
tallblue-gums;the flash of the fantail's flight
threw gleams of light into the dark bushes;
the scrub was white with manuka blossom,
and in the bush the snowy clematis flung
itself in clusters of falling stars against the
sombre greenery; the sweet scent of the
native bramble filled theair, and inmany a
deepgully the flame flowers of the rata were
already beginning to show their scarlet tips.
Everywherewas the sound of running water,
and a vivid subtle sense of life and growth.

The yearly miracle of the spring. Under
ordinary circumstances my heart wouldhave
beat inunison with this joyous festival,but
now those ominous words, "I promise to
pay," seemed written all over the face of
nature,andIcould not get behind or above
them. My health also was not verystrong,
and the hope that should have been an
unspeakable jojbecame overshadowed with
fear. What if the hour of trouble should
findme homeless, aye,and penniless too ?
Isaw,or thoughtIsaw, all our folly in

embarking on so mad a schemo without
either knowledge or capital.

"Fool! fool! fool!" Isaid to myself.
And,remembering how Jack had yioldecl to
my entreaties against his own judgment, 1
felt a profound respect for his commonsense
such asIhad neverexperienced before. I
had always in my secret heart thought
myself a little cleverer and more practical
than .lack, but now he had proved himself
the wiser of the two.

At last the long dreaded day duwned,and
asIdressed myself and wont slowly about
my work,Ihad a dull ache at my heart and
a fearful expectancyof what eachhour might
bring forth.

According to customIwent into tho store
directly after breakfast and sefc tho door wide
openpreparatoryto sweepingout thedust,as
Idid soIlooked mechanicallyacross the road,
expecting to see Bob Lawson and tho baby,
half dressed, tumbling about before the un-
fenced cottageas their custom was,and even

"
PROMISK ME NOT '10 STIR VVHILK I KIN I'OK TlfK LOU-IKS."
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