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FTER all it was not na sorious
g offence. At a calimer moment,
Rosamupd might have laughed

at it, but just theu she was blinded by
rago. Sho had made horsclf ridiculous
in tho eyos of Mr. Thurndale, and
by telling Cloment of the affair, she

will como to your senses, and rocollect how a
{acdy should act under any circumstancos.”
And so thoy parted, he going up hill, and
sho down, dushing tears of mortitication and
disuppoiatment from hor eyes as she weat.
Qir Blonday Rossmond loft Calanoosio,
sho ealled at tho post oftice for her letters
on her way to tho station. There was only
one ; hor face went scarlot when sho saw the
hand writing, she put it in her pocket, and
oponed it in the train. This was what it
contained :—
¢ 1f +ha photographa of the house on the
Lonerock Ro.-d, are finished, will Miss For-
rier kindly -erap them up and put them
aside, ready to bo called for, in case sho
should be o1t when the messenger comes?"
“\Wretcl sd boy!"” said Rosamond, * he

startod a tale in Calanoosie concerning

antio routino of woman's work in her
quiet little home. Spring timo has faded
into haying, and haying into harvest, and
niow thoe leaves havo fallen, and tho rowan
berrics, and scarlot hips and haws, aro the
only color in the baro country. Bye and
bye the ministor leaves. Calanoosie isn
sort of purgatory on earth for the unfor-
unate young ministers who aro sont
thero; it is a fiery furnaco of trial with
its watchful criticizing oyes, its hard work
and poor pay. Tho Rov. James Thorn-
dule succumbed very soon. Theold house
is therefore left desolute once more,
apparontly its last brief romance is ended.
Rosameond coming down in the Fall with-
out her camera, to pay a flying visit at
Mrs. Longton's, where Clement still

horsolf and Nod Vanstono which would
never dio out but gather in the tell-
ing: worst of all to think of, Ned|
Vaustone himself must have been laugh-
Ing in his sleove at her all the time, a8
hie drove hor backwards and forwards on
her myaterious orrands.

She walked wrathfully down theo hill.
Tho familiur figuro she had learnt to lovk
for, wus coming towards her, alas, that
Fato should bring him across her path
just then! The intensity of her aunoy-
ance made her rostrain herself, sho gave
him a cold bow, aud would havo passed
on, but ho stopped hor.

* \What, are wo not on speaking terms ?
Miss Forrier,” with a sudden chango of
tone, **is it truo that you are leaving on
Monday 1"

¢« It is quite true,” she answered, look
“ing him full in the face, but he had low-
cred his cyes. Guilt! thought Rosa-
mond.

¢1—1 wanted to know if I might
drive you to the station on Monday. 1’
will provide somothing bettor than tho‘
waggon if I may,” with an attompt at a
laugh.

*“No thank you, Mr. Vanstone, I have
had too many drives with you already.”

Tho long lashed bruwn cyss wero
raised and looked at hor in mute astonish.
mont.

*Wo will aay guod biyo here,” con
tinued Rosamond, ¢ thank you for any
troublo you may have taken on my bo
halt.”

Nod Vaustono touk off his cap and,
howed low, with a mocking smile growing |
about his mouth. !

s Oh, I have to return you this,” said ;

HURRAH FOR

From Arl League Souvenir,

JANUARY-

Rosamond, suddenly pausing, as she was| :
turning away. Sho drow out her purse ™MOAUS 10 brazen it out to tho last, and pre-

and took throo one dollar bills from it. 1 tend that ho did not doit.”

Nod lookoed at thom.

*I gon't understand yuour moming,‘,

but you have insulted me sufficiontly, | . .
alroady Miss Forrier. Koejs your monog." far as having lost tho two brightost figures

“T Tofuso to have it,” Rossmond ro. t\}.ut ltmd Iately ]tmddon xtauhllly roads. i x\ho.d
ded. and dropned tho bills at his | | A0stono no longer rattlos along in his
;op;" AR vpe 0 LIS AL BN eaggon, singing as ho goos, or chats with
N ) ' . thoidlo group of loungers in tho village post
Nod swmihing aw.cotJy. but with 'blwng oftico; tho littlo photographic Iady nover
oyos, stuopod, picked up tho bills and  now meots the morry young man on the
toro them acroas, i Lonerock Road, or waits within her studio,
*“Tho hirds poasibly may be more:to portray the nativos of Calancosic. Tho
avaricious,™ ho said seattening the bits to studio itsolf has vanished, » choowe factory is
the winds. ** GGuod afternoon, Mim Fer  boeing oroctod on tho spot. Nod is toiling
tior, I dv uot know who has boeh poison- | with book and pen in tho busy city Rosa.
ing your mind, some day, porhaps, you mond is going through the ordinary unrom-

Cuarrrr IT1.
Calanoosio is dosorted at Iast, at least so

boarded, quito thought so. Sho would
stroll somotimes with a rathor wistful
faco, past tho deserted place. Was it
only six months ago, sho would wondor,
sinco that gay young voice wont singing
down the road,

*“There no'er can bo a now house,

Will seem so dear to me!™

What a fuss sho had made about shat
unfortunato lettor ! What a littlo thing
it scomod now, looking back over six
months—a piocco of boyish folly! How
absurd, even undignified, cortainly un-

gpmch horaolf, taking all tho blamoupon
“hor own shouldors, as wo all do at timos,
:ofwn. alas? too Iatein thoday. Wellit
"had boon a ploasant aoquaintanceship,

1adyliko, hor angor! So she would re-

began and ended the pleasant spring-
time,—let it go.

Mrs. Longton, Rosamond and Clement,
wore sitting round the supper tablo one
ovoning in the old fashioned kitchen with
its heavy beams, and lattico windows—a
cheery little party, Rosamond severely
rating Clement for having helped himself
to the last piece of hot buttered toast.
Suddenly Clement broke out irrelevantly.
**Say, Rosamond, did you ever find out
who sent you that letter last May 2"
“Yes,” saia Rosamond, stifily, ** of
course it was Mr. Vanatone.”

tThat I am positive it was not,” ro-
turned Clement, who had got over his
momentary pique sbout the matter, ¢ for
I was talking to him about it after yon
left, aud he was as puzzled as could be,
and as innocent as & baby.”

*¢ Iio was protending,” said Rosamond,
with a slight curl of the lip, but anyone
Jooking closely might haveseen an expres-
sion of uncertainty gather in her oyes,
sho looked with knitted brows at her
cousin.

““ That ho was not, I'll stake my life on
it. Men don’t tell lies to other men
about such things as that. He declared
up and down that he knew nothing about
it. I think ycu owe him an apology.
¥rom all T hear, you were pretty hard on
him,” wound up Clement virtuously,
with his happy knack of forgetting his
own short comings in any matter.

“* He shall have it,” said Rosamond
faintly, **if ever I sco him again.”

* Which you're not likely to do,” re-
joined her cousin, *‘ though I believe his
people oxpect hin home for Christmas,
but that is more than a month off, and
you leave next week. But to return to
the writer of this letter, it is more com-
plicated than ever. It must have been
the ghost! "

A few days later Rosamond had
occasion to go along tho Lonerock Road
on an orrand for Mrs. Longton. On her
way back, she glanced at the white house.
Hero tho first little romance of her lifo
had begun and ended.  She paused a fow
monents by the roadside, in the red sun-
set light and keen frosty air.

Hark! was it only in her imagination,
that & voice camo singing down the road
the road.

“Tho auld house, the auld house,
\What though tho rooms were wee §”

No, it was not imagination, Ned Van-
stono himself was coming swiftly down
tho road. She stepped forward to bar
his progroas, just as he had oncoe stopped
her, coming down the hill at Calanoosie.

“Mr. Vanstono! " she cried.

To her horror, constornation and sur-
priso, Nod Vanstone taised his hat, made
hor a swooping bow, and —psased on. She
oould not vun after him, sho could not
beg him to stop or cAll her apology after
him. Teavs of mortificationbeganto gather
for tho second time, in hor cyes, for Rosa-
mond really liked this young man, she
had thought far moro about im that past
summer, than she would have cared to
have owned. Sho walked dojoctedly
homo and had no appotite for tho cakes
Mrs. Longton had mado ospecially for

her tea.



