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",George Ma1«itland is an insuft'er-
able prig, I think, mnammia. Our
boys are gentlemen at any rate;
and it is îîatuî'al thiey shiould wisli
to enijoy life. 1 t1iink iMarion re-
quires a word as well uis the boys.
It is twentv minutes to nine, and a
quarter past elfght is supposed to be
our breakfast lîour. I have been
do'vnstairs sinec lhalf-past seven,
and miust confess I should like a cup
of coflèe nio%."

"\Vell, whiy don't you have it?
There is nothing to hind er you."

",No, buit it is best to sit down ae
a f.tmily," said Janet, ln lier priai
fash ion. ",Why, there is Marion
conîing Up the avenue. She is re-
forming, surely, whien shie takes a
consti tutional before breaifast. Sh e
looks veî'y sober, ais if she liad not
greatly enjoyed it."

In a fewv seconds the breakfast-
roorn door opened, and Mrs. Keith's
second daughiter entered the roomn,
and going Up to lier mother's side,
put lier arrn rondê lier, and kissed
ber a ff'ection atel y.

"9Oh, w~hat a cold face, child ; you
inake me shiiver-!" excluimiied Mrs.
Keith, drawincg back. "tWhiere have
vou beeni? Whatacolour you have!
Quite like a milk-maid's, isn't if,
Janeit ?"

"CRatiier. It is not for complexion's
sake you require a morning's walk,

Maln"said Janet Keith, lifting
bier cold, keen, blue eycs to hier
young sister's round, ruddy face.
"I 1 vas saying to inammat- you were
surely turning over a new le.if."

Mýarlon Keithi pulled off' lier gloves
and turned lier hcad quickly away.
A liastv retort w~as on lier lips, but
she î'epressed it, -,nid again approacb-
ingi lier' mot.lier's chair, kt;eit dowvn
on the heaî'th. Slîe %v'as flie vounglest
of' the faiiiily, and -he leaist spoiled.
Si-e was oîîly seventeen, but looked
young foir lîi'r years, being stilI, as
Janet often told lier, an aw'kward
school.g-irl. But tiiere -wvas some-
thing sweet anîd winintg about lier,
and the deep browiî eye bazd an

earnest, tender gleam, wvlich, bc-
tokened a warm and loving hecart.

"ýChild, your nose is as i-ed as a car-
r'ot! Wliere have you beenP" pur-
sued M1rs. Keith, looking flot wvitli
approval on the offending feature.

"I was out, mamma," said M)aî'ion,
vaguely. «"I met the postman in
tlic Grange Road, and there is a let-
ter for you."

"Where is it ? W lîo is it from?"
"It is fromn Tafiai; a black-edged

letter addi'essed, in a, strange hanid-
writing. Whîat can be -,vrong?"
said M1arlon> dî'awing it slowly from
bier pocket.

"&Rea«,ch me my eycglass," said
Mfrs. Keith, starting up. «"I aiin
at'raid it will be bad news of your
Uncle James. Hie wvas poorly last
time Airlie wrote."

Marion looked on eagerly -%vhile
lîi'r mother adjusted bier eyeglass
and broke the seal of the ominous-
looking letter; even Janet suspend-
ed lier work, and waited with some
interest to hear the news.

siIf is just as I thought, girls;
your poor Uncle James lias suc-
cunibed to that frightful climate at

lat"said Mî's. Keitb, running bier
eye over the brief commnunication,
"-The letter is fromn the IRev. Mr. Bal-
four, who fortunately bappened to
be at the station wlien bie died. This
is what lie says:

"'MISSION STATION,
'T-HAI, LiVINOSTONIA,

"'October 1.41h, 1S-.

MýIAIDA,-It iS Withl deep regret I
have to ixiforin you of the laniented deafli
of Mr. Keith, whichi took p)lace this muiria-
ing, at d.tybreak'. Somne weeks ago lie was
seized wit.b foyer, and as this is bis third
attack, tlwro wvas nu hiope entertained of
lmi froin the tirst. Ilo becaiiie conscious
towards the eund, and added a word of
happy confirmation to the already gliorious
and abiding- testiniony of bis noble and
unselfislb life. Be is an irmparab)le loss
to the cause and to the pour mratures
amlonig whoiii lie bias su hieroically laboiired
Mid fur vhorn hoe lias gî'on iip su nîuch.
lie ivili ho laid to rest beside Mrs. Keitli.
Miss Keitli is wonderfiully sustaineci by a


