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(le Tracys had held upon the banks of the

river.

So, since Carnahy was to bo a man of the

risxht kind, his grandmother had come to

look at him, not in love, as otlier women come

to sucli bedsides, but in pride of heart. The

boy, after his ''white night" at Wittisham

and the varied emotions of the succeeding

day, lay on his side, in the deep, recuperative

sleep of youtli whence its energies are drawn

jind in which its vigors ar-^ renewed. His

round clieek indented the pillow, his rum-

pled hair stirred in the breeze that blew in

at the window, his arm and his open hand,

relixed, lay along the sheet. Another woman

would have straightened the bed-clothes

above him ; another might have touched his

hair or hand : another kissed his cheek. But

not even because he was like her departed

husband, like the man who five and fifty

years before had courted a certain cold and

proud, handsome and penniless Miss Augusta

Gallup, would Mrs. de Tracy do these


