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-(us, he was going to say) at me? " And
hie turned round rather savagely to stare at
this spy on bis passing infidelities.

As the intruder ivas stili facing, towards
hum, he couldn't look that wvay for more than
a minute, and hiis gaze soon turned off to
,lie house in the distance, whiere Carnie had
just arrived, panting, and ivas slipping in
the back way. As hie couldn't frown, very
mucli at lier, he tried to snîooth his brow,
and turned short on bis heel as lie wvalked
off sorrowful aîid self-coîidemned.

lJncle John ivas expected up at the liouse,
and the usual periNvinkles procured ; but
this ivas a State secret, and bis arrivai was
alwvays considered a iost wvonderfuli and su-
pernatural circumstance, and the additional
fact of their happening ('"quite by chance,
my dear ; only lîeard the mian a-crvin' 'ern
down the lane this ver>' minute") to have
hisfavounite delicacy in slîell-fish-that 'vas a
coincidence thatlong staggered the children,
and mrade thîe marvels of jack aîîd the Beaiu
Stalk hide tlîeir diminishied heads. Once
littie Joe (Carrie's cousin>, w~ho wvas a great
friend and crony of the old man's, hearing
the cry of the itinerant fislî.fag, rail after
Mrs. Carten, and ivith man), lugs at her dress,
entreated lier to buy some and xiiake Uncle
corne 1 Nor would lie be consoled until he
was told that tlîe last crop of pins sowvn in
the garden couldn't be expected to be up
and ripened before Sunday wveek.

Mr. Johnson was the rich relation. "'Neyer
niind that, Sain !"- hie would say to his mar-
ket-gardening brother-in-law, " you stick to
the missus, and l'Il see after the chicks."

Moreover, lie ivas a vestryman (nîeither
better nor worse than nîost of bis class>, and
an active man in. public matters, or rather
those matters wlîiclî are caled public, and
ought reailly to be so, but are in fact often
nianaged very privatel>' and snugly for the
vestrymen concerned. Out of this semi-
oficial position arose Sam Carteni's oiùly joke,
alivays repeated, since it ivas sure to tell and
couldn't offend. He would pretend to for-
get bis Lkinsman's exact rank, and would cail
hlm IIAlderman Johnson."

A greeting of IlTurn again, Johnson, Lord
Mayor of London," was gcnerally raised ini
feeble chorus by the chîldren, as the old
mnan, pretending to, be ver>' pompous aund
purse.proud, wvould make-believe he wvas
gloitig to walk past the hceuse. These simple
strains, and an imitation (ver>' far away> of

J3ow chimes on an old frying-pan, neyer
failed, to nielt his stubborn heart, and bning
hum in, a prey to gentle feelings and the
babe's muddy fingers.

Slighit variations on tlîcse themes were
every xiow and tlien cominunicated by ge-
nius to Mr. Carten, as lie dug among lus
strawberry beds and celer>'. On sucli an
occasion he would stick his spade deep in
the ground, lîang his hat on it, smooth
down lus hair, and say, "lSain, you'd do for
Lord Mayor's toast giver, to pay 'eml al
complerments ail round ; or if you couldn't
do that, you rnigbter been a poet."

To-day, sitting among his oyster-shelled
uvalks, uvith luis long pipe, the swveet sinile
that rail over bis face and the %vay lie laughed
in bis glass showved tlîat he had some such
effort of the imagination to disburden humt-
self of.

" 'John's late, said Mrs. Carten ;"no,
there lie is, Sam !"?

" I sees,» ivas the dignified reply, as the
little ivicket uvas puslîed open. "lLor! "
said Sain, wvith an air of regret, and waving
bis church'varden sadly: 'l No, don't say that;
lie uvas a wvortlîy man, a wery good feller!
Doîî't say -he's dead and berryed, Mrs. C. ! "

" Wly, John, it's you, sure enougli; and
here's Sain said the Lord Mayor was dead,
and tlhe Queen had sent for you, and you
wvere a-going to cut us dead ; wlîy, you give
me quite a turn-you did !'

"No, no, Sam-T'May'r's aIl right ; be-
sides, I>m not Alderman yet, onl>' got my
foot on the first rung of the ladder, Sain.
Some wayup to go yet. Wliere's Carrne?"-

IlIdor, said her mother,"I been in ait
day; can't tell uvhat ails the girl; ali her fine
eddication you gave lier (very kind, Pmr sure,
tho' Sain gruminles soine) don't do her no
good."

But Aldermnan J., bent on luis fun, and
chuckling at Carrie's supposed stop-at-home
propensities, liad opened the door and gone
ln chase. He fouîîd lier behind the end of
the Iýttie piano, croucîiig dowvn uith lier
liead in lier lîatds and saying, ilDon't !"at

ten seconds intervals.
"YVou're a pretty girl, 1 don't thinkir-, to

stop at luonie and vex your mothier like
this ! " Thuts lie began his chaif.

Please don't."
"Well. ain't youi ashaîned to go kissing

Cousin Jot: under tlîe lied -e there, iistead of
indoors like a civilized beiîîg ?"


