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-0%%,, as mwel as uoulli lute 1cen expectit," says Muckle Alick.
Iýst at las.sie ?"'I Aye,ý sait Alick, îjnietly, II thceWs a lassie."

1I just kcnned it, " said Lvistress lFraser.
IBut tliere's a laddie corne, too "said MNuekile Alick and

looked hecoîningly on the ground. (In great excitement she runs
over to the house wjth Atick.>....... dinna tlsjnk l'Il corne

he w'ye the iloo. l'Il gang owre hy the bar-n iustead. There's
sorne t ings to look to there I mis dlou.t, ' said Alick. . . . Hie
saw lier fairly in at the kitchen iloor. 'I think V'II gang owre by
to the barn." But hie liad not got îiiore than haif way there when
the leaves of the kitchen dloor sprang open, and out flew Mistress
Fraser with tise large wooden potstick in bier band. Alick baill
adnired bier performance as she ran towards tbe bouse. But it Nvas
notbing to the speed witb whicb she now bore clown npon hlm. "It
was like tbe bîoat train conîing dowvn by tbe streani, ten minutes
ahint time, an' a director on board," hie explained afterwards.

At the time bie hall too many things to tbink about to say any-
tbing wbatever. He ran towards the barn as fast as bie could for
the cboking laughter whieh couvulsed hlm. And behind bim sped
the avenger witli the uplifted porridge spurtle crying Il 0 ye Muckle
leein' decevi- -ye hlaekguaird-ye cunnin' hound, let mie catch ye."

Catch hirn she did, and lie received the reward of bis
duplicity. The above is a fair specirnen of the style of hum-
our in rnany parts. The lieroic end of poor Alick is beautifully
toid. There are capital scenes dealing witb the attempted
reformnation of Cieg and bis friends,the "lkuuckle-dusters" by
the charrning MViss Celie Tennant,who becomesduly initiated
as a fuît member of the band and under whose instruction
tliey sit at regutar times. The appeal to Providence witb
theni generally takes the shape of cousulting Miss Celie,
"ga comeiy providence in a uew frock," as sbe is entitled i
one delicions chapter. Another very amusing scenie is wbere
Cleg outwits a surly guard, scores off a traveller wlio bas
interfered in Cleg's business, and gets a f ree ride on a train,
Cleg for a few brief moments ptaying the part of ticket
coflector. In fact it is daugerous to trifle with the redoulit-
able Cleg, as a rustic found to bis cost, wbo rudely refused
to tell Cleg the road to IlSandy Knowes," althougli politely
asked so to do. This is wliat happeued when the rustic
iaughed at bis joke, as lie thought it:

Cteg's baud dropped ou a stone. Tbe stone whizzed through the
air and took effeet on the third button of the man's new waistcoat.
The laugh ended in a gasp. The gasp was succeeded by a bad word
and then the yonug man gave chase. Cleg pretended to run stowly

-" to encourage him," as hie salit afterwards. The yoket tbougbt
ait the time tbat bie was just about to catch Cteg, but atways just at
the criticat moment that slippery youth darted a dozen yards ahead
again avoided hlm. At last the young man gave up the chase. He
bad an appointment to keep. . . He contented binsetf with
promising what lie woutd dIo to Cleg wben hie caughit hlm.

Wbat Cteg did Ivas sinipter. He patrolied the heights ahove,
keeping exact luace, step for step, with the enemy betow. And witb
the aid of pebbtes lie afforded the youug man some of the finest and
most interesting active exercise lu getting out of the way lie had hait
for iuany years....

IWiil ye telli me the road non? " cried Cleg juhitantty, as lie
kept the youtli skippiug froin side to side of the highiway. Il This
witt mnaybe learn yoti after this to give a civil answcr fo a civil
question.''

This extract portrays one side of Cteg's versatility.
is good heart cornes out in bis dealings with Vera, and

altogether bis adventures thus totd deserve, and are sure of,
a wide circulation. The publishers have presented it with
an attractive cover.

If there bas been a sweeter littie story than"I Tryphiena
ini Love " written for rnany a long day, it lias not been our
good fortune to corne across it. It is as delicate and dainty
and wholesorne as a big buncli of sweet-briar roses piucked
frorn the hedge and brouglit in withi the rnorniug dew stili
cliuging to the paie pink petals. The scene of the. story is
laid in an old bouse, part manor, part farm-liouse, and most
of the action takes place in the old Ilcliamber where the
king hid," where John, the invalid lad, iay, day after day,
watching the roeks circle in the air, drinking in the scent
of the boney-suckie on the wall-side, drearng day-dreams,
and waited on by his cousin Tryphena. Jus lad been partiy
Trypbena's fault that the accident had happeued that bad
laid John on bis back for six long years ; and now, iu the
May-time of lier young wornanhood, the girl waited oui Johin
Pettigrew baud and foot, greedy of bis affection and praise

aif lier bappiness in life depended on bis smille." h
story opens with the scene in which Tryphena brings hirn
up the niew magazine that lias just arrived. "The heavv
oaken door creaked on its linges, and there she stood in
the door-way in lier suni bonnet and liglit prins frock. In
one baud she held lier gathered-up apron, for when Try-
phena weut in for literature she liked hiaîf a lapful of
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chierries ; ini the other she brouglit tloxvers ; more pinks,
more gilawfirs, and a bloomy down or so. The prCiOU51
book she carried tucked under hier arm, together *viîh 9
buck-horn-handled table-knife. ' Quick, Tryphena. RaVe
you got it ?' lie cried, eagerlv holding out bis thin while
hand.* 'The sun is too hsot here. Wheel me to the other
window.' ' To the other window, whiat then,?'1 Tryphenalo
was quite the young woinan and a stickler for hier due
' Pease, Tryphena. 'fhere's a dear.' Hie iaughed quit8e
gaily. Shie slipped the ftowers into the cup ; and ,vith the
hand tiien vacant swung round the couch and pushed 't
across the room as if it had been a toy. This was the "'ly
journey of lis life, f roui the west window to the east, fr003
the east window to the west, just as hie chanced to love the
sun or long for the sweet shade. This was his only changCe of
scene. The tiny shining tracks upon the oaken fl0 oor
tell how often Tryphena liad truckled John Pettigrewl 10
and f ro. She fetched the rush-bottomed chair and 111
down beside the couch. But lie could not wait. Hie took
the book himself, and the leaves quivered with exciteulent
whilst lie cut the pages with the dinner-kaiife. ku

Il'Shall I read it out to you,' asked Tryphenai SUCin
a cherry from its stem with hier red lips. There wa,, a rich
contentment about this maid, a never-failing good natnre'
fresh and inexhaustible as the fragrance of a hoiieysuckl',
Shie was pretty, too, with hier brown hair, bright eyet and
broad, suniburnt face. There was nothing too rnuch troube'i
nothing that she wouid not do. She had read Hariet elou
-surely a test of compîacency in any country girî-an the
more so, since Tryphena had no real feeling for Poetrll
but made rhetorical pauses to crack nuts betwee, the

h le
phrases of the soliloquy. Presently, Tryphen', loft
replied, impatientiy; for in some respects the reading
out something to lie desired.

'Tryphena, what then V'
'Tryphena, dariing.' ete
H1e rnuttered it mechanicaiiy, like an oft-rep eito

response in a titurgy, for lie was a]ready pre.occupied Wt
the pictures." br

Then two visitors came in to see the Ilcharnber Wbe
the king lay," and Tryphena is neyer quite a thought'c'
girl again. One of the visitors is a young lady belonginhed
the family who have newly taken the Hall. She is tOUe
by the sight of the lad and shows hîm kindness. lie 18
nineteen and of course hie looses bis heart to lier, while she
thinks of him only as a delicate, drearny boy, to whionflsh
can bring some pleasure. And Tryphena, wfloha ls 0

lier cousin ever since they were Ilsweet lîeart higli " 10ok1ý
,)n and can say no word. The story is so naturaliy t'Old that
theilittle draina moves us as many a more preteutious s tocy-

fisto do. John hirnself is such a loveable hoy y ih I
enthusiasrns and bis fancies, and Trypliena is so un'el1 i8h
so wholesorne and so pretty. When the inevitable ed
comes and Miss Merviin, full of sorrow for the trouble he

bas uniîitentionally wrougbt, inoves off the scen1e, 'to
turns naturally to Tryphena again. "11He coul 11 sh

without Tryphena-not for the litte cares and serve e

of a human presence. H1e Ionged to have hier sittn therO
even if they did flot talk, and lie wanted to talk t olen

to ease bis heart. ' Look, Tryphena !If there were soixe'
body you were very fond of; but it was qluite m8ibo
you could see that from the first. Sornebody who dd ?
think of you at ail in that way-would flot drearn Of t
fact-would you lie in love just the same V'

"Tryphena moved.
1'Don't gno away, corne dloser, Tryphena. Yo u

understand what it is until you are in love. If it i8ho~~
less you do not tbink about that. You only love. I ;c~r
neyer make it clear. You can only feel. Yoie cafl't under'
stand wliat I mean-can you, Tryphena 1' SI) they 8 f
their youthful inisery that is yet so real, and we are glilu0
the epitogue that shows tliem to us, years tater, happy à
baud and wife,

Thomas Hardy used te, ive in London, but lie w

spends most of bis time at Max Gate, near Dorchiester, where

lie lived when a chid, and where hie bas built a house'yo
bis own plan on a bill, frorn wbose brow can lie seloi naf1Y O

the places and landscape features described in lus stories'


