ZOE; OR. SOME DAY,

and J antie could not help remembering how coldly cynical Mis. St. James
‘had been to “ Sister Jean.” Gordon Aubrey and his pretty wife are living
. very happily, though not endowed very richly with this world’s goods, still
she has won her husband’s love, and knows how to keep it, and Gordon
has cortainly not repented of his bargain, as Mrs. St. James had predicted.
The Hon. Jexrv Hopkius ix still unmarrrigd : he declares himself as “not a
warrying man.” People say he h-l(tl very Ladly at Rea Severn entenhg the
conveat. Dut sometimes people say a good deal that is not quite true.
" The convent-of St. Marguerite is in' « flourishing condition, everything
‘works on sercnely and calmly. Uncle Dick Giay has his new house com-
pleted and is charmed with its beauty. Blondine declares that he thinks
more of the house than he does of her. : ' :

I is \\’mter again, a cold December afternoon, and Ned Crane has Jjust
< happened in,” as lIP very often does now, to have a chat with Zoe, and to
hear over and g’_ée-: again about her lovely visit abroad with Sir Barry and
Dolows Mi. Vacine is very anxious that Ned will marry Zoe, but like
her sxbter the youngest Miss Litchfield, is very.refractory. She is really
very fond indeed of guy, good-hearted, adoring Ned. But it is far from hér
to give him the satisfaction of knowing. She knows Ned intends asking
her to marry him, and, perhaps. atter a ‘good wany years from now, he
will. - Ned stops and talks so long that at last the pretty white and gold
clock stlikcs five, and they hear \Ils thchheld and Aunt A(lclme prepar-

- ing tea lnuthe dmmfr hall.

“Sa. oe, when are you going to say ‘yes’ to what I asked you the
other day ’ e dsuys, as he pokes the fire in the brightly-polishel grate.

83 \mﬂen«e "~ Miss Litchfield answers, crossly. She heartily wishes Ned

¥ whuld Aot allude to that “other day,” when he had stirred up her feelings

"0 remorselessly.  She smiles grimly and clinks her knitting needles together
viciously. Sheeven goes o far as to give “Dulf,” the unotfending kitten,
an anvl_y poke with her toe. ,

“ \\'on t vou tell me when, dear?” Ned urges, tendetl) And Zoe throws
the crimson and whit+ smoking cap she is making on the sofa.

“1 must go and see if the supper is nearly ready,” she says, stunding by
Ned’s side, in the red d glow of the ﬂlckerlnfr fire-light.

Ned takes the pretty hand hanging by her side.  * Say. Zoe, when will

© you marry mel” : o

\thh a clear, mocking l.mrrh she twists her hand awav And the taunt-
ahsz*/words he has heard so often ring through the pretty cosy, fire-lit
room. echoing wilful Zoe’s words, as she tloats out the door toward the din-
ing hall, for she is most unromantically hungry for her tea. The answer to
Ned’s earnest question was one of Zoe's clear, sweet ripples of gay lau"hter
“and the mocking words, “ Some Day:” ‘ -
THE END.




