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Caius Simpson was the only son of a farmer who lived on
the north-west coast of Prince Edward's Island. The farmer
was very well-to-do, for he was a hard-working man, and his
land produced richly. The father was a man of good
understanding, and the son had been born with brains;
there were traditions of education in the family, hence the
name Caius; it was no plan of the elder man that his son
should also be a farmer. The boy was first sent to learn in
what was called an "Academy," a school in the largest town
of the island. Caius loved his books, and became a youthful
scholar. In the summer he did light work on the farm; the
work was of a quiet, monotonous sort, for his parents were
no friends to frivolity or excitement.

Caius was strictly brought up. The method of his training
was that which relies for strength of character chiefly upon
the absence of temptation. The father was under the
impression that he could, without any laborious effort and
consideration, draw a line between good and evil, and keep
his son on one side of it. He was not austere—but his view of
righteousness was derived from puritan tradition.

A boy, if kindly treated, usually begins early to approve the
only teaching of which he has experience. As a youth, Caius
heartily endorsed his father's views, and felt superior to all
who were more lax. He had been born into that religious



school which teaches that a man should think for himself on
every question, provided that he arrives at a foregone
conclusion. Caius, at the age of eighteen, had already done
much reasoning on certain subjects, and proved his work by
observing that his conclusions tallied with set models. As a
result, he was, if not a reasonable being, a reasoning and a
moral one.

We have ceased to draw a distinction between Nature and
the forces of education. It is a great problem why Nature
sets so many young people in the world who are apparently
unfitted for the battle of life, and certainly have no power to
excel in any direction. The subjective religion which Caius
had been taught had nourished within him great store of
noble sentiment and high desire, but it had deprived him of
that rounded knowledge of actual life which alone, it would
appear, teaches how to guide these forces into the more
useful channels. Then as to capacity, he had the fine
sensibilities of a poet, the facile introspection of the
philosophical cast of mind, without the mental power to
write good verse or to be a philosopher. He had, at least in
youth, the conscience of a saint without the courage and
endurance which appear necessary to heroism. In mockery
the quality of ambition was bestowed upon him but not the
requisites for success. Nature has been working for millions
of years to produce just such characters as Caius Simpson,
and, character being rather too costly a production to throw
away, no doubt she has a precise use for every one of them.

It is not the province of art to solve problems, but to depict
them. It is enough for the purpose of telling his story that a
man has been endowed with capacity to suffer and rejoice.
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One evening in early summer Caius went a-fishing. He
started to walk several miles to an inlet where at high tide
the sea-trout came within reach of the line. The country
road was of red clay, and, turning from the more thickly-
settled district, Caius followed it through a wide wood of
budding trees and out where it skirted the top of low red
cliffs, against which the sea was lapping. Then his way led
him across a farm. So far he had been walking indolently,
happy enough, but here the shadow of the pain of the world
fell upon him.

This farm was a lonesome place close to the sea; there was
no appearance of prosperity about it. Caius knew that the
farmer, Day by name, was a churl, and was said to keep his
family on short rations of happiness. As Caius turned off the
public road he was not thinking specially of the bleak
appearance of the particular piece of farmland he was
crossing, or of the reputation of the family who lived upon
the increase of its acres; but his attention was soon drawn
to three children swinging on a gate which hung loosely in
the log fence not far from the house. The eldest was an
awkward-looking girl about twelve years of age; the second
was a little boy; the youngest was a round-limbed, blond
baby of two or three summers. The three stood upon the
lowest bar of the gate, clinging to the upper spars. The



eldest leaned her elbows on the top and looked over; the
baby embraced the middle bar and looked through. They
had set the rickety gate swinging petulantly, and it latched
and unlatched itself with the sort of sound that the swaying
of some dreary wind would give it. The children seemed to
swing there, not because they were happy, but because
they were miserable.

As Caius came with light step up the lane, fishing gear over
his shoulder, the children looked at him disconsolately, and
when he approached the gate the eldest stepped down and
pulled it open for him.

"Anything the matter?" he asked, stopping his quick tread,
and turning when he had passed through.

The big girl did not answer, but she let go the gate, and
when it jerked forward the baby fell.

She did not fall far, nor was she hurt; but as Caius picked
her up and patted her cotton clothes to shake the dust out
of them, it seemed to him that he had never seen so sad a
look in a baby's eyes. Large, dark, dewy eyes they were,
circled around with curly lashes, and they looked up at him
out of a wistful little face that was framed by a wreath of
yellow hair. Caius lifted the child, kissed her, put her down,
and went on his way. He only gave his action half a thought
at the time, but all his life afterwards he was sorry that he
had let the baby go out of his arms again, and thankful that
he had given her that one kiss.

His path now lay close by the house and on to the sea-cliff
behind. The house stood in front of him—four bare wooden
walls, brown painted, and without veranda or ornament; its
barns, large and ugly, were close beside it. Beyond, some
stunted firs grew in a dip of the cliff, but on the level ground
the farmer had felled every tree. The homestead itself was



ugly; but the land was green, and the sea lay broad and
blue, its breast swelling to the evening sun. The air blew
sweet over field and cliff, add the music of the incoming tide
was heard below the pine-fringed bank. Caius, however, was
not in the receptive mind which appreciates outward things.
His attention was not thoroughly aroused from himself till
the sound of harsh voices struck his ear.

Between the farmhouse and the barns, on a place worn bare
by the feet of men and animals, the farmer and his wife
stood in hot dispute. The woman, tall, gaunt, and ill-dressed,
spoke fast, passion and misery in all her attitude and in
every tone and gesture. The man, chunky in figure and
churlish in demeanour, held a horsewhip in his hand,
answering his wife back word for word in language both
profane and violent.

It did not occur to Caius that the whip was in his hand
otherwise than by accident. The men in that part of the
world were not in the habit of beating their wives, but no
sooner did he see the quarrel than his wrath rose hot
against the man. The woman being the weaker, he took for
granted that she was entirely in the right. He faltered in his
walk, and, hesitating, stood to look. His path was too far off
for him to hear the words that were poured forth in such
torrents of passion. The boy's strong sentiment prompted
him to run and collar the man; his judgment made him
doubt whether it was a good thing to interfere between man
and wife; a certain latent cowardice in his heart made him
afraid to venture nearer. The sum of his emotions caused
him to stop, go on a few paces, and stop to look and listen
again, his heart full of concern. In this way he was drawing
further away, when he saw the farmer step nearer his wife
and menace her with the whip; in an instant more he had
struck her, and Caius had run about twenty feet forward to



interfere, and halted again, because he was afraid to
approach so angry and powerful a man.

Caius saw the woman clearly now, and how she received
this attack. She stood quite still at her full stature, ceasing
to speak or to gesticulate, folded her arms and looked at her
husband. The look in her hard, dark face, the pose of her
gaunt figure, said more clearly than any passionate words,
"Hold, if you value your life! you have gone too far; you
have heaped up punishment enough for yourself already."
The husband understood this language, vaguely, it might
be, but still he understood enough to make him draw back,
still growling and menacing with the whip. Caius was too
young to understand what the woman expressed; he only
knew strength and weakness as physical things; his mind
was surging with pity for the woman and revenge against
the man; yet even he gathered the knowledge that for the
time the quarrel was over, that interference was now
needless. He walked on, looking back as he went to see the
farmer go away to his stables and the wife stalk past him up
toward the byre that was nearest the sea.

As Caius moved on, the only relief his mind could find at
first was to exercise his imagination in picturing how he
could avenge the poor woman. In fancy he saw himself
holding Day by the throat, throwing him down, belabouring
him with words and blows, meting out punishment more
than adequate. All that he actually did, however, was to
hold on his way to the place of his fishing.

The path had led him to the edge of the cliff. Here he
paused, looking over the bank to see if he could get down
and continue his walk along the shore, but the soft sandy
bluff here jutted so that he could not even see at what level
the tide lay. After spending some minutes in scrambling half-
way down and returning because he could descend no
further, he struck backwards some paces behind the farm



buildings, supposing the descent to be easier where bushes
grew in the shallow chine. In the top of the cliff there was a
little dip, which formed an excellent place for an outside
cellar or root-house for such farm stores as must be buried
deep beneath the snow against the frost of winter. The
rough door of such a cellar appeared in the side of this small
declivity, and as Caius came round the back of the byre in
sight of it, he was surprised to see the farmer's wife holding
the latch of its door in her hand and looking vacantly into
the dark interior. She looked up and answered the young
man's greeting with apathetic manner, apparently quite
indifferent to the scene she had just passed through.

Caius, his mind still in the rush of indignation on her behalf,
stopped at the sight of her, wondering what he could do or
say to express the wild pity that surged within him.

But the woman said, "The tide's late to-night," exactly as
she might have remarked with dry civility that it was fine
weather.

"Yes," said Caius, "l suppose it will be."

She was looking into the cellar, not towards the edge of the
bank.

"With a decent strong tide," she remarked, "you can hear
the waves in this cave."

Whereupon she walked slowly past him back toward her
house. Caius took the precaution to step after her round the
end of the byre, just to see that her husband was not lying
in wait for her there. There was no one to be seen but the
children at a distance, still swinging on the gate, and a
labourer who was driving some cows from the field.

Caius slipped down on to the red shore, and found himself in
a wide semicircular bay, near the point which ended it on



this side. He crept round the bay inwards for half a mile, till
he came to the mouth of the creek to which he was bound.
All the long spring evening he sat angling for the speckled
sea-trout, until the dusk fell and the blue water turned gray,
and he could no longer see the ruddy colour of the rock on
which he sat. All the long spring evening the trout rose to
his fly one by one, and were landed in his basket easily
enough, and soft-throated frogs piped to him from ponds in
the fields behind, and the smell of budding verdure from the
land mingled with the breeze from the sea. But Caius was
not happy; he was brooding over the misery suggested by
what he had just seen, breathing his mind after its unusual
rush of emotion, and indulging its indignant melancholy. It
did not occur to him to wonder much why the object of his
pity had made that quick errand to the cellar in the chine, or
why she had taken interest in the height of the tide. He
supposed her to be inwardly distracted by her misery. She
had the reputation of being a strange woman.
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There was no moon that night. When the darkness began to
gather swiftly, Caius swung his basket of fish and his tackle
over his shoulder and tramped homeward. His preference
was to go round by the road and avoid the Day farm; then
he thought it might be his duty to go that way, because it
might chance that the woman needed protection as he
passed. It is much easier to give such protection in intention
than in deed; but, as it happened, the deed was not
required. The farmstead was perfectly still as he went by it
again.

He went on half a mile, passing only such friendly persons
as it was natural he should meet on the public road. They
were few. Caius walked listening to the sea lapping below
the low cliff near which the road ran, and watching the bats
that often circled in the dark-blue dusk overhead. Thus
going on, he gradually recognised a little group walking in
front of him. It was the woman, Mrs. Day, and her three
children. Holding a child by either hand, she tramped
steadily forward. Something in the way she walked, in the
way the children walked—a dull, mechanical action in their
steps—perplexed Caius.

He stepped up beside them with a word of neighbourly
greeting.



The woman did not answer for some moments; when she
did, although her words were ordinary, her voice seemed to
Caius to come from out some far distance whither her mind
had wandered.

"Going to call on someone, | suppose, Mrs. Day?" said he,
inwardly anxious.

"Yes," she replied; "we're going to see a friend—the children
and me."

Again it seemed that there was some long distance between
her and the young man who heard her.

"Come along and see my mother," he urged, with solicitude.
"She always has a prime welcome for visitors, mother has."

The words were hearty, but they excited no heartiness of
response.

"We've another place to go to to-night," she said. "There'll
be a welcome for us, | reckon."

She would neither speak to him any more nor keep up with
his pace upon the road. He slackened speed, but she still
shrank back, walking slower. He found himself getting in
advance, so he left her.

A hundred yards more he went on, and looked back to see
her climbing the log fence into the strip of common beside
the sea.

His deliberation of mind was instantly gone. Something was
wrong now. He cast himself over the low log fence just
where he was, and hastened back along the edge of the
cliff, impelled by unformulated fear.

It was dark, the dark grayness of a moonless night. The cliff
here was not more than twenty feet above the high tide,



which surged and swept deep at its base. The grass upon
the top was short; young fir-trees stood here and there. All
this Caius saw. The woman he could not see at first. Then, in
a minute, he did see her—standing on the edge of the bank,
her form outlined against what light there was in sea and
sky. He saw her swing something from her. The thing she
threw, whatever it was, was whirled outwards, and then fell
into the sea. With a splash, it sank.

The young man's mind stood still with horror. The
knowledge came to him as he heard the splash that it was
the little child she had flung away. He threw off his basket
and coat. Another moment, and he would have jumped from
the bank; but before he had jumped he heard the elder girl
groaning as if in desperate fear, and saw that mother and
daughter were grappled together, their figures swaying
backwards and forwards in convulsive struggle. He did not
doubt that the mother was trying to drown this child also.
Another low wild groan from the girl, and Caius flung himself
upon them both. His strength released the girl, who drew
away a few paces; but the woman struggled terribly to get
to her again. Both the girl and little boy stood stupidly
within reach.

"Run—run—to the road, and call for help!" gasped Caius to
the children, but they only stood still.

He was himself shouting with all his strength, and holding
the desperate woman upon the ground, where he had
thrown her.

Every moment he was watching the dark water, where he
thought he saw a little heap of light clothes rise and sink
again further off.

"Run with your brother out of the way, so that | can leave
her," he called to the girl. He tried with a frantic gesture to



frighten them into getting out of the mother's reach. He
continued to shout for aid as he held down the woman, who
with the strength of insanity was struggling to get hold of
the children.

A man's voice gave answering shout. Caius saw someone
climbing the fence. He left the woman and jumped into the
sea.

Down under the cold black water he groped about. He was
not an expert swimmer and diver. He had never been under
water so long before, but so strong had been his impulse to
reach the child that he went a good way on the bottom in
the direction in which he had thought he saw the little body
floating. Then he knew that he came up empty-handed and
was swimming on the dark surface, hearing confused cries
and imprecations from the shore. He wanted to dive and
seek again for the child below, but he did not know how to
do this without a place to leap from. He let himself sink, but
he was out of breath. He gasped and inhaled the water, and
then, for dear life's sake, he swam to keep his head above
it.

The water had cooled his excitement; a feeling of utter
helplessness and misery came over him. So strong was his
pity for the little sad-eyed child that he was almost willing to
die in seeking her; but all hope of finding was forsaking him.
He still swam in the direction in which he thought the child
drifted as she rose and sank. It did not occur to him to be
surprised that she had drifted so far until he realized that he
was out of hearing of the sounds from the shore. His own
swimming, he well knew, could never have taken him so far
and fast. There was a little sandy island lying about three
hundred yards out. At first he hoped to strike the shallows
near it quickly, but found that the current of the now
receding tide was racing down the channel between the
island and the shore, out to the open sea. That little body



was, no doubt, being sucked outward in this rush of water—
out to the wide water where he could not find her. He told
himself this when he found at what a pace he was going,
and knew that his best chance of ever returning was to
swim back again.

So he gave up seeking the little girl, and turned and swam
as best he could against the current, and recognised slowly
that he was making no headway, but by using all his
strength could only hold his present place abreast of the
outer point of the island, and a good way from it. The water
was bitterly cold; it chilled him. He was far too much
occupied in fighting the current to think properly, but certain
flashes of intelligence came across his mind concerning the
death he might be going to die. His first clear thoughts were
about a black object that was coming near on the surface of
the water. Then a shout reached him, and a stronger
swimmer than he pulled him to the island.

"Now, in the devil's name, Caius Simpson!" The deliverer
was the man who had come over the fence, and he shook
himself as he spoke. His words were an interrogation
relating to all that had passed. He was a young man, about
the same age as Caius; the latter knew him well.

"The child, Jim!" shivered Caius hoarsely. "She threw it into
the water!"

"In there?" asked Jim, pointing to the flowing darkness from
which they had just scrambled. He shook his head as he
spoke. "There's a sort of a set the water's got round this
here place——" He shook his head again; he sat half dressed
on the edge of the grass, peering into the tide, a dark figure
surrounded by darkness.

It seemed to Caius even then, just pulled out as he was from
a sea too strong for him, that there was something horribly



bad and common in that they two sat there taking breath,
and did not plunge again into the water to try, at least, to
find the body of the child who a few minutes before had
lived and breathed so sweetly. Yet they did not move.

"Did someone else come to hold her?" Caius asked this in a
hasty whisper. They both spoke as if there was some need
for haste.

"Noa. | tied her round with your fish-cord. If yo'd have done
that, yo' might have got the babby the same way | got yo'."

The heart of Caius sank. If only he had done this! Jim Hogan
was not a companion for whom he had any respect; he
looked upon him as a person of low taste and doubtful
morals, but in this Jim had shown himself superior.

"I guess we'd better go and look after them," said Jim. He
waded in a few paces. "Come along," he said.

As they waded round to the inner side of the island, Caius
slowly took off some of his wet clothes and tied them round
his neck. Then they swam back across the channel at its
narrowest.

While the water was rushing past their faces, Caius was
conscious of nothing but the animal desire to be on the dry,
warm shore again; but when they touched the bottom and
climbed the bank once more to the place where he had seen
the child cast away, he forgot all his fight with the sea, and
thought only with horror of the murder done—or was there
yet hope that by a miracle the child might be found
somewhere alive? It is hope always that causes panic. Caius
was panic-stricken.

The woman lay, bound hand and foot, upon the grass.

“If | couldn't ha' tied her," said Jim patronizingly, "I'd a
quietened her by a knock on the head, and gone after the



young un, if I'd been yo'."

The other children had wandered away. They were not to be
seen.

Jim knelt down in a business-like way to untie the woman,
who seemed now to be as much stunned by circumstances
as if she had been knocked as just suggested.

A minute more, and Caius found himself running like one
mad in the direction of home. He cared nothing about the
mother or the elder children, or about his own half-dressed
condition. The one thought that excited him was a hope that
the sea might have somewhere cast the child on the shore
before she was quite dead.

Running like a savage under the budding trees of the wood
and across his father's fields, he leaped out of the darkness
into the heat and brightness of his mother's kitchen.

Gay rugs lay on the yellow painted floor; the stove glistened
with polish at its every corner. The lamp shone brightly, and
in its light Caius stood breathless, wet, half naked. The
picture of his father looking up from the newspaper, of his
mother standing before him in alarmed surprise, seemed
photographed in pain upon his brain for minutes before he
could find utterance. The smell of an abundant supper his
mother had set out for him choked him.

When he had at last spoken—told of the blow Farmer Day
had struck, of his wife's deed, and commanded that all the
men that could be collected should turn out to seek for the
child—he was astonished at finding sobs in the tones of his
words. He became oblivious for the moment of his parents,
and leaned his face against the wooden wall of the room in
a convulsion of nervous feeling that was weeping without
tears.



It did not in the least surprise his parents that he should cry
—he was only a child in their eyes. While the father
bestirred himself to get a cart and lanterns and men, the
mother soothed her son, or, rather, she addressed to him
such kindly attentions as she supposed were soothing to
him. She did not know that her attention to his physical
comfort hardly entered his consciousness.

Caius went out again that night with those who went to
examine the spot, and test the current, and search the dark
shores. He went again, with a party of neighbours, to the
same place, in the first faint pink flush of dawn, to seek up
and down the sands and rocks left bare by the tide. They did
not find the body of the child.
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In the night, while the men were seeking the murdered
child, there were kindly women who went to the house of
the farmer Day to tend his wife. The elder children had been
found asleep in a field, where, after wandering a little while,
they had succumbed to the influence of some drug, which
had evidently been given them by the mother to facilitate
her evil design. She herself, poor woman, had grown calm
again, her frenzy leaving her to a duller phase of madness.
That she was mad no one doubted. How long she might
have been walking in the misleading paths of wild fancy,
whether her insane vagaries had been the cause or the
result of her husband's churlishness, no one knew. The
husband was a taciturn man, and appeared to sulk under
the scrutiny of the neighbourhood. The more charitable
ascribed his demeanour to sorrow. The punishment his wife
had meted out for the blow he struck her had, without
doubt, been severe.

As for Caius Simpson, his mind was sore concerning the
little girl. It was as if his nature, in one part of it, had
received a bruise that did not heal. The child had pleased
his fancy. All the sentiment in him centred round the
memory of the little girl, and idealized her loveliness. The
first warm weather of the year, the exquisite but fugitive
beauties of the spring, lent emphasis to his mood, and



because his home was not a soil congenial to the growth of
any but the more ordinary sentiments, he began at this time
to seek in natural solitudes a more fitting environment for
his musings. More than once, in the days that immediately
followed, he sought by daylight the spot where, in the
darkness, he had seen the child thrown into the sea. It soon
occurred to him to make an epitaph for her, and carve it in
the cliff over which she was thrown. In the noon-day hours
in which his father rested, he worked at this task, and grew
to feel at home in the place and its surroundings.

The earth in this place, as in others, showed red, the colour
of red jasper, wherever its face was not covered by green
grass or blue water. Just here, where the mother had sought
out a precipice under which the tide lay deep, there was a
natural water-wall of red sandstone, rubbed and corrugated
by the waves. This wall of rock extended but a little way,
and ended in a sharp jutting point.

The little island that stood out toward the open sea had
sands of red gold; level it was and covered with green
bushes, its sandy beach surrounding it like a ring.

On the other side of the jutting point a bluff of red clay and
crumbling rock continued round a wide bay. Where the rim
of the blue water lay thin on this beach there showed a
purple band, shading upward into the dark jasper red of
damp earth in the lower cliff. The upper part of the cliff was
very dry, and the earth was pink, a bright earthen pink. This
ribbon of shaded reds lay all along the shore. The land
above it was level and green.

At the other horn of the bay a small town stood; its white
houses, seen through the trembling lens of evaporating
water, glistened with almost pearly brightness between the
blue spaces of sky and water. All the scene was drenched in
sunlight in those spring days.



The town, Montrose by name, was fifteen miles away,
counting miles by the shore. The place where Caius was
busy was unfrequented, for the land near was not fertile,
and a wooded tract intervened between it and the better
farms of the neighbourhood. The home of the lost child and
one other poor dwelling were the nearest houses, but they
were not very near.

Caius did not attempt to carve his inscription on the
mutable sandstone. It was quite possible to obtain a slab of
hard building-stone and material for cement, and after
carting them himself rather secretly to the place, he
gradually hewed a deep recess for the tablet and cemented
it there, its face slanting upward to the blue sky for greater
safety. He knew even then that the soft rock would not hold
it many vyears, but it gave him a poetic pleasure to
contemplate the ravages of time as he worked, and to think
that the dimpled child with the sunny hair and the sad,
beautiful eyes had only gone before, that his tablet would
some time be washed away by the same devouring sea, and
that in the sea of time he, too, would sink before many
years and be forgotten.

The short elegy he wrote was a bad mixture of ancient and
modern thought as to substance, figures, and literary form,
for the boy had just been dipping into classics at school,
while he was by habit of mind a Puritan. His composition
was one at which pagan god and Christian angel must have
smiled had they viewed it; but perhaps they would have
wept too, for it was the outcome of a heart very young and
very earnest, wholly untaught in that wisdom which
counsels to evade the pains and suck the pleasures of
circumstance.

There were only two people who discovered what Caius was
about, and came to look on while his work was yet
unfinished.



One was an old man who lived in the one poor cottage not
far away and did light work for Day the farmer. His name
was Morrison—Neddy Morrison he was called. He came
more than once, creeping carefully near the edge of the cliff
with infirm step, and talking about the lost child, whom he
also had loved, about the fearful visitation of the mother's
madness, and, with Caius, condemning unsparingly the
brutality, known and supposed, of the now bereaved father.
It was a consolation to them both that Morrison could state
that this youngest child was the only member of his family
for whom Day had ever shown affection.

The other visitor Caius had was Jim Hogan. He was a rough
youth; he had a very high, rounded forehead, so high that
he would have almost seemed bald if the hair, when it did at
last begin, had not been exceedingly thick, standing in a
short red brush round his head. With the exception of this
peculiar forehead, Jim was an ordinary freckled, healthy
young man. He saw no sense at all in what Caius was doing.
When he came he sat himself down on the edge of the cliff,
swung his heels, and jeered unfeignedly.

When the work was finished it became noised that the
tablet was to be seen. The neighbours wondered not a little,
and flocked to gaze and admire. Caius himself had never
told of its existence; he would have rather no one had seen
it; still, he was not insensible to the local fame thus
acquired. His father, it was true, had not much opinion of his
feat, but his mother, as mothers will, treasured all the
admiring remarks of the neighbours. All the women loved
Caius from that day forth, as being wondrously warm-
hearted. Such sort of literary folk as the community could
boast dubbed him "The Canadian Burns," chiefly, it seemed,
because he had been seen to help his father at the
ploughing.



In due course the wife of the farmer Day was tried for
murder, and pronounced insane. She had before been
removed to an asylum: she now remained there.



CHAPTER V.
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SEEN THROUGH BLEAR EYES.
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It was foreseen by the elder Simpson that his son would be
a great man. He looked forth over the world and decided on
the kind of greatness. The wide, busy world would not have
known itself as seen in the mind of this gray-haired
countryman. The elder Simpson had never set foot off the
edge of his native island. His father before him had tilled the
same fertile acres, looked out upon the same level
landscape—red and green, when it was not white with snow.
Neither of them had felt any desire to see beyond the brink
of that horizon; but ambition, quiet and sturdy, had been in
their hearts. The result of it was the bit of money in the
bank, the prosperous farm, and the firm intention of the
present farmer that his son should cut a figure in the world.

This stern man, as he trudged about at his labour, looked
upon the activities of city life with that same inward eye
with which the maiden looks forth upon her future; and as
she, with nicety of preference, selects the sort of lover she
will have, so he selected the sort of greatness which should
befall his son. The stuff of this vision was, as must always
be, of such sort as had entered his mind in the course of his
limited experience. His grandfather had been an
Englishman, and it was known that one of the sons had
been a notable physician in the city of London: Caius must
become a notable physician. His newspaper told him of



