AN AFTERNOON SIXTY YEARS AGO. 19

As he spoke, “the Major” dismounted, opened the
gate for his daughter to pass in, and while shc cantered
round by a side avenue to the stables, her father, leaning
against the gate post, waited for the stage to draw up at

the gate, to make his usual inquiries concerning the latest

news; unaware of the unexpected visitor that the lumber-
ing conveyance was bringing him.




