HOME AGAIN 3T

heavy cap hurried from his seat and went to the
horse’s head. .

- Mr. Armour assisted Vivienne into the sleigh,
then gathered up the reins in his hands and placed
himself beside her. The coachman sprang' to the
back seat and they passed slowly under a black
archway and emerged into long Water Street that
follows closely the line of wharves running from
one end of the old colonial town to the other.

Once upon the street the horse, a beautiful black
creature, impatient from his long time of -waiting

-and feeling lively in the keen frosty air, struck into

a quicker pace. Smoothly and swiftly they slipped
over the snowy streets, sometimes between rows of

lighted shops whose windows sparkled with frost,

and sometimes by dwelling houses whose partly

closed curtains afforded tantalxzmg glimpses of

light and gopd cheer within.

The girl's heart beat rapidly. Home—home——
the magic word was ringing in her ears.- Earnestly
peering out from her wraps to observe what changes
had taken place during her absence, she scarcely
noticed the silence of the man beside her, except
when some eager question leaped to her lips and
was instantly repressed by an upward glance at his
frigid face.

Cold as a statue, dumb as a mummy, he sat.
One might have thought him a dead .man but for
his handling of the whip and reins.” He seemed
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