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must take, you and Bluebell can settle down here to

fanning ; and good luck go with you, because I don't

envy you your lot!'*

But Scotty and Isabel cared very little whether

they were envied or not. Their own happiness was

sufficient.

And so Ralph Stanwell came into his inheritance at

last, antl by the right road, the road of truth and

equity, which, though it may often descend by the

way of the cross, is sure and straight and leadeth

unto life eternal.

The day before he left to take up his studies in

the city, Scotty went down to the Grange and brought

Isabel up, ostensibly to spend the day with Kirsty,

but really because they wanted to say farewell among

their old haunts. The girl had spent the afternoon

at Big Malcolm's and as evening fell and Scotty

prepared to take her home, they went round to the

side of the house and sat for a few moTncnts under

the Silver Maple. Lake Oro was a sea of gems

flashing between the dusky points of the fir trees.

The hilltops were flushed with rose, the valleys steeped

in purple, and the vesper sparrows filled the golden

twilight with their music.

" Scotty," said the girl softly, " I've been re-


