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wvere takiîîg the \Vilkeses quite seri-
ous ly.

As I went about the liarsonage help-
!il<- in whiat ways I cold, the familiai'
f Irniishiing-s, i%,iny's pictures and bric-a-brae, Samn's ellessmlenl and violin,
tlie silent piano, ail the trilles whlîioui, eyes liad rcsted on from time totUnie witlî anmusemîenit or disapproval,
as tlie case nmighit be, now seemedtouclied withi a peculiar pathos. Ieveji recalled the quaint littie love-story whichi Amy liad told me on thiatfateful evening, and could no longerfeel that thiere wvas any element of
eoniedy in it.

Suniday came and went by, and
thiere were îio services.

Monday niglit there w'as a scarcely
perceptible change for the better, and1 was sent home for a night's rest.As I opened the hall door early Tues-day moiýning-, 1 liad a glimpse of Sam,%valking thc parlour and dining-room
with Minnie perched on lis arm. Aslie liad paid no attention to the cliildsince the nighit of the storm, I knewquite well that something hiad hap-pened. In the kitchien J found LizzieDeale getting breakfast witli a satis-
fied face.

" She's better," suie said ;"«she's go-
ing to get well."

Ail day one met vith indications
that the strain wvas over. Sam, w'hohaci scarce spokoen to any one for days,whistled as lie brought wood andwater for the kitehien. Hie played
withi Minnie ;hle teased IMî's. Trevor,which seemied to us the extreme ofauclacity whien lie was sent on anerrand to the store lie stopped joy-fully to shake hands witlî every onelie met, in his old-tinîe hearty nianner.
We looked on and rejoiced. I-ad itflot been tîmat tlie bouse miust lie keptvery quiet lie nîiglt hiave celebrated
by playing jigs on is viohin, and noone wold hlave objeetefl. WQ sliouldhave felt tlîat even tliat liad in it a
touch of solemnnity.

"«Shàe's taking us in," *Mrs. Davissaid to nie, grinily, as we wcre wasli-ing- dislies togetmer in the kitelientîmat afternoon. the exhaustcdl Lizzielaving-- been sent to bed."M.Nrs. Trevor V" I askec.
'Nris. Davis nodded %vithî a sliglit('omlpression of lier lips. "«I wassorry for lier whlen slip rame. Ofrourse. wve were aIl sorry. and %vetreated lier the best we knew hiow.B3ut hler mincl's pretty well macle up.I guess. She don't tlîinlc murli of

oui* Nays."1
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Suie treated us very nicely tlîrougli
it aIl, don't you tliink ?- 1 ventured to
suggest.

CO01, yes, slie tried to be nice," tUlisa little contemoituously, " but slîeknows very well we aiîî't lived in the
cîty aIl our dnays."

Tfli difference betweenl Mrs. Tre-vor's hiabits of tlîoughît and tliose ofthe Lyndoners %vas iot altogetlieî' amatter 0f - living in the city," but itw'as not best to say so.
" Mrs. Trevor, seems to me too reala lady to be ]liard on us," I said, cau-tiously, " but we miust expect that shewill misuinderstaîîd us a good deal.As you say, oui' ways are so differ-

ent.",
"And, perliaps, %we don't understand

lier muchi better," said Mrs. Davismagnanimousy. "0f course, it don'tmake any particular difference whatslîe tlîinks, any way, oîîly I'm always
one to side %vith nîy own folks."

Oli, yes, ilîdeed. - blood is tliekerthian wiater2'" Thiere neyer was atruer sayiîig. And flot only for thoseakin to us by the ties of blood, but forthose among whom we live and labour,and wvith wvlom we, in a sense, shiareour life, tliere is tuîat instinctive, un-derlying sense of synipatliy aîîd
affection.

It w-as flot so mnany years since Lyn-don lîad resented my intrusion uponits quiet life. I looked at Mrs. Davis,as she stood at tlîe table, wasliingdislies withliher toil-hardened hîands,and thouglit liow, during those dayswlien we were face to face with therealities of lufe, shie liad constantlyslîown lierself capable and to be de-peiîded on, wliere I was ignoranit andlielpless. Perhiaps it was flot strangethat it gave mie a keen sense ofpleasure' to kiiow thiat tlîis woman,wlio " alwavs sided witlî lier ownfolks." liad slkemi to nip as thoughslie felt I would quite understand, asthougli she recognizecj iii nie a womanW.1o. iii very trutlî, %vorked beside lier."Tliere is aime tluing we may bequite sure of." T said. in answver tolier words, - if M.rs. Trevor sliould liedisposed to, critic-ise us openly, as, afteral, I thiinl sîme will not, Aily would
liever allow it."

««No. I guess sue woiildn't," saidMrs. Davis, with enulîasis, and Iknew thiat Lyndon liad at hast adopted
thme Wilkieses.

"htMI-s. Trevor's imîprssions ofis artually wvre, I neyer found ont.Slie spent fourtec.n niglits iii tie lit-le spare room, tîme deferts of whiicl


