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in Lyndon, and peace and good-will
prevailed. And wvlien, in the fol-
lowing Junc, Sam's narne appeared
opposite Lyndon in the report of the
Stationing Committee, thiere wvas, I
thinli, no one wlho was flot ur.feign-
edly glad.

During thiat second summer an
event occurred in the arrivai ait the
parsonage of a tiny, fair-hiaired, blIie-
eyed maiden, Nvlio %vas promptly
named for lier "g-reat-griandmnamma,"
and admired and given presents by thxe
entire circuit. Everybody was ready
witli counsel and advice to thxe inex-
perienced littie nianima, and eager to
have a share in bringing Up the won-
derful baby. Miss Constance Dorathea,
Trevor Wilkes was called upan ta
adopt unnunxbered auints, uncles, and
grandparents, and whiea she was
taken to tawn at the age of six
manths ta "b ave lier pieture taken,"
some three or' four dozen cabinet
phatagraplis lîad ta be distributed,
w'hich, as Amy canfided ta me, idwas
rather an expensive business."
" Not that I mind that at al]," she
added, "i arn so thankf ful that every-
body is sa fond of lier; and," witli
a glance of motherly pi-ide at the

bundie of white embroidery on bier
hkiee, " it is nothing ta be surprised
at, is it, Aunt Elinor V"

Sa Sam's three years went rapidly
by, and the time came for the inevit-
able change. Whiatever may have b-en
the persanal opinions of any of us re-
garding the peculiar views and un-
usual behiaviour 0f Mr. Wilkes, it is
certain that w'e did nat lamnent mare
loudly at the going 0f the madel and
venerated Mi'. Radney than aveî' the
departure af aur happy, ariginal,
lieretical Sam.

One sunny June mnorning a crowd
assembled on the platformn af the Lyn-
don railway station. Amy, lier eyes
swallen witli weeping, hissed the aid
ladies and young ladies ànd babies,
and even some of the small boys
iGaad-bye ": and passed little Miss

Constance araund ta be embraccd by
every onc. Sam, very red in the
face, and swallawing manfully, nmade
jolies and bad punls, and shoolz hands
tilI bis arm achied.

Tlien they sorrowfully cntered the
car, and the trainî moved out af the
station, whule Amy waved fram the
w'indaw a perfumed, enmbraidered,
tear-bedrenclîed packet-liandkercb ief.

Tîxe E nd.
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idWhose girl's that out there an the
cliff V"

"dOh, that's Hirarn Mari,.tin's Jessie.
lie wvorks down iii the mines. you
knaw, but he's just next ta a preacher.
The bays eall him Preachin' Martin.
Shie's a fine girl, thiey say. Finle
figure. hiasn't sîxe ?"

Jessie .Martin was sauntering alang
the brinli of the old cliff at Souiti
Jaggins. Shie lîad the look of one
w'hose face lias been open ta sky and
sea fram earliest years-great, rest-
less, open eyes, wliere yau almost saw
the tass and roll of the billaws, a
braw that was fair and highi, and a
m ass of jet-black liair.

Just then shie was laoking dawn
the shore, that nated bit of Nova
Scotian share, witlî its fassilized trees,
isz fiowers of ancient days, its liard-
ened fishes and reptiles, of many cen-
turies long dead. But geolagy had

neyer apened its world ta lier. She
was Miner :àartin's Jessie, thaugli she
liad, to lie sure, cansiderably mare cul-
ture thanl mast of the miners' chil-
dren.

A group of Harvard students wvere
gatliering fossils on thc beacli belaw
(for' Jaggins draws science students
fron iiiost of the eastern calleges)
and nmaingi the air ring with tlîeir
calîs and laugliter. Once or twvice
they glanced uipward ut the lonely
figure an tic distant rocks. But she
heeded tliem no more than a flocli of
sparrows. Her mmid Nvas toa busy

wtiother thouglits, and lier eyes
were alive w'ithi restlessnes as she
gazed ont Idto the warld of claud
and wave.

11« Tlcdeire' of tlie niolli for, thestar,
0f die niight for tIhe inorrofw,

Vie devintinn to sonicthiing afar
Front thie ,IIiere of aur srrrow.-
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