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.absence of affectation that it was im-
possible either to siie or te takze
,offence at tliem. Helen regax'ded hlm
gravely.

"Tthere -were two or three superb
concerts this winter. I thouglit ef
you. 1 Nvished you linf corne in-"

" Did you takze that trouble ?" lie
aslied eageriy.

"«I don't tllk 1 ever heard Schubert
piayed better lun my life," she wveut on,
without uetici-ng the interruption.
" Sohoeffeiowvski does do tlie Serenade
.divinely."

" I used te care for that -more tliau
f or any other music iii tlie worid, I
thin«k," he answered siowiy.

"I, play poorly," said Helen, " and
1 sing worse, and tlie 'piano is reuted
.of a Windover schoolgiri. But 1 have
get some of his rendering by lieart-
if yeu wouid care for it."

"LIt is plain," replied Bayard, flush-
ing, " that 1 ne longer move iu good
Society. It d.id not even occur te me
te aski you. I should eujey l-t-it
would rest me more than auytliing I
,eau think ef. Not that that matters,
ef course--ibut I shouid be more grate-
fui tlian it is possible for you te un-
derstand."

Heleu went te -the piano without
ado, and began te sing the great
serenade. She sang with a certain
sumnptuous deiicacy (if the words rnay
be coined) by which Bayard found
himself unexpectedly moved. lie sat
witéhbis hand over 'bis eyes, aud she
sang quite through.

«Konxtni begiucke rniich?
lComni begflueke ich 1"

lier veice sauR, aud ceased. What
tenderness! Wliat streugth! Wliat
vigour and .hope and jey, and-forbid
the thouglit !-what power of iovi.n,
the womau liad !

" Sonie lueley feiiew will know, some
day," thouiglt the devotee. Aloud lie
said nothing- at all. Heien's hands
lay on the keys ; she, tee, sat sulent.
It 'vas beglnning to grow dark in the
cottage parleur. The long, lace cur-
tain blew straiglit in, and towards
her; as ît dropped, it fell about lier
liead and sleulders, and cauglit there ;
it -hung li-ke a veil ; in the dlim liglit
it looked liRe-

She stiarted te lier feet and tossed it
zway.

"Oh !"le ,breatlbed, " wby not let it
stay? Jus't for a minute! It did
«nobody any harux."

".1 arn net se sure of that," thouglit
Helen. But wbat she said was:-

"«I wili light the canchies."
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"Do you want nie to -thanli you ?

asked Bayard in a -low voice.
" No," sadd Helen.
" I rnust go," lie said abruptiy.
"'Mobier wiil be bacli," observed

Helen, flot at lier ease. " And father
may couic home any m-inute."

" Very well," reffiied Bayard, seating-
liimself.

"«Not that I wouid keep you_!" sug-
gested Helen suddenly.

lie sxuiled a littie sadly, and this
time unexpectedly rose again.

"I don't expect you to understand,
of course. But I realiy ouglit te go.
And 1 amn goinýg."

" Very well," said Helen stiffly, ln
lier turn.

"'I have a-something to write, you
see," explaiued Baiyard.

"You don't cali it a sermon any
more, do you ? Hew deiicious! Do
Cgo and write it, by ail means."

"You are flot a duli -woman,"o-
served Bayard uncomfortably. "'Ycu
(ion.'t for au instant sutppose I want
;to 'go ? If I stay, wvill you sing
the Serenade te me--ail over
again V"

" Not one bar of it !"replied Helen
proinptly.

" You are the wiser ef us fwo," said
Bayard, a! ter a pause.

"I arn net a free mani," lie added.
Return to your chains and your

celi," suggest-ed Helen. "It is.--as
you say-tie better way."

"I said notliing of -the kzind ! Par-
don me."

"Didn't you ? It dees flot signify.
It doesn't often signify wliat people
say-do you think ?"

" Are you corning to see my people
-the work ? You said you wouid, you
know. Shall I cail and take you,
sorne day V"

" Do you thinli it matters-to the
drunkards V"

" Oh, well," said Bayard, iooking dis-
appointed, "*neyer mind."

"But 1 do ni.nd," returned Helen, in
her full, boylikze voice. "«I wan-t to
come. And I'rn coming. I 'liad ratlier
come, though, than be taken. V'II turu
up some day in the anxious seat wlien
you don't -expeet me. lIl wear a vel,
and au old pekze beniet-yes, and a
blanlztt sliawl-and confess. I defy
you te flnd me eut !11

"'Miss Carrutli," said the young
preaecher 'witli invperiousness,, -my
work is net a parieur charade."

Helen looked at liim. Defiance and
deference battled ilu ber brown eyes ;
for that instant, ptossibly, she could
have bated or ioved him with equ-al
ease ; she feflt lis spiritual superiority


