
Robin Hood's Barn

pered the mother, clapping her hands this time
over his lips. " I would not thy Cousin Mary
heard that speech for a silver crown." Never-
theless, she smiled.

Elinor Calvert, u she stood there with one
hand on her son's shoulder and the other ! .id-
ing back his ftce, looked like some sunshiny
goddess. Her dress well became her height.
She wore a long petticoat of figured damask,
beneath a robe of green stuff. Her bodice, long
and pointed, fitted the figure closely, and the
flowing sleeves of green silk fell back from round
white arms. Around her neck was a string of
pearls, bearing a heart-shaped miniature set alsom pearls, and held to the left side of her bodice
by a brooch of diamonds. Her figure was tall,
and crowned by a head nobly proportioned and
upheld by a white pillar of throat. Her features
were heavily moulded, especially the lips and
chin. The golden hair which swept her brow
softened ,ts marked width, yet the impression
conveyed by the face might have been cold had
It not been for the softness of the eyes under
their fringe of dark lashes.

In spite of the flashes of gaiety which marked
her intercourse with her son, the prevailing ex-
pression of Mistress Calvert's face was sad
Rumor said that there was enough to account
for this in the story of her brief married life in
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