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that in my reply | gave her no bidding to join our
band, but rather praised the work she was doing in
her place, telling her how | had heard of it from
Craig.

The summer found me religiously doing Paris
and Vienna, gaining a more perfect acquaintance
with the extent and variety of my own ignorance,
and so fully occupied in this interesting and whole-
some occupation that I fell out with all my cor-
respondents, with the result of weeks of silence
between us.

Two letters among the heap waiting on my table
in London made my heart beat quick, but with how
different feelings: one from Graeme telling me that
Craig had been very ill, and that he was to take him
fiome as soon as he could be moved. Mrs. Mavor’s
letter told me of the death of the old lady, who had
been her care for the past two years, and of her in-
tention to spend some months in her old home in
Edinburgh. And this letter it is that accounts for
my presence in a miserable, dingy, dirty little hall
running off a close in the historic Cowgate, redolent
of the glories of the splendid past, and of the
various odours of the evil-smelling present. | was
there to hear Mrs. Mavor sing to the crowd of
gamins that thronged the closes in the neighbour-

I e i




