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‘*Where is he?’ I asked.

“At this prescnt moment?’ he asked, in a
shocked voice. ‘Why, Connor, you surprise me.’

‘Oh, I seel’

‘Yes,’ he went on gravely ; ¢ you may trust my
mother to be discreetly attending to her domestic
_duties; she is a great woman, my mother.’

I had no doubt of it, for at that moment she
came out to us with little Marjorie in her arms.

‘You have shown Mrs. Mavor to her room,
mother, I hope,’ said Graeme; but she only
smiled and said— :

‘Run away w‘it{ your horses, you silly boy,’ at
which he solemnly shook his head. ¢ Ah, mother,
You are deep—who would have thought it of
you?’ ' '

That evening the manse overflowed with joy, -
and the days that followed were like dreams set
to sweet music. .

But- for sheer wild delight, nothing in my
memory can quite come up to the demonstration
organised by Graeme, with assistance from Nixon,
Shaw, $andy, Abe, Geordie, and Baptist'c, in honour
of the arrival in camp of Mr. and Mrs. Craig. And,
in my opinit, it added something to the occa-
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