
THE WOMAN WHO DID.

mRs. DEWSBURY'S lawn was held bî-hose
who knew it the lovelie!;t in Surrey. The

smooth and springy sward that stretched I*n
front of the house was all complosed of a tiny

yellow clover. - It gave beneath the foot like
the pile on velve. One's gaze looked oforth

from it upon the endless middle distances of
the oak-clad Weald, with the uncertain blue
line of the South Downs in the background.
Ridge behind ridge, the long, low hills of palu-

dina limestone stood out in successive tiers,
each thrown up against its neighbor' by the

miýty haze that broods eternally over the
wooded valley;' till, roaming- across them all,
the -e e rested af last on the rearing. sca of

Chanctonbury Ring, fairrtly pencilled on the
furthest sky-line. Shadowy phantoms of dim

heights fram the verge to, east and west.
Alan MerricÎ draihi it in with profound- sahs-
faction. Aft those s-harp and clear-cut lialian


