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A Diplomatic Mission.
Y SOPHIE SWEET,
Cimtinned from last week.

"We t6ld y wir father, Robena and I, that
Luander was doad to usand we didn’t care
ti hiedt aiigihing ahout him—after the way
he biad tredied ue," said Miss Caddy with an
G Ehit Dt 1 dont know as it's any
h ik 165 itie to hope that he's been brought
14 @ hie et inin | and has got a good wife —
taigh 1 don't expect that Robena would
i1 griention his name ! Olive—" Miss
Carlidy Teaned forward suddenly and spoke in
a bii-ky whispi o~ “does the baby take after
ot lks any 2"

"Es thie dearsst little girl! T went to see
thei fasi spring in New York—mother
<1y she luoks just like your mother,” said
i

"R, woilda't 1 like to s2e her,” gasped
Miss iy, Iying back upon her pillows,
CHE Kotiena wonld never let me.  Oh, if
| haveii'i fiad a time with Robena ! But
there shie is ealling you ! Run and get your
ted, ahd enmmie back again as soon as you
can: 1 Edidn't almost forget ! Such a
sight of traible wakes folks selfish—you're
Eing o bis married, an't you 2"

(ive tietied a painfully flushed face to-
Vid"i; et froim the do rway,

"'er. Vit hot going to be married,” she
S

"Why fur the land’s sake " exclaimed
Miss Caddy, “we heard - But Olive had
BOfiE t0 the dining room,

Ul exjpect Caddy told you that 1 was
Ariving het crazy,” said  Miss Robena, ten-
tatively while they sipped their tea.

"I fiave fieen wondering why you and
Auit Caddy dom't have separate rooms,”
sl the diplomatist reflectively. It is nice
Ilr&h-;‘uq youit things on just what hook you
ke I

Miss Kubienia drapped back in her chair
ahd gasped for breath,

“We've alwigs had the same room. 1
never died o think of such a thing " she
said i # thrilling whisper. “Besides, there
1374 61hef toom that T could have. There's
MGLhEr's f60 1 that we could not bear to use,
and the Spiate toom —we must have a spare
196, of €ctitse —and little 1=ander’s that
WE Rever have opened.”

1 skl take that if T were you,” said
Olive bioldly: — “1t isn't as if he were derd.
Justinvite i hete with his wife and baby
and you'll get all over that feeling 1"

Miss Kobietia arose and shut the dining-
faom dut:  “If Caddy should hear you I
Cxpeet she woild faint away 1 she said,
“But wheni H pzibah Driver comes for the
fall eleaning U'in g ving to hav: that room
tleaned and take it for my own ! Ive gone
80 faf, fiow, that 1 may as well go a little
farther, though 1 do feel a terribly reckless
and wicked woman, It fairly makes me
feel lightheadsd 1o think of having a room
where 1 eoiild put things where I liked and
1uve theti evety day if 1 wanted to ! You
Aon't thirk it would kill Caddy, do yon ?”
she leaned luwards Olive and spoke with
emilins eatfiestness.  “1 say there’s noth-

0 the matier with her, bu , after all, Pm a

lible afraid | Caddy is so sensitive.”

A cry, sharp and insistent, came suddenly
to their ears before Olive could think of a
diploatic answer—a cry of distress.

“She is dying ! O Caddy, Caddy, and 1
have killed her !"” cried Miss Robena, as
they rushed up stairs.

Miss Caddy was sitting up in bed trembl-
ing violently.

“I don’t know what’s the matter, the cold-
ness and the trembling came so suddenly,”
she gasped. ‘I expect I'm dying, sister
dear, 1 wa'n’t hardly a mite sick when I
went to bed, yesterday! T thought you
would be scared and put the things back, I
expect I haven't treated you right Robena.
I've been so set—"

*You had a 1ight to have the things as
they had always been if you felt so about it,
and 'twas mean and selfish in me to insist !”
cried Miss Robena with penitent tears.
“I've worried you into a fit of sickness, and
1 shall never forgive myself !”

Olive flew for the doctor. He said th:t
Miss Caddy had a nervous chill, she was in
danger of having nervous fever, but with
great care that might be averted. Miss Ro-
bena tearfully et about restoring the secre-
tary and the parlor organ to their old places.
M ss Caddy heard her and sent Olive to
remonstrate.

“Tell her if she don’t want to kill me to
let them be I" she cried.  “I've got a realiz-
ing se1se of how mean and selfish I've been.
She’s young”  (Miss Robena was fifty, and
her sister fifty six), “and she ought to have
a chance to be a litle mite frivolous if she
wants to !”

O ive called to Miss Robena to come up-
stairs,

“I've thought of a compromise,” she said.
“W have some paper in our attic that is cx-
actly ke that on the sitting room wall.
Lezander’s room was father's once, you know,
and he remembered the paper, and when he
saw some like it, he bought it for our guest
cham er. Tiere were two or three rolls
lefi—tully enough to pap:r the disco'ored
place. Then, Aunt Robena, you won't be
mortified it there isn't anything to  cover 1t
but Aunt Lucy’s hair wreath—and Aunt
Caddy won't feel as it you were.”

Miss R :bena said that it did seem as if it
were a real providence that O ive had some
piper like it.  She rever had been to Ports-
mouth since she could remember without
looking for it at all the paper hangers’.
And Miss Caddy wept feebly and said that
it was more than she deserved, but if Ro-
bena could be happy so, she should die hap-
pier knowing that the old sccretary stood
between th: windows just where it had stood
when she was a girl.

Robena cried and clung to her when she
talked of dying. She said hard things did:'t
matter anyway when people loved eacn
other. She wondered how she could ever
have been so foolish as to think they did.

“If the Lord will only spare us to live to
gether, Caddy, I'll never move another
thing "round ! never in this living world !"
she cried, ch kingly,

“Yes, you shall ! cried Miss Caddy firm-
ly.  “And you shall hive the dining-room
clock over on ‘the bracket ! How did [
know it 2 Lizy Forbush told me you'd
moved it, when she came over 1o see me

this morning !  And I said to myself that T
would never get up off this bed till you had
moved it back again | was as wicked as
that, and now the Lord has punished me
with these terrible icelings | I want you
should leave it on the bracket, Robena !’

“It’s just a little bit of a thing, Aunt Ro-
bena,” Olive interpo-ed soothingly. “Smll
differences ought not to count when people
have a real affcction for each other.  And,
Aunt Caddy, you must make haste to get
well and have Le.nder and his wife and
baby to visit you, for I know Aunt Ro-
bena wants them !”

The two elderly women looked in each
other’s faces and laughed a little and cried a
little, hoth at once.

“He was only sixteen. I've been wonder-
ing, that you couldn’t forgive him, Robena !”
murmured Caddy.

“Why, I did, long ago! T thought you
were too—too set,” faltered Robena,

‘I have been a terribly set old woman,”
said Miss Caddy penitently. “But I naver
shall be again. Only—I will live long
enough to see little Leander and his wife
and baby ! it's such a ridiculous thing that
he's got a wife and baby ! " and Miss Caddy
emiled into her siste’s face.

“Olive, I'm glad you came!” said Miss
Robena.  “Now we must go away and let
dear Caddy get calm.”

‘ No, not yet—not yet !" interposed Miss
Caddy, anxiously. I want to know ahout
Olive. I've been so selfish not to think of
Olive.  She says she is not going to marry
Frank Thurston, as her mother wrote—"

“I broke the engagemen.t, that’s all,” said
Olive, nervously handling the knob of the
door.  “Frank wouldn't give in a'out living
in his old house away out of the village and
—and—"

“You let such a little thing as that come
between you ?” gasped Miss Caddy from
her pillows,

‘Such alittle mite of a thing !I” echoed
Miss Robena.  *I don’t see how you could !
Of course there wasn’t any real affction be-
tween you.”

“Yes, there was,” faltered Olive. And
then she firmly strangled a sob in her throat,
“I've been taught better here I'm going
straight home to make up with Frai k "

M.ss Caddy sat upright in her bod as
O e fled. “Now what can she mean,
sister. by saying she has been taught better
here 2" she said.  “We never should have
had a diffcrence about any little thing.”
— Interior,
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The Essay Bob Did Not Write.
Y GRACE S, RICHMOND.

It was with a melancholy face and dis-
couraged iegs that Robert Kendrick dragged
himself into the family sitting room on his
return from school on Tuesday afiernon.
He was greeted with interrogations.

“What’s the matter, Bobby ?”

“Flunk:d in English lit again, Boh ?"

“Won't Bess go to the rink with you ?”

“Are you not feeling well, Rnb, dear ?”
This from his mother. It was small won-
der.  Her son’s countenance suggested
scvere inward pain of some sort.

He flung his school-books upnn the table,
his cap and ulster upon a chair, and himself
full length upon the sofa-pillows on the
couch,

“Worse'n any of those,” he grunted.

“Well,—tell us what !”

“Gat to write a thing on *‘Mozart as a
Cowposer,’” Bob groaned, burrowing among
the cushions and kicking out with bath fect
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