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CHAPTER L

Miss TpmpF.RANcE TPLIBBEY stood at the back door
of the old Lansing bouse, shading her eyes with
one d as she looked towards the gate to, ýdiscover

why Grip, the chained-up ustiff, was barking so
viclously.

The great wooden spoon, which she held in her
other hand, was dripping with red syrupl and showed

that Temperance was preserving fruit To the eyes
of the initiated theref- were other signs of her occupa-
tion. Notably a' dangerous expression in her eyçs.
The 'vrarmith of the stove was apt to, extend to M
T*bbe)es temper at such times.

Sidney Martin, co, up the âvenue-like lané to.

,the farm-houw, did not.observe Miss Tribbey stanr.-
ing at the back door, altÉough she saw him; and,
therefore., inuch to his ow' future detriment and
present prejudice iia Tribbeys eyes, he went


