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this morning ! And I said to myself that I 
would never get up off this bed till you had 
moved it back again I was as wicked at 
that, and now the Lord has punished me 
with these terrible reelings I I want you 
should leave it on the bracket, Robena ! ’

____ „_ “It’s just a little bit of a thing, Aunt Ro-
hena," oiive interposed soothingly. “Smill 

A Htal._.n. u, , . . . . . ,. , differences ought not to count when people
n Diplomatic Mission. A cry, sharp and insistent, came suddenly have a real affection lor each other. And

hr snpiiif swggr '? 'he,r ca,< before OI,,e c,'u,ld lh,B- of » Aunt Caddy, you must make haste to get’
dtpln i attc answer—a cry of distress. well and have Le nder and his wife and

l . “She is dying ! O Caddy, Caddy, and I baby to visit you, for I know Aunt Ro-
"We fold V .or father, Robena and I that h»ve klll1fd, h«r Scried Miss Robena, as bena wants then, !”

I MüHlIer was dead to US and we didn’t’care lhe'I,u'h,I U[l 5,alr": The two elderly women looked in each
lo Ill' ll anything ahout him—alter the way • Mlss|C<dd>' was sll,lnK ul' ln bed trembl- other’s fares and laughed a little and cried a
ho hud Heated if," said M.ss Caddy with an “ur'a ". v' , , , , ,, little, both at once.
iffotl i 'lull hut | do.’t know as yit’r any I dont know what s the matter, the cold- -He was only sixteen. I’ve been wonder- 
It dill Hit llte to hope that he’s been brought "g” *"^ihe ,r'ml)llni! s“ suddenly, lng, that you couldn’t forgive him, Robena !’’
Ill » lie lei mm I and has got , good wife- Î! ** 1 J,XpCCl *1,1 dy.nK. a.ster murmured Caddy.
Ill wgh I Ilon’t expect that Robena would t..,' i “ ‘h , 'ard '' a ,ml.e ,slck "!hen 1 "Why, I did, long ago ! I thought you
I'1 (lie mem loll his name 1 Olive—’’ Ml , I bed, yesterday ! I thought you were too—too set," faltered Robena.
" ” ‘ would be scared and put the things back, I “I have been a terribly set old woman ”
4 III lie wills). . “doesThé bâbÿTakeTft vTk' I hiven , treated you rtght Robena. said Miss Caddy penitently. “But I never
lilll fuliil «it f ve been so set - ... shall be again. Only—l will live long

"If1» the dearest little girl ! I went to see ,e v”u » "«ht to have the things as enough to see little Ceander and his wife
'he'll I its! spring m New Vork—mother al"ays hcen if you felt s<i about it, and baby ! it’s such a ridiculous thing that
siysthe looks lust like your mother," said V u anand selfidl 10 me lo mslsl • he’s got a wife and baby ! ” and Miss Caddy 

’ crfd Miss Robena with penitent tears, smiled into her siste,’. face.
" IN, Wouldn't I like to s?e her," gasped i ‘hV'„'ï'>rrled,y0" lnto a fi‘ "f slckncss' and “Olive, I’m glad you came !’’ said Miss 

M ss I mi le, lying ha k upon her pillows. nhvrfW uT o)lf ' „ .. . Robena. “Now we must go away and let
l oi Kohl ha w,old never let me. Oh, if ' T ' docor trsaid th t dear Caddy get calm.”

IlmWl had a time with Robena ! But hTVI,.', e ’ No, not yet-not yeti’’ interposed Mis,
MiVfg she Is t ailing you ! Run and get your d'nRcr ol having nervous fever. hut with Caddy, anxiously "I want to know about
lv*. ithd footc back again as soon as you Krclt “are 1 •h®1 "light be averted. Miss Ro- Olive. I've been so selfish not to think of
' 4M; If I didn’t almost forget ’ Such a Va learr‘llly'et aboul reslor'nR serre Olive She says she is not going to nnrry
Sigllhif Ifnulile makes folks selfish—you’tc si* far‘ir or':'‘n ,n lhelr old rplaces. Frank Thurston, as her mother wrote—’’
going In It ■ married, ain’t you ?" M ss Caddy heard her and sent Olive to “I broke the engagement, that’s all," said

(hum filmed « painfully flushed face to- u-T-ml -, . , , , Olive, nervously handling the knob of the
welds hg' ft .in the doorway. 101 her if she don t want to kill me to door. "Frank wouldn’t give in about living
J*'" l,M « *'"« '° *>' mar™d-" «he i„g seff ho* meàn and selfiTI'^e bet.' h°U'e ""y °“ °f ,he *"d

She's young" (Miss Robena was fifty, and “You let such a little thing as that come
her sister fifty six , “and she ought to have between you ? ' gasped Miss Caddy Iron,
a chance to be a little mite frivolous if she her pillows. 7
wants to! „ ... „ , ‘ Such a little mite of a thing!” echoed

you that I was f ive called to Mm Robena to come up- Miss Robena. “I don’t see how you could I 
Miss Robena, ten- ' ... . „ . Of course there wasn’t any real affection be-

OllVPIy while (hey sipped their tea. l'L ,houl!ht ol a compromise, she said. tween you."
"I have been wondering why you and have some paper in our attic that is tx- “Yes, there was,” faltered Olive. And

AmiiI Cuddy ihti'i have separate rooms,” ,cl y 'kc that on the sitting room wall, then she firmly strangled a sob in her throat.
4»ld Ibg diplomatist reflectively. “It is nice '- andcr s room was fatner s once, you know, “I’ve been taught better he e I’m going
to llgflg ymtt (flings on just what hook you ,m e remembered the piper, and when he slr.dghi home to make up with Frai k !”
hlfg !" y •?* s,,me hke it, he bought it for our guesi M ss Caddy sat upright in her bed as

Miss Roligna dropped back in her chair , ,am er- ' ere were two or three rolls O ive fled. "Now what can she mean,
Slid «sped h/f breath. left—lully enough In paper the disco’otcd si-ier by saying she has been taught belter

1 Wg're always had the same room I P , V 1 hen. Aunt Roliena, y u won I be h-re ?" she said. “We never should have
ng*t-f dgted In think of such a thing !” she mm^ied if there ,sn i anything to cover ,t had a difference about any little thing.”
»4ld III g thrilling Whisper. "Besides, .here hut Aunt Lucy s hair wreath-and Aunt - Interior.
I.wi mhgf r„,„„ that I could have. There’s (-addy won t feel as ,1 you were. 
llIHlhgfs rmr tilhil we could not bear to use ' ” R ;l,ena ™d lha‘ " d'd scem a! '< 11 
Slid the spate room -we must have a spare WCre a'**! |,ro»'d*n“ lhal 9 !vc had ,
mom, idt'Miltse and little l/.ander's that P pCV kt' ». She never had been to Rons-
Wfi fitwpf hate opened ” mouth since she could remem >er withou» nv grace s. rich.mono.

should Nke that if I wer^ vn.." C1:.i looking tor it at all the paper hangers’.
I Him boldly "It isn’t as if he Lk And Miss Caddy wept feebly and said that ,l was wllh a naelanchrly face and dis-
JmwI IHVMe him here with his wife » o h i 11 was 'han she deserved, but if Ro- couragerl legs that R inert Kendrick dragged 
411») y.m'll gel all over that feelimr I" d ^ bena could be happy so, she should die hap. himself into the family sitting room on his 

Miss Kobeha arose and shut the dining- I"er kn°T” ,ha' lh“' "'d «ere,ary stood re ur" from school on Tuesday afternoon,
room door. "|n„i,|, ,hould h(:r v " p, between Ih. Windows jus. where il had stood k,r™'ed wllh interrogation,.
- *|«I shg wool,I fain, away !" ,he said when shc was a K”1' i ^ha^'he 'T.a»”'B"bby ?”
■ lldf whgfl II jixlbah Driver comes for the Robena cried and clung to her when she , !jllunk| d m EnK1,,h ht again. Bob ? _ 
fill f lggftlfltj I’m g ling to hav that room 'a|ked of dying. She said hard things didn’t Won Bess go to the rink with you
' Nfitri <nâ lake it U my own ! I've g”n^ miner anyway when people loved earn ym not feeling well, Rob dear?’
‘o hi, Itow, that I may as well go a finie "lhcr' she wondered how she could ever Th fr,,.T lls m"ther’ II was ,mal1 eon:
<4Mhgf, though I do fee, a lerrifify reckless "ave been so foolish a, to think they did. Her son , countenance suggested

mt'.h^^'.l'.^ritmed Y,u ^ """* W”'d =" »" *».

fhFlM««d|l,!*!oïlllr,kil1 ,;ai!1dy* d',y°"?'’ , "Ves, you shall !" cried Miss Caddy firm- “Worse'" any ol thou," he grunted.
Iieomfim. .a.! » «nd spoke with ly. "And you shall hive the dining-room "Well,-tell us what I"

ifiî'h' l say there s noth- clock over on the bracket! How did I "Cot ,o write a thing on -Mo,art a, a
'Imlh ifMhl I* PM1 ’ hu ’ afler al!; 1,11 a known? I.iay Forbush told me you'd Composer,'” Bob groaned, burrowing among

va 1 ‘-«“of.1» »o sensitive moved it, when she came over to see me the cushions and kicking out with both feet

The Inglenook.

»

fi<f the Ian Ts sake !” exclaimed 
i rt ldv< 4*#e heard—" 

yMHP the dimhg rocm.
But Olive had

,!t Caddy told
ofiviH# het ( tarv.” said

The Essay Bob Did Not Write.
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