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CHAFPTER 1.
COCK ROBIN,

;& SUMMER shower rattles against

the window-panes of the room

m which the Honourable and
Reverend Frank Marston, Vicar of Lare-
mouth, and his danghter Madge, are taking
their breakfast: and, but for the usual
sounds which clink an accompaniment to
mastication, nothing else disturbs the
silence 1n which their meal is taken,
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They have not quarrelled—they never do
—and have plenty to say, only neither of
them likes to begin ; Madge, because she
has not made up her mind how to break
the 1o, and her father because he 18 one
of those poor creatures who, havine shirked
o difficulty, go away almost as happy as
though they had met and conguered it
As soon as he has finished his gecond eup,
he riges with a sigh of reliet’ and makes for
hiz study to look cut a sermon that will
do for Sunday ; and Madge, shinging her
garden hat mpon her arm, saunters out
through the hall to feed the robins in the
garden.

It is high spring-time. The Howers are
saying grace after rain ; the air is full of
freshness and perfume. The earth sends
up its thanks in a low, tender sobbing. A

labwrnum waves golden tassels over the
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girl's head as she sinks into her favourite
rustic seat, and the grass beyond the strip
of gravel at her feet is all a-glitter with
rainbow-tinted drops. It is high spring-
time also in her heart. Upon that very
seat, not four days ago, the arms of her
true love have clasped her for the first
time, and she has shyly kissed him back
his troth. What the bright sunshine and
soft rain are doing for her flowers thit
clasp and that kiss are doing for her life.
It 1z bursting into bud. She has eaten
and drank; she has slept, laughed, and
cried, hoped for this and feared at that—
but not lived till now. And with this new
life—in the midst of its budding joys, its
dimly whispered mysteries—ecomes trouble,
She sinks almost wearily into the old, damp,
uncomfortable seat, and, out of sheer force
of habit, beging to crumble up the bread
1—2



