýhad
conned from his letters which ran like this,
and her thought on its way was arrested for
a moment by the memory of the spot where
she had lost thèse letters, the thought of the
grave by the' éreek at Haun's Mill and of. her
husband's steadfast faith. So they'walked in
silence, but as they stood by the garden gate
under the quince tree, she defained him a mo-
ment with a child's desire to heara.story that
she knew by heart.

Ephralim, you wrote once that you knew
a man who loved-----2'

When he had given the answer shè wanted,
they went up the little brick path, and Susan-oficed - that t 1-olded _"fi s and waxen

hyacinths -flank-ed it in* orderly ranks. Thëir
light forms immered in the branch shadows

of the budding quince. It -was true, what peo-
ple said, that Ephraim, had not let his father's
home, deca The door stood open, as coun-
try doors -are apt to do.

There was a lack of something in the dark
appointments of the siitinj-wroom. The traces'

life-were-not ý11:ý'[iere, and sa
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