
Stony- mer, one of those days when winter,
Z««,«, though close at hand, seems to have

fallen asleep and forgotten his pur-
pose, Lydia stood again by the bars
with her two pails of spring water.
She gazed across the wide country
to the mysterious notch in the hills.

The patch of sky, melting in an in-
describable violet haze, looked nearer
than ever before, but it drew her not
as before. She looked at it with a
sort of pensive tenderness, the indul-
gence which one gives to a dream
outgrown. Then she went back to
the house, and presently up to her
grandfather's bedside.

As she leaned over him, John Cas-
sidy opened sane eyes and looked at
her. The sickness had left his brain.
Lydia gave a little sob ofjoy, fell on
her knee , and dropped her face to
the pillow beside his.

" Grandfather," she said, " I don't
want any more to go away. I am
going to live here always."
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