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CHAPTER XII.

The snow lay long and deep that
winter upon the hille and in the
valleys surrounding Baron Cburt
whilet an almost deathlike stillnese
pervaded the gerand old home itself.
Cuorling yellow smoke issued slowly
from bu¢ few climneye, and those
were chicfly connected with apart
ments al the back of the Court.
The heavy portico doors were secure
ly barred and bolted, and every
window darkened by strong shutters
or blinds. The terraces and flower-
beds were covered with snow, and
the laursls and sbhrubs bent helpless
ly benca h ite weight, “he fiue old
trecs siretched their dark, stiff, and
leafless branches aloft, and looked
like w61l gilent ghosts in the cold,
dim, and misty air,

Now and again a few pigeons flew
swifily around the deserted pile
of buildings, and sweeping down,
alighted upon the massive roof ; but |
they did not linger, and quickly
darted away in search of warmth
sad shelter, Little hall starved
birds, looking like balls. of feathere,
hopped fesbly from bough to twig,
and pocked greedily a# the red berries
whioch etill hung upon the extremi- |
ties of the ‘artnest branches. Not
8 human footprint broke the pure,
white, and even surface of snow
which covered the smooth green turd
in front of Baron Court that Christ-
mag Day. OUnly Leo geemed to re-
joice, and as he followed John Ryder
from stable to coach-house, and
bayed with delight in deep, full |
tones, he rolled his ehaggy body over |
and over again on the frozen snow.

People said the Earl had done |
wisely not to riek the severity of an |
Eoglish winter, and no doubt he
had ; but, as often occurzed in these
timee, & severe winter was followed
by a delightfully warm summer, and
even by an early spring, and such
was the case this year. i

About the middle of March a per-
manent and sudden ohange took
place in the atmoephere and appear-
ance ef things in general, The wind |
abruptly swerved round to warmer |
quarters, and the bright spring sun, |
shining forth, rapidly diepereed every [
veetige of frost, and brought to light |
the early spring flowere, which had
for so long lain hidden and sheltered
trom the piercing wind by 'the friend.- |
ly enow.

The caw of the rcoks sounded
cheerfal and happy as they once
more selected their mates, and set to |
work vigorously to clear out and
rebuild their old nests in the tall
elm-trees. |

The birde eang and twittered gaily, |
and seemed to revel in the bright
prospect before them ; men moved
bueily amongst the garden and lower-
beds, destroying rapidly every trace
of winter, Lattice casements in the !
neuntly grown ivy towers were thrown
wide open, shutters were removed
from tbe long.closed windows, and
the bright spring air swept through
the apartments, and dieplayed to
view the warm- glow of fire light
within,

Still May had almost elapsed |
before the family returned to the
Court, and when they did, it was
upon a lovely eveuming towards the
end of the mouth. Word had been
forwarded that John sbhould meet
them with the old closed family |
eoach, and as it drewup at the fiae
entrance the flrst fo spring lightly
out of it was Lady Beatrice. The
servants and attendants stood in
readiness to receive and welcome |
them ; but Beatrica—under pretence \
of meeting Leo, whose joyful bark |
she heard within—dashed with a |
few kind words of greeting past
them all, and sank on a secluded
seat al the farthest end of the hall,

She could not endurs to witness |
the looks of sorrow and concarn |
which she felé convinced would be
depicted on the faces of the depend. |
ants when they saw how wasted and |
ill their master looked. * People of
that class,”” mused the girl impa- |
tiently, whilst she cronched lower |
over the bend of Ler favorite as it
nestled in her lap—" poople
clags never seam to comprehend
that, no mattar how ill we may
eppaar, it does not follow ¢
shaall of Pecover! Tha
criee welcome which
in her aars renewed
B8 rosa bravely

of thal |

aj we |
hearty |
resounded |
»r courage, and |
0 meet and greet
her father in his own home once
more. 1ding on  tiptoe, she
gilently threw her arms around his
neck and hid her face
shouldsar. " He must recover,” were ‘
the evsr.ready words which rose o |
her mind ; but not for worlds would |
she hava allowed the bystanders to |
sugpact or observe the hot tears |
whioh rushed o her eyes as she hald |
that now fragile man in that cloge
embrape. |

" Afler 1 home is the sweetest |

of

Shn

upon hig |

all
gpot on earbtbh, my Bariie,” he said
tenderly ; " it will require a great
deal to induce me to leave it again.”

* You will soon recover here, dear
old father. I shall be betber able to
nurse you at home than in a hotel,
and before the summer is over you
musgt ba quite sfrong again.”

He made no reply, bubt gently
released himaelf from the olasp of
her young arme, and shook his haead
gomewhat sadly.

* God knows best: may His will
be done,” was his inward prayer,
“and may He teach my darling

| seemed to forget the almost number-

| hard towerds Him.

| and deaden

| father into the hands of
| not shape nor sssk to arrange hem
| life mccording to her own

| will and decre

| when she and
| B8 usual

| allsluiag
| vibxaled, and echped

| yield every #hi

| to retain nothing, not
| self.

resignation.”

There was not much alteration in
the appearance of the Countess;
perhaps o trifle less of hauteur and
pride in her earringe and bearing,
and o d.gree ox two more of gentle
pess in her voice, as she nnswyersd
the kind and respeetful inguirfes of
her domestice, Uertain it was that
in her handeome face there was a
new expression of oalmness and
patience which gave hopes of more
thought and consideration for others.
Reginald was sbill abroad with his
regiment, nor had he seen his family
siuce they psried in the autumn |
previously. As for Percy, the eye atl |

|

least could detect little change in
him—-the same bright, good -natured
boy as of old; his fice was more sun
burnt, and the emaliest possible
frivga of silky brown hair adorned
his upper lip. He had not ,\eﬁ‘
encountered anyone who to hie mind |
could compare with his sister in‘
either mental or ‘bodily msccomplish
ments, and he wae still her faithfal
friend und confidant.

A quiet and holy calm seemed to |
fall upon the heart of Beatrice that |
night—such as she had not felt for
monthe—as ehe and ber father sat |
together in the coey and comfortabie |
library. His arm-chair was drawn
up to the cheertul fire, and she,
seated upon a lower one—her little
feet upon the fender—reclined
gracsfully near him.

During the past few monthe she |
has grown a little in stature, and her
figure is a trifle fuller and more
perfect. The early but warm Italian
sun had given to her face the faintest
poesible tinge of olive, which well |
became her rich, soft skin, and
deepened the look of health upon
her beautiful young face. She has
not resided abroad all these months |
without bscoming aware that her
face possesses more than ordinary |
beauty, that her manners are charm
ing and graceful, and that women
in gensral will be apt to fear and
often envy her; bat, to do her justice, |
Beatrice had dwelt little upon such
mattere.

Another subject, far dearer to her
than waught! concerning herselt, |
occupies and preye upon her miad,
even pgaingt her will, and that is |
the ever failing health of her father, |
The more hopelesg his case grows,
the more determinatgly doss she |
resist her sense of it. Her father, of |
all people, must not die, and leave
her 80 young, just on the very verge |

| of life a8 it were, now when she most

needs and can besb enjoy him,

"0 God!" sghe inwardly moans
“'Thou dost demand too much; I
cannpot jyisld him to Thee.” She

less gifte and blessings
bestowed upon her; to

otherwiee
lose sight

| entirely of the warning words of

Lady Abbese, " God has given you
much, my child ; He will ask much in
return ; then give generously,” Had
she done so, how muéh of sorrow
and self-raproach would Lave been

spared her. As it wae, a bilter

| feeling of repining and murwuring

egaingt God was gradually taking
posssesion of her hearf, and con
sequently she bagan to feel cold and
The old warm
devotion of her school gizl days was
every month becoming less and less
real. She had striven hard whilst
abroad, by diligent applioation to the
study of ari and history, to stifla
altogether the etrong
voice of conscience within her, which
bads her resign herself and her
God, and

desires ;
and so she strugglad on, ever secratly |
and inwardly setriving sgainst the
of Heaven.

Small wonder, then, that though
she visited Rome and msany of the
principal towns in the souih of Italy, |
each of which was teeming with
sacred monuments and memories of
God's enints; though she carefally
threaded the labyrinths of the
Catncombe with Pexcy, atd stocd on
the very ground where so maay of |
the glorious mavbyrs had shed their
blood ; though sha vigitad tha tombs
of the spostles, and kuelt with her
parents at the faed of Christ's Vicar
to recaive his bensdiction—yet in
gpite of all this, and mush more, as
she nourished that faeling of rebsllion
in her heari, these things naithe:
rejoiced nor gladdened her soul, as
once they 1ld have done., Even
hor brother knel:,
in deep and eile
ed to and drank

content ths triumpheant

wrapi
prayer, and liste
to their soul’
ol Eastex, as they »
through
vast vaults and arches of the great!
Si. Peter's, even then she fought

hard, and sought to siifls that secre)

power within her which bade her|
g to God, even what

she most loved and prized, and siek

sven her own

But ere the voice had time to |
whisper the reward for so doing, she |
had deadened and smothered i
hoping she bad crushed i3 for ever.
She was young, and lile lay like
a bright and beausiful deaam batora
her; sas longed %o plunge into its
tempting pleasures, nod yearned to
pick up its wondrous golden threads, |
and weave for herself a life of noble
but romantic happinass.

The ficalight played upon and it
up the pale white features of the
Earl, distinodly revealing every now
and then the sad havoc disease had
wrought upon his once stout and
stalwart frame. Slowly but surely
consumption was doing 'its iatal
work, There wae almost a cavity at
each side of his once broad temples;
and the kind brown eyes, always
large and full, ghone with an
unwonted lustre in their hollow
sockets. The hand with which he
oaressed that of his daughter's was
even thinner and more transparent

»
Ol

| for you,

| their chairs around

| ensually in Mre.

| with

1 | ye

| wl

| worde.

| some time yef,

than before,, 8till, like the generality
ot invalide suffering under a slow
form of the eame disense, he wes
buoyed up with hopes for himself,
and often thought he might yes
recover.

“Do you know, Bertie, I feel so
well tonight; the journey has not
over fired me, and the sight of home
hoge made me almost a different
being.”

“I knew it would,” answered the
gizl, in a transpoxt of hopé
delight; and as she spoke she glided
from her  chair on to her kness

and |

beside him and nestled as of old hex |

pretty bead upon his shoulder. ' All
this travelling bas been too much

The summer is before us; |

Enrl's health, and his seeming desire
for quiet and rest, there wers no
festivities whatever, and only “the
usual amaunt of callers, and they
came and went quistly enough,
Father Gregory, however, was a
constant ca'ler. Like every one elee
who koew the Earl, he was greatly
atteched to him, and regretted deeply
that the disense seemed now hops-
lessly established. Bub what really
fillad him with griet and diesatis
factlon wae the altered mannver of
Beatrice. “If God takes my father,
then de I feel ns if my heart would be
slesled ngainst Him,” wera the woxde
be had heard her utter, and Father

| Gregory was much concerned abou!

we will pass a quiet one in our own |

English bome, and 1

80 carefally and make

and strong again.”
“Alas, my child!”

will nurse you
you get well

he replied,

| gazing with a look of unspeakable
i fondoess upon the eweet young face
| INI..l-d

towards him—"" ales,
Jertie, it does not rest with you to
restore me to health, aud you know
it

my |

“1 can do much towards it, at any |
rate,” was the deflant reply, with a |

toss of the little head,
do 80 ; you must get better.”

They were soon joined by Lady de
Woodville and Percy, and nll drawing
the fire,

vening pagsed rapidly and pleasant
ly a8 they discussed hopes and
projects for the future.

moode, recounted sights and scenes
that she had witnessed abroad, and
spiritedly touclied up the anecdotes

“and I shall |

the |

Beatrice, |
being in one of her bright and witty | his mind for some means of rouvsing |

with so much that was pathetioc or |

comic a8 the case might be, that she
contrived to entertain her small

| audience and keep it amused until
| late thad night.

Nevertheless a gerious confab was
taking place in the housek‘epers
roon that same evening. A select

her. She rarely visited the chapel
now, and I8 wae she faithtul Percy
who, nlone and unwsesieted, adorned
the altar for Bsnediction, and kept it
decked with choicest flowers on Our
Lady's tensts ;' and often he prayed,
oh bow fervently, that God would
touch dnd soften with the sweet
balm of resignation the heart of his
dearly loved but wiltul sister. Nor
was the change in Beatrice unnoticed
by her father, who instinctively read
bis child’'s heart aright. It grieved
him terribly to witness it, espaecially
a8 with Father Gregory's aid he had
already made the sacrifice of his life
into the hands of God, and on his
part awaited the end with calmness
nud peace.

As the autumn advanced, and
October with ite usual winds and
rain followed, the Eazl cast about in

-

or diverting his darling's hears.
True, Reginald was expected about
the end of November, and was to
make a long stay at home; but that
of itself would be insuffizieny to
rouse the girl thoroughly, “ She

| must have life, companionship, some.

party consisting of Jane the head. |

| bousemaid, Webster the butler, and

John Hyder the coachman,
Thomase's private
room, and were discussing & subject
which lay very near to ail
hearts.

" Oh, but he looks bad!”
Jane, addressing Mrs.
" What's your opinion, ma'am ?"

“God help him!" responded that

worthy woman sadly, " for iv's litéle

meb

obzerved

| being that

thing to take her out of hersell, and
turn her thoughts $o healshiex sub
jeots than an ailing and doting cld
father,” mused the invalid. Where-
upon & congultation was held with
the Countess and Percy, the resul
it was decided high
festivities should be held at the

| o % Ohwis
their | Court that Christmas.
|

“You must allow me to have my

| own way this time at least,” pleaded

Thomas. |
| her

the beet of us can do to aid him now. |

He's going, slowly it may be, but
gurely.”

“You are right,”
geriously. "I knew you would be
shocked when you saw him again,

| It beats me to think what his family
| can be about not to see that he is |

dying upon his fest. Mr. Brooks the
valet tells me that he coughs dread-
ful at nights. I don't thick all this
travelling and knocking about has
done him a bit of good, though I will

| say we saw a great deal and had no

bad time of it for all that.

" Ah me!’ sighed the old coach-
man, a8 he used his handksrchief
frecly, for tears were slowly coursing
each other down his ruddy cheeks
“listle did I shink, when we buried
our late Earl efter that sad accident
in the hunting-fisld, that I should
live to see his son carried to his
grave. He's been a good and a kind
masier.
his style.’

Lord Reginald is not quite

““He's fine and handsome, though, | .
| tender chord.

Yet if he gets a proud lady for his
wife, things for us will be changed
indeed,” remarked Jane, “ and folke
do say that he admires the eldest
Miss Watkin.”

~ Out upon them then for a foolish |

lot of gossipers,”’
Thomae scorntully.

burst in

"A fins young

Mra. |

gentleman like our Lord Reginald |

Grantheuse, the head of fhe Dea
Woodville faiily, ally himeelf with
such an upstarct, a common kuight's
daughter, as this Misse Watkin is.
Trust me he'li do no euch thing;
you may make your mind easy ou
toat score ;" and Mes. Thomas nodded
her head emphatically until her cap
ribbons were quite unsettled.

“No, he’ll not marrey her,” aszented
the gentlemen gravaly.

it will be difficalt to suit him
a wife,” said Wehbster. I
fancy,” he continusd, " that her lady-

| open to hospitality and
said Waebater |

the Earl. " I long to see my child
old selt sgain. She is now
eighteen, and must come out this
Christmas. Wa will give a famous
ball in honor of the even$, and the

doors of the Court shall bs thrown |

once more. Why should I not seo
my only daughter in her proper
sphere just once before—before I
leave you all ?

" Oh, do not speak of it
you!" criad the Countasss, oversome
by emotion, and covering hex face

L

rejoleings |

I entreat |
| She ig bestween Maris and me.”

with ber hands, the elegant fingers |

of which were adorned with
liantly flashing and costly ringe.
" God is good, my dear. How often
have you not told me so yourself ?"

" Yee, yer, dear!” he replied, as,
touched by her grief, he rode feebly
and kiseed her kindly. " God {s
good, and we will not meet our
troubles half way. So let us he joy
fol this festive season at least. No

beril

| one can succeed 80 well in making

the Court look gay and cheerful, no
one can better organiee or entertain
han my wife,”
" and Reginald will ba here too,” he
added, knowing he wae touching a

" You shall have your own way
upon one coudition, and that is that
you promise solemnly to leave the
arrangement of all details to mae,
and thus trouble yourselt about
nothing.’

| Valois’

| might have done.

he said proudly ;|

! slaam,
| & chance of pleasure as well as any

This was juit the programme she
herself would have desized. For a
few moments she forgos everything
but she bright prospect of goiety
unfurled before her ; then quick as
thought & fesling of shame sent the
warm blood to her face, and with a
look of tender pity, mingled with a
motion of self rcpZuaoh. she turngd
to her tather,

" But you, you poor suffering one,
what will become of you? How can
you ever'sband all this excitement ?"
she inquired engerly, the ready tenrs
sturting fo her eyes.

"1, child ? I feel as i it would do
me good, We have been quiet and
melancholy all too long. 1 yearn to
8es my little pet etep into her proper
sphere, and then let any one com-
pare with her who dare.”

He was silenced by a playful tap
on the ghoulder from the fan which
ber ladyehip held in her hand, whilst |
she remarked with apparent care- |
lessnesy, " I have no doubs but that |
little Marie Blake will quite outshine |
Benfrice in many thinge.”

"In all that is noble and good she
most undoubtedly will,”” spoke the
girl warmly ; and when Percy saw |
the old look of devotion in her beau
tifal eyes, he prayed inwardly that
this echool friend might restore to
bis sieter's heart the peace and joy
of old.

" What about Miss FitzAllan ?'
inquired., " l1¢ she to
altogether ?”

" Far from it, poor dear Madge. |
bu) soms dark mystery appears to |
hang over her of late. She reldom
writes, and when she does, poor girl,
there is a strain of sadness in her
lettors. She always writes of the
pasl, never of the prasent.”

“Then, perhaps,”’ rejoined the |
Countess dryly, "' we will not include |
Miss FitzAllan in our invitationes |
this Chrisproas, She may prefer to |
ba left omt.” 1

“No, no! a thousand times no!"
eaid Beatrice, with all her old enthu
“ Why sheuld not ghe have

he
be forgotten

of us? I was har friend aé school.
I will etand by her now more than
ever, when I feel certain all is not
well with her.”

" Bravo! my little sister—well
spoken,” crisd Percy. She's a nice |
girl, is Miss Madge, and I feel sorry
for her.”

" Cerbainly, agk her to come and
make one of us,” urged the Earl |
kindly. " A litdle change and excite
men$ may be grateful to the child.”

She is no child !" argued her
Indyship, with a sidelong glance at
her gon ; " but mugh older, I belivve,
than Beatrice.’

“Only by a faw months, mother,

She looks older
you ; and as to her connections, you |
know very little about them, I
presume.’”’

“She is well and nobly born, I
know that much,” retorted Beatrice.
excifedly, " and Lady Abbess thought
more of her than of any girl in the
school. Her mother was Marie de
grenbest friend ; buv Madge
was 80 humble, she never presumed |
upon Lady Abbees's favor, as she
Every one liked
80 unselfish and

than either of

Madge ; she was
good natured.”
The Countess drew herself up with |
dignity, but eaid no more. She was |
not quite sadicfiled hewsel! as to |
Madge's present position, but felt |
sure that time would unravel the
mysbery, and menéally resolved a

| plan for so doing.

| ials closer to her father, and whis-

"I give you my word upon that, |

Florrie,” he laughingly replied. ''1I forthcoming

can fully rely upon you to do all

| things well and wisely—never fear,

| my dear,

| to spend her long-promissd

|

[ Of courss she

What do you say, Paroy ?"
" That I have one vary important

Beatrice drew ths wriling matar. |

pered mischievously—
Do not dwell too much upon the
gaieties. Marie will

| take fright at the bare thought of

| 8O

suggestion to make, and it is this— |
| why cannot Marie Blake ba invited |

visit ?
I always notice that Bertie sesms
more like her old self whenever she
recnives a letter from her
frievd.”

“ Capitally thought of
i1 coma,

my boy.
That is

little |

| the vary thing our girl most needs— |

ship frets a good deal on the quist, |
and she's growing more pioue, all |

w
knows
health

Sl

more about her
than she vretends o
'd not relish resigning her reign
here, I'll warrant. But as for
ung lady, she won't hear that her
father is 111"

1

o epoke; "'it will go hard with
her if he cies. You see sbhe was
always his favourite ; and no wouder,
she's full of the pretticet waye, nnd
It seems but yesterday since
I oarried her in my arms nad taught
her to ride her f(ittle pany, and now
phe's a grown-up beauty,veady tocome
out and ba married herself, How
time does fly, o ba FY!-).”

" Well, let us all dd our best for the
poor masfer as long ag wa can,” said
Mre. Thomas earncstly. * Whilst
there's lile there's hope. Unlees he
gets a severe cold he may linger for
This I know for &
fact; the docsor once teld mse as
much., His lungs wers injured by
that bullet he received in his chest
during the war ; that was the original
cause of the mischief, and he was
predieposed to oconsumpiion, 1
belisve.”

“ Well, then, we'll try and keep
him alive as long as we oan,” they
agread,” not only for his own sake,
but for our own as wall.”

No need to linger over the summer
which followed. So far as the
weather was concerned, it was almost
more than one could expect from a
changeable olimate like ours; bus
owing to the delicate state of the

ich facts prove to me that ghe |
husband’s |

Qo. |

ouar |

Poor little bird !"” and it was John |
| slowly

companionship with socme one of
her own age and sex. How stupid
of ua not to think of it eooner. 1
will wrife at once and ask her aunt,
in memory of days gome by,
to allow her niece to come and make
a long sfay with us,

much wiocked worldliness, and
refuse %o trust her sounl amongst ys, |
it you do; she is such a holy litfle
creature !”

“ Fear naf, sweet one.
shall be most
cious.”

Upstairs to her cosy boudoir flew
Bextie to write the all important
latter. Her pen flew rapidly overx
the elegant gilt - edged writing
papar—

“'Do come, dear Marie. You oan
not even guess how I long to sse
your good little face once mors;
to hear you upkraid and scold me, |
a8 you ara certain to do; and

My letter |
prudent and judi-

wao

| knows the effect yonr good exampls

But here comes |

Bertie herself, aud she shall tell us |
| how she approves of our plans.”

Beatrice advanced
room. She was
crimson dress,

As he spoke,
into the

drssged in a dark

| simply but elegantly made, and fin-

ished at the
rich lace.

neck and sleeves by
She stood for & second or

brow, as though endeavoring to dis
cover why she had bean the subject
of conversation ; then cbserving the
look of cheerfulnese upon her
father's countenance, she danced
lightly across the room and was at
his side instantly. " So here you all
are,” she enid with mock dignity, “'I
have searched everywhere for you.
Mother's boudoir was the last place
I thought of. Come, confass what
state secrets you have been plotting
in my absence. Pray divulge them
instantly, lgam dying to know.”
Then the Countesa relailed the
purport of their late conversation
that at a ball, given with all due
pomp and state, she was to meke
her entrée into society that Christ.
mas. How the walls of the old
Court were'fo resound once more
with fun and festivities in the $rue
old English style; and, above all,
that little Marie Blake was to ba
invited to make ‘a long stay with
them. As her mother procesded,
the girl's eyes enlarged and sparkled
with anticipation and pleasure,

N | of mind at all.
two, a elight frown upon her young |

may <Jhave npon me ?
wiil be an aot of charity
and etay with me, for, alas | —though |
I would pather whisper i¥ o you
than write ik—beliave me, denr 1
not the same good Bertis that you
knew at dear old S86. Benedict’'s. We
are going to have rather gay doings ;
but thot need not digturb your peace
You* will alwaye be
able to trot off to the chapel when
ever you wish to, and leavae the |
worldlings to their fate. So have no
scruples on that score, dearest, but,
like the kind, sweet girl I know you
to be, coma for my sake, and God
will bless you for it. Should you
refuse to do so, you will ba sorry
later. 1 am writing to poor dear
Madge, asking her also to join us,
but doubt if she will be able to coms;
if noé, I shall be disappointed, ns
& change might do her good.” Thus
wrote Beatrice, and her letter, when
finished, was enclosed in one from
her father fo Miss Elizabeth Blake,
couched in such friendly terms, and
dwelling not a little on the writer's
dglicate health and the desire he
had to give his daughter plemsure ;
that knowing the kind heark of the
little lady, the Earl had grea? con-
fidencs his request would be granted,

TO BE CONTINUED

I tell you, it |
to come |

N

e ————

There is n realily in sorrow that is
not in mirth.—Vaughan,

| for home.

| resemble a bud of a flower.

| shoes.

| this ie & bock of memories, th
is to picture that last great

| one

| want to open this

| preéty soon’

| his head warnin

THE HEART OF THE
ROSE

PR

.

He was her brother., The thought
gave her the same thrill this morn-
ing as it had given her on a morning
seventeen years back, when the old
family doctor had laid a tiny bundle
in her arms and said: “ You will
have to be his sister and mother
both, Elizabeth.”

Her twelve years hting beavily on
her ; her little face, stained with the
marke of recent teamrs, took on &
warmer glow ns she touched the
baby's hand. She had unfolded the
baby blanket and elipped on his first
little clothes. And as she dressed
him, she lelt a sense of loss ; with
every fresh garment he seemed to
become less of nn angel and more of |
& human being. The same feeling |
of loss was now in her beart as she
folded his great Indian blankets,
slippad his photograpbs iuto the case
and fllled the nooks and crevices ot
his trunk with “ little gurprises " to
drive away the flret bitter longiogs
She lifted a thick white
wool sweater; it brought the memory
of a little soft fls shirt. She
buried her face in its folds and mur. !
mured in a tearful voice, * why, he is |
my man brother and I am »_ebdlng:

|
|
|

noel

him from home to college.

His foot sounded on the slairway ;
his clear boyish voice called, " Beth,
where are you ?” |

Jefowe she could answer he entered
the room. Throwing several bundles
onto the bed, he gave a sigh of relisf.
He tugged impatiently at she strings
88 he explained : " These are some
things the gixls made me. It's great
to be going away, isn't i ? Why I
feel juet like I was getiing out of a
cage ; I teel like I was going to fly.
Say, what is this, anyway ?

He held up a small book, skaped to
It was |
made of white color paper and every

| leat wae fastenedito the other leaves |

by small white cords. On the front |
was the pictare of a baby; on the |
back wes a pair ‘of black kid doll |

Where did you get it 2"’ his sister |

| agked.

" Roee gavs it 0 me; she told me a |
long time ago she was meking me & |
book of memories; that I was to
open juet ons page s weel Chat's
my baby picture, all right, but whs
on earth hne she put these doll &
pere on the back ? And why i
shaped in this funny was Wh
makes girls such queer creature
any way, Beth ?

She laughed.

P
1
a

t

I guess, Floyd, it
1t last |
nb of |
your lite—your graduation nigh . |
Don't you remember how your new
patont leathers pinched your fess, so

| $hat you limped mcross the piasform

after your diploma ? It is shaped
like a rose-bud, for it is like that.
Every week you will open & new
petal, and fically, when you come
back Rose wili have unfolded a few |
petals too."”

"Well, I am going to unfold every
of thees right now. 1 never
could walt that long to see what is
in the center. Of couree I have a
vague idea, but I want to be sure.
S0 in two minutes we will know thia
myshery.” i

“No,” she said firmly, taking the
book from his hand. ' What wou!d
the bock mean to you then, Floyd ?
Every pariicle of the pleasare, tle
expsciation, would be gone. 1s tock
Ross a long time to make this book

| and you sarely would not destroy ite

value in a faw minutes, She even
formed every leaf likes 'a petal, se

| $hat it would give the p emsure cf

watching i§ unfold like a real rose. |
It is just a symbol of hevselt—a litile
bud cf promise.” |
" She's great to think of all that ; I |
like her. Oh, she end Dorothy are
going to sktop a minute tonight ; ‘Dot

| hbas something fox me and I want |

them to see my things., Bat I do |
book. I guess I |
will give it to you to keep unul I 1
ready to shui this trank, so it won't
be such a tempiation. But let's eat
I'm gimply starved.’

At the gupper table he
inceasantly of bis depariure.
moment he wished that she cot
along; and the nexi he exulted oy
the idea of being in a house wi
crowd of fellows, Whils he #
boy came to the door aud

OUns

slked

| in by a ruthless

a% quantivies of
talked of &l -

)

| Foy the mosi

girle. The sigi
& new langua

& diff srant one to her,
of giels as yur flashoere,

" enstes,” a8 “ stiff«,” and “ stand- |
patters.” Occasionally Floyd stopp:d
in the center of

They

nark and nodded
yward his sister,
bus the talkastive John rambled on,
epenking in a free and eaiy way of
the girle he had grown up with,
Daxing the last year Flovd
ceased to talk to his slader ab
girl friends, and they geldom ecame to
his home. In her prasence his com
rades talked continually of sohoel,
but if she was busy near shs comnld
hear them laughing and chatting in
tones diffsrent from the ones they
used when she was there. She had
tried in every way she could to
attract them to her home, for for
merly they had ocome in great
orowds. Buat Floyd did not seem to
want them ; he praferrad geing to
their homes. Af times shs wondered
it she-had been in their way when
they had come. .
When the two girls ocnme she
greeted them warmly; shey had
belonged to the crowd which had
come in the past ‘often for cookies
and for help in long, knotty prob.
lems. Then, thinking they might

had
1% his
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