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plans; for however dark her devisings, the little
old lady’s ways could never be other than open
& the day.

‘“The only pleasure, after all, In the entire
frankness which my motheradvocated so warm-
ly,” said the Professor, «“would be in veuting
one’s dislikes,”

“Pray don't,” exclaimed the widow. «I
have tried it.” Bhe laughed as at an amusing
recollection, though something bright shone in
her eyes. «“It was at school,” she went on.
# I conceived a mortal dislike for the girl sit-
ting before me. It must have been a spiritual
aversion, since 1t was inexplieable. I bore it in
secret awhlile, then, rebelling against the de-
ceit, confessed the whole to its object.” She
paused. Madame . Pfeiffe looked up from her
knitting.

“ Well?” said the Professor. His eyes twink-
le?t behind his glasses.

irs, Benchley laughed, though the brightness
An her eyes shone like tears now.

**What do you think she replied?” and the
widow raised a flushed, warm face, gulleless as
a child’s in its sudden show of feeling. «She
said she had always thought me a proud, dis-
agreeable oreature, and she knew many others
among the girls who agreed with her in this
opinion. And upon that she proceeded to cali
over the names of 80 many whom I had be-
lieved to be my friends, that I ran from her in
tears and cried for a week afterwards.”

A murmur of indignant sympathy, with a low
lavgh from the Professor, followed this recital.
There was a sparkle of drops and jewels as the
Wiow passed her hand quickly over her eyes,
* tinw silly I' she exclaimed, smiling and blush-
inrg, and half turning from her small but inter-
ested audience. «For a moment the bitter-
Dess and mortification of that hour came back
to me.”

* Not silly at all, my dear,” Madame Pfeiffo
hnstened to say. She was more than ever
charmed with the woman who inadvertently
displayed so great sensibility, and who had
toid heor little story in such a pretty dramatic
way.

The Proféssor beamed upon her from his
kindly eyes. Even the sheltering glasses could
not quite hide their sudden softening, ¢« In fact
1t *was a fallure,” he suid.

- It was indeed,” Mrs,
“s vi & painful lesson. I have confessed only
adiration since then, My aversions I over-
corae or hide from sight.”

“But even these, to he thoroughly honest,
wauld involve so many flne distinctions,”
laughed the Professor. « My dear sir,’ you
would be obliged to say toone, ¢I like you—
tolzrably.’ Think of the torment in that adverb !
How it would haunt the poor fellow. For
mvself—" But here the conversation ended
ahruptly. There bad becn a noiseless step upon
the stairs, and suddenly, without warning, a
Htile, white-clad figure—girl or woman ?—stood
upon the lowest step, glavcing timidly, hailf-
deprocatingly from one tg another, as though
shc would apologize for the intrusion, or must
wnit at least for recognition before advancing,

“Amy! my dear child.” And Madame Pteiffe
rose so bastily that the work in her hands fell
to the floor, and the bright blue ball of worsted
rolled away under the piano. She drew the
little shrinking figure from its perch. ¢« This is

. & dear litile friend, Amy Frere,” she sald,
pulling the girl forward by one little dark,
trembling hand. «She came while we were at
dinner, quite unexpectedly, but is none the less
welcome,” she hastened to add, glving the little
~old hand in hers a reassuring pressure. % We
thd not look for her till next week.”

Mrs. Benchley, halr rising, made a rather
siately salutation, after her first start of sur.
prise, ¢ Are there any more to come 2 she
thought, glaneing involuntarily into the upper
regions of darkness from which the little figure
had glided in such mysterious silence,

*Mrs. Benchley is staying with us for a while.
4 nm sure you wiil be friends,” Madame Pfeiffe
Was saying. “And Flossy; wo must not forget
Flossy,” a8 the little fluffy ball gathered itself
up from the floor.

The girl half offered a hand, which was un.
observed 1n the widow’s deep ocourtesy, then
gave n timid little shrinking bow, and without
noticing the child at all, stood painfully con.
fused, while Madame Preiffe drew her own chair
forward.

“Good evening again,” the Professor said,
awietly, appearing from the shadow of the
library door. He held ont his hand to the new
guest. She touched it without raising her eyes,
and then sank almost from sight into the depths
of the great arm-hair.

8he was & very little thing, Hardly more
than a child in size, with o dark, thin face,
Wwhich in the strong light, as she stood for that
one moment upon the stalrs, had shown traces
of caro rather than years in the shadows under
the great dark eyes and the tense lines about
the small mouth. Her hands still trembled
upon her lap, though she lay back quite still, as
iIf glad to sink into this sudden oblivion. Her
rest was only for a moment, however. John's
solemn face appeared at the dining-room door.
Madame Pfeiflo nodded to him. « Yes, John,
Come, Amy, you must be faint with fasting, I
thought you would prefer your tea quletly by
yourself. 8he has had a long journey,” she ex-
plained to Mrs, Bench'ey as the girl rose again.
“Ah!” the widow rcplicd, her stateliness soften.
ing somewhat at the sight of the girl’s worn face.

“Yes; she hag been Lwo days upon the road.”

« Do spirits often drop from the skies here 2"
the widow asked the Profess 5, when his mother
j-ad ted the vew guewt away, “And is their
transi usually accompnshed in two daye 7 s

Benchley rejoined,

The Professor’s eyes had followed the two
figures disappearing through the open door. « I
beg your pardon,” added Mrs, Benchley, as his
gaze returned to her; “ but she appeared so
suddenly in our midst, I looked up naturally to
the sky.light.” The words were spoken lightly,
but there was a shade of annoyance in her tone.
The girl was evidently a shy, nervous little
thing, who would be only too thankful to be
permitted to sink out of sight. She would ask
for nothing and offer nothing in return; a
nonentity, in fact, But the long pleasant even.
ing was broken in upon. The drift was turned.

“ Bolts nor bars avail agoinst them,” the Pro-
fessor said, dreamily, ciaerging as from a
reverie, and speaking from miles away. Then
he roused himself. « However, this one arrived
after most mortal fashion. I myself took her
from the carriage at the door. I was called from
the table, you know.”

‘1 hate surprises;” sald Mrs. Benchley, with
& petulance more than half real, and carrying
her frankness to the verge of rudeness.

“Do you?” queried the Professor, absently.
¢ While nothing is so surprising, so unexpected
as—woman.”

He had scated himself carelessly before the
piano. He rose now, and began to pace back
and forth slowly, his hands ciasped behind his
back.

“I do not understand. You
began Mrs. Benchley.

But still he went on, his head bent so that his
face was hidden by his shaggy hair, his eyes
fixed upon the floor. The sound of John's
stealthy step came out to them from the next
room with the soft tinkle of glasses.

Then Madame Pfeifte’s voice, fussily persua.
sive, followed by another, softer, lower, and
besitating. The Professor turned hig head to
listen.

“I made a study of the subject once,” he said,
pausing before the widow. « Most men do, I
Imagine. 1t i8 a change from Greek and
Hecbrew verbs. Men take them up together.
At least I did. The first was most absorbing,
but soonest ended ;” and he we® on again down
into the shadows where the stairs turned. What
was he saying? What did he mean? She had
never heard that his life had held its romance.

“To iilustrate,” he continued, drawirg near
again, and unconsciously adopting the form of
expression he was accustomed to wuse in the
clags: «I have known a woman, young, in.
nocent, a child almost, who could be swayed by
a breath; whose ways were clear to read as the
stars are bright in heaven, to suddenly turn,
without perceptible cause become at once
retioent, cold—"

There was a slight stir in the dining-room ;
chairs rolling back, a mingling of voices; then
Madame Pfeiffe and her charge appeared,

“ My dear,” Madame Pfeifle was saying, ¢ we
must have these pale cheeks rosy. A raw egg
before breakfast every morning is an excellent
thing to build one up. What a fresh round face
you had, to be sure, when you used to come to
us ten years ago.”

Ten years ago! Mrs, Benchley expressed her
surprise, ¢ That must have been in arms.” she
said, pleasantly. She was vexed with the girl
for appearing so inopportunely, and Yyet one
ocould not harbor resentment agalnst the pale,
frightened little oreature, who sat upright in her
chair now to reply. in a nervous, flurried way :
“I am older than youthink. I have been teach-
ing for six years.” Then, as if terrified by the
sound of her own voice, she subsided quickly
into stlence and the friendly depths agaln. For
the moment her cheeks had been as blooming
28 even good Madame Preiffe could have wished.

At the quick, impatient tone of her voice the
Professor, who had walked away, turned his
head and smiled as though at some odd recoj.
lection. His mother took up her words.

“Yes, and 1t is that which has worn her out,”
she sald. “Poor Amy !” and there was & depth
of compassion in her voice. «But we shall take
care of her now that we have her again.” She
laid her plump, dimpied band, shining with one
old.fashioned ring, upon the arm of little Miss
Frere's chair with these words, where it was
quickly seized and furtively pressed in a little
dark palm,

“We lost sight of her ;”-—Madame Pfeiffo
went on, addressing the widow :—:« for several
years we knew nothing at all about her,*

s« Ah I” responded Mrs. Benchley, rather
wearily. The girl was very nice and worthy
and ill.used, no doubt; but her coming at this
time was unfortunate, to say the least. A
new element introduced into a well-assorted
ocompany can never be thoroughly welcome ; and
they had been so comfortable but an hour
before! Mrs. Benchley turned with that one
brief exclamation to the child who had fallen
fast asleep at her feet. «I had quite forgotteu,"
8he said, making an inefleetual attempt to rise,
“Will some one be kind enough to ring for
Haddie ?”

It was little Miss Frere who sprang up at this
and pulled the bell-cord. Evidently she wag ac-~
customed to heed such requests. But the Pro-
fessor raised the child tenderly from where she
lay, a soft little heap upon her mother’s gown.
“Pray don’t wake her,” he said; and the Swede
hurse appeared just in time to see him begar her
up the stairs, her long bright halr flowing over
his arm,

Little Miss Frere started. The dark eyes
opened wide in & kind of pained surprise as the
widow gave the chiid into his arms, thankiug
him with & smile and a little conscious blush.

He returned Presently to find Mrs. Benchiey

assert rashly,”

at Lthe piano.
I «Ah, do, my dear,” Madame Pfeiffs had

pleaded, as she rose and strayed towards it,
Her fingers wandered over the keys & moment
as though searching for lost harmonles. Then
she gathered them 8weetly into one. Upon little
Miss Frere, hidden in the great arm-chair, the
sounds fell like a dream of musle, like the echo
of grand voices, llke the noise of falling water
far away. Her head drooped lower and lower;
tears gathered In her eyes, Days of happiness
long past trooped by, called up as from their
gruves,—the days when she was younger and
more fair and the future stretched out its arms
to her, smiling and bright; when Robert’s eyes
beamed upon her, as she fancied they did now
upon the beautiful woman over whom he
leaned. Why had she come again only to
disturb the peace which had fallen upon her
with all thesc years? Ah, in those other days
it was she whom he loved; and wrapt in her
own thoughts, unconscious of all around her,
with the music sounding faint and far away, she
lived that time again. How full it was of hopes
which she dreamed then could never tade; of
Joys which were to be eternal | Then came the
change, like a jarring chord; the bitter words 80
Soon repented of, *“I donot love you,” she said
to him hotly. Iow grave and set his face be-
came at that. llow real and near it all was to
her now. She could almost fecl again the
summer sun upon the lawn; again the scarlet
geraniums were all in blossom, and the whir of
the locusts sounded more distinctly in her ears
than the song from across the room. * You will
think better of it by and by,” he said. T never
Wwill}” and even then, faint.hearted, and with
the anger dying within ber, she lLad turned
away.

How ho held her back ; not in impatience at
ber wilfulness, only with a grave sadness in his
face. «You will think better of it presently,”
he said. «Then you will tell me so. I will
wait for that, dear.” And still holding the
hands that strove to pull themselves away, he
kissed the forehead, hot and flushed, before he
left her. How slowly the hours dragged by
when the fierce heat of foolish anger was over.
Then at night, when the sun went down upon
her repentance, she wrote a little BOrry note,
Which she shrank from putiing into his hand,
and so hid in the hollow of the larch-tree over-
hanging the wide porch at the side of the house,
where, more than once, steuling out inthe early
morning, she bad found tender missives to
herself hidden under the fullen lecaves. And
then the waiting !—for nothing; for his cold
grave manner did not change, And having
8poken once, how could she speak again? The
note was gone. He must have found it. She
looked for it, crying; stealing out at dusk and
stirring the green leaves which a passing wind
had dropped into the cleft. Then he was called
away—home to Germuuy, without warning,
suddenly, that very day; or no, it was the next.
She remcmbered now how he held her band in
parting from her. Ah! she thought with a
quick gasp of pain, has he forgotten? The
warm wet rain seemed to blow in again at the
open door; again, just outside, the horses stamp-
ed impatiently. « You will be late,” some one
called. “Are you not coming ?” And gtill he
beld her hand. Oh, why did he not 8Peak ? If
she had raised her face! Perhaps at sight of the
tears she tried to hide he would have relented.

Then the picture, with the gray mist hanging
over the hills and the drops trickling down the
window-pane, the thud of the horges' hoofs in
her ears, all died away.

“Tender and true, adieu, adleu,n
Benchley. The spell was brokep,
rose from her place.

“Oh, thanks,” murmured Madame Pfeiffe,
“What a pretty song; but so saq,»

The Professor was sllent. By the singer, at
sight of his bent head and the long slim fingers
which seemed to trace a figure dreamily, felt
that ghe had not sung in vain. It warmed her
heart towards the giri sitting mute, but strange-
ly moved, before her.

“And Miss Frere—does not, Miss Frere sing
she asked, turning to her with so cordial g siile
thut Amy looked up in Surprise,

“To be sure,” Madame Pfeiffe responded,
before she had time Yo reply, « Amy, my dear "

Poor Amy, sitting Suddenly upright, dazzled

sang Mrs.
The singer

before, with their discordant bammering upon
the old piano and thejr tiresome drone of «one
—two—three” over thejr lessons—should she

ever forget it?
“ You still play,
Pfeiffe was saying,
“Oh yes.” This ghe could do. This she did
almost daily at the 8chool, The teacher was
accustomed to call upon Migs Frere to entertain
visitors with music, T, be thus summoned
now was like falling back into one’s own place
after having been lifteq to the clouds for a
moment. She rose without any affectation of
reluctance and went quietly to the piano.
shall it be something

of course, Amy ?” Madame

“ What would you like ?
lively 2 The words came without volition,
was thus she was accustomed to address the
parenis Who visited the §chool; and the reply
invariably was, « Oh yes, to pg sure ; something
very liveiy.” But with the question she raised
80 patient and weary g face that Madame
Pfeiffle mentally resoived thay it should be two
{resh eggs before breakfast ingtegq of one. There
Anything you choose.”

Mrs. Benehley tried not 1o Smile at the io1:orn

litile figure with is oud

“Bing,” 1t seemad to 8say in her our.
#You sang oloce,” .

 slowly returning o her tace,

“But I have forgotten; I have no music,” she
hegan, confusedly. This was quite unlike her
dally experience, and all her self-consciousness
rnturned. There was a strango whir in her ears.
The pictures upon the wall danced before her
cyes. “I sing only exercises with the children,”
bpne said,

But he went on relentlessly, » There is music
here.” And he dragged from its receptacie a
luose collection of kongs. He turned them over
carclessly : then s sudden light came into his
tyes as he selccted one and placed it before her.
hhe did not move. She sat outwardly calm,
Lier hunds crossed in her lap, her eyes lowered ;
only when his hand swept her cheek, as he
arranged tho music, she started, and the warm
color flowed over her face. The leaves werse
yellow und crumpled and torn at the edges.
aving placed them, he folded his arms, and,
icaning back in the shadow of the half-closcd
uoor, waited,

There was a hush of expectation. The high
clock, standing liko a sentry in his box at the
foot of the stairs, ticked on, measuring off the
silence; outside, the wail of the wind was
stilled; and through the open shutters behind
the widow’s chair the whitefaced moon looked
in. The little dark hands struck a few un.
certain chords, Then, with an odd, impatient
movement, the girl rose. «] cannot,” she
sald; «1 have forgotten; and I am tired,”
she pleaded, standing before the Professor,
lier head drooping, her hands falling at her
side. He gave a little contemptuous shrug
uf the shoulders. He pushed her aside almost
roughly and took her place. There was no mast
efore his eyes. There was no trembling of his
bands as they touched the keys, no gquaver of
the deep full voice, which seemed to hold tears,
+0 expreseive of more than the simple words of
vhe song was it. Could ono thus sing from a
wumb heart ?

“ Oh, wert thou in the eanld blast
On yonder lea, on yonder lea,
Hf plaidie to the angry airt,
'd shelter thoe, 1'd shelter thee ;
Or did wisfortune’s bitter storms
Around thee blaw, around thee blaw,
Thy bield should be wmy
To share it a’, to share it a’.
® Or wero I in the wildest waste,
Sae bloak and bare, sae bleak and bare,
The desert were a paradise,
If thou wert there, if thou wert there ;
Or were 1 monarch 0’ the slobe,
Wi’ theo to reign, wi’ thee to roign,
The brightest jewel in my crown
Vad be my queen, wad be my queen.”

Mrs. Benchley leaned out from her chair. Her
¢y08 were luminous, her cheeks wet: « Why
Lave you never sung to us before ?” she exclaim-
«d, Burprise, admiration, and almost some-
Lhing more shone in her face.

It 18 nothing,” he replied, coldly. He tossed
the yellow leaves of the old song from the rack.
They fell to the floor with a soft rustle which ne
one heeded, for at that moment Madame Pfeitfe
gave a sharp, startled cry which engaged every-
body’s attention.

A little white heap lay quite motionless in
the great arm.chair, .

There was a moment of confusion; then
Madame Pfeiffe raised the girl in her motherly
arms. ¢Dear child, it was the long journey,”
~he said. « Here, John " But the Professor
but aside the little crowd of frightened servants
who had gathered at his mother’s voice, and,
taking the girl from her arms, bore her up the
stairs as he had borne the child an hour before.
i1e would have done the same for any one, for
uhe sake of common humanity. He would have
talt the same tenderness and pity at any other
vme at the sight of suffering or weakness, There
Was no stronger emotion in his heart when he
took the little form which lay like a dead weight
in his arms. She had proved false, or she had
nwot known her own heart once. It did not
watter which, That thought did come to him
48 he laid her head upon his shoulder., The
heavenly pity which the sight of weakness brings
o us all had swept away the bitterness and
anger which rankled in him a moment since.
$shame kindled in its place that he could have
telt resentment against anything so frail as this.
That time of which he thought was far away in
the past. It was like a dream of youth, He
Wwas not sure that he regretted the awakening,

ur that he would have had it otherwise if he
could,

“Poor little girl he said, laying her down
upon his mother's bed, He had not noticed
until now hew worn and thin was the face lying
in sharp profile upon the pliow. Her life must
lhx:ve l;:en !ha.r:nl:deed. How different it might

ve been et the sigh g
Poor child! ¥ 'ah was only for her

He left her with the women and eame out
into the hall, Some one emerged hastily from
the adjoining room. It was Mrs. Bonchley. She
Was very pale from fright and excitement, and
& sharp suspicion which had pierced her ag o
vhe cause of Miss Frere's tllness. Could it be
possible that there had been any connection
between the gir’s visit #0 msny years before
and the confession of the Professor, the ex-
berience to which he haq referred, and which
she only half understood or believed at the
ume? The question in her mind gave her un-
consciously an expression of anxiety which the
Professor misinterpreted,

“Do not be alarmed,” he said., « She is
already recovering. You can do nothing; and
I t!liﬂk Wo may both go down again.” ’

She was fingering the pretty, sparkling vinal-
srelie in her hand while he spoke; the colo?
8he had hastened

W bring it out in the first moment or frigny




