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% You can't have the prettiost mug of all, 'm
sorry to say,” Couny informed me, when she had
satisfied hersell 1 could want nothing iore;
s herause 1 broke it last week, I'm nut generally
clumsy, you know, but [ did do that, aund it had
ruses on it, and green leaves,”

I expressed my conviction that it must liave
Lieen very attractise, prufcssing wyself at the
same time full of admiration of the mug I was
using, and Counny’s sense of hospitality was
satistied.

“ Conld you tell me a story ? she inquired,
sidling down trom her high chair, when all the
bread-and-butter was eaten up, and her sister
had refused to cut her any more : **or dont you
feel well enough 2

“ 1k tell you what, Con,” said her sister, de-
cisively, * you'll get no story till youre dressed
for dessert, Go and bave your har brushed, -
your hands washed, and your trock changed, and |
then you may come and sit with Mr., Stevens
while I dress for dinuer,’ '

So Conuy ran off, and I was left with Made-
leine, with the warm glow of the nursery fire
throwing red lights on her browan hair, and
brightening her sweet face into new beauty. At
such a moment, who could have believed she
was a coquette, before whose witchery young
and old fell alike, fondly believing the while
they had “made an impression”? Long I sat
thus, drinking in long draughts of happiness,
building castles of colossal height, all to be in-
habited by onc cnchantress whose wickedness
took the form of beauty, whereby she catangled |
the hearts of men, wouwng them to love her by
her gentleness, anving them to madness by the
laugh in her eyes.  But tlus beautiful witch had
said that she loved ine, had promised to come
and live in Y, fine castleg, and inhabit my gh
towers, and from henceforth the sole responsi-
bility of controlling her rested with me and my
restruning band.  And I was no ways afrad.
Love 15 a strung subduer; now, situng besude
me, her bands clasped in mine, and her blue
eyes watctung my castles fade and die outan
the fire, Prior was as far from her thoughts as
from those of little Conny, who, 1n white frock
and coloured rtibbons, had returned from ablu-
tons, as fresh and as bright as a daisy, and was
now standing beside me, watching our quict
happiness with sumc impatience and a httle
scorn.

“ Poor Con,” said Madeleine, rousing = little,
and blushing under the cluld’s scrutiny 2 ¢ how
stupid we all are, arn't we? [ should soon have
gone to sleep if you had not come in. I think
1t st be the tea; that and the fire combined.
How are you going to amuse Mr. Stevens while
I'm Qressing for dinner 7”

«J' shall show him things,” said Conny,
promptly. Aud Madeleine left me to amuse-
ment,

# Now for the story,” T said, drawing Conny,
two puzzles, and & toy pump, up to a place on
my knee, and stroking her curls. ¢ What'sit to
be about? I can tell youa story about any-
thing you like,” I declared rasbly ; and Conny
instantly put me to open shame.

“Then tell me,” she said, holding on by her
pump, and settling herself into a position of per-
fect ease, with a delighted consciousness that it
would be beyond niy powers: ¢ tell me the story
Madeleine tclls me the nights you don't come
here.”

1 was completely taken aback. Some story
of Madecleine's?  Madeleine, whose brilhant
imagination could keep Couny quiet fur an hour
together ?

“ You would never guess, I see,’” said Conny,
s what 12 g, and if yon dont guess, you cant,y
of course, tell it.  Shall T tell it to youinstead ?,
I know it now as well as Madeleine, I think,*

« You have heard 1t very often, then 7°

“ Very often,” assented Conny . “ every night
when you don't come here, Madeleine comesand
sitg 1n that low chair, and takes me on her lap. |
She turns up her pretty grey silk, you huow, for
fear I should creasc it aud 1 sit on hier petticont,
and she tells me the story.”

% Alwways the same onc?”

¢ Always the same,” said Conny, shaking hcrl
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cutls, “but T don't get tived, it's su pietty, and
the end is ditferent sometimes,”

“The end is different, Conny

“Phere are two ends 1 said Conny, explitin-
g, Yune s very pretty indeed. Madeleine likes
that one beste 1 think she tells it oftenest, but
sumetimes she tells the othier end, aud then she
is su yuiet and grave, awd viice when 1 Kissed
her, her fiace was all wet.”

“I'm afeaid it will be toosad, Conny , | think
I't] hear the othier end first,  Begiwg, please.”

“Well, dun’t wriggle,” said Conny, evidently
beginning from the usual starting-point, and the
story was commenced,

« Once upon & time,” said Conny, “ there was
a young lady who had two lovers, one very good,
and one very bad,  They were both very fond of
hery and very polite.”  (Conuy’s nution of love-
making was politeness carricd to its extreme
Hmit)  “ And she liked them both, one in her
heart, and one in her manaer,”

Here Conuy gave a little gasp,
like it,” she asked.

¢ Excessively,” I assured her, “but 1 dont
understand, Conny, famd one in her manner.’
That was rather odd, wasn't it ?”

¢/ thought s0,” sud Couny, doubtfully, % but
Madeleine said, ¢ Nv, it often happened.”  And 1
suppose she knows 77

¢ Probably,” I agreed, and the story went on,

# The good one, the one she liked in her heart,
you know, had to go away fur a long time,
where he couldn’t see herat all.  And while he
was gone, the bad one came in, aud brought her
bouk+—story-books, I suppose~and gave her a
paint-bos, aud o doyg with a collar, and went out
for rides with her, and touk her at night to hear
music.  Very polite, wasa't it 2" Couny looked
up in my face, aud she didw’t understand the ex-
pression she saw there.  “ You don't Like it
she said; « 1 shall leave off.”

“[ do like it, Conny , it's my ba.k makes me
lonk so  Go on, dear. 1 want to hear the end.
\What did the young lady do? Tahe the things
he brought her? Enjoy the rildes and the music?
Throw the ab:ent one over ™

¢ 1 don't understand you,” said Conny, in her
most sensible manner. % How conld she throw
him over when he was away ; and what should
she throw him over 2 Very silly " Having ex-
pressed her opinion, Conny went quickly on,
that she might not be blamed for having givea

“ Do you

.

¢ Well! ITe tatked, and talked (the bad one
did), and said suchnice things, that sometines
he didu't seam bad at all, Madeleine said : though
he was always really, you know.  Andshe could
not help liking him very much,and thinking it
would be very pleasant to bave all his beautiful
things for her very own, and go and live with
him in bis fine large bouse. Did 1 tell you he
wanted her to go and hive with him?” asked
Conny, breaking off.

% The end, Conny; did she say she would ?”

“ Why, no,” said Conny,at once sensibly, and
with impatience: “that wouldut have been
ending happily, would it, when the other one
was good ? He was the best fellow in the world,”
Madeleine said.

# Goodness is not always appreciated.”

Taere was bitterniess in my toue, and Conny
lifted the pump i reproof. |

& Always,” she said, ® whea things end hap-
pily.”

She bad no intention of moralising, but im-
agined she was stating a fact,,

« \Well, Conny 7

“ Well, shie thought all this, till she remem-

bered the other one, and hew fond he twas of

her, and how polite hic bad ahways been, though
he had not nearly such beantiful tiungs as the
bad one had, which, of course, prevented him
froin bang as polite as could have been wished.
When she remcinbered this, shic told the bad one
hie might live in his fine house himself, and keep
all Lz Leautiful things (here Conay got con-
sulerably excited, she spohe with flasbing eyes,
and hauds that gesticulated, dealing me bluws
with her puzzlies and pump), # that she dida't
want them, and wouldn't live with him, because
she loved the good onc better than she bad ever,
cver, ever, ever, loved him.  And so do 1, said

Conny, winding up rather nbruptly, and siding
with virtue,  “[Isn't it preity 7”

The pull up was so very sulden that 1 was
not prepared with an culogium.

“Don't you like it?" asked Conny, disap.
pointed at my silence. “It's so pretty when
Madeleine tells ity and much longer. T thiuk |
spoilt it with my words.”

“ Like it? [v's peifectly charming.
thinking it over, Cun dear,
liear the other end now.”

“ I always say, ¢ If you're not tired,"” said
Conny, suggesting.

I repeated the formula, and wag indulged di.
rectly.

« The other end is pretty, but very sad. When
the good one came back, he found that the beaw.
titul young lady—>Madeleine didun't say she wag
beautiful, but 1 like to think that shie was—had
—gone—so—fur—with—the—bad—one ¥ (the
words came very slowly bero; Conny was evn.
dently speaking from memory)—¢¢ that—there
—was—no—drawing back.”

¢ What bappened then?” I asked ; for the soft
voice broke off suddenly.

“ [ don’t kuow,” said Conny, looking fright.
ened.  “ I'm afraid sho forgot the good one, and
went to live in the big house, among all the fie
things, and that they dida't made her happr, for
Madeleine cries so—at least she does sometimes
—and sometimes she only kisses ine, and sing,
till 1 go ofl' to slecp in her arms such pretty sad
songs "

‘There were no red flashes from the fire now,
the room was fast filling with shadows.

 Isu't that sud ”" whispered Conny, clingiog
tome a little, not diking the silence, and secretly
afraid of the dark.

“ Very sad.”

It duesn't do to mind it, thougl,” she sa.d,
trying to cowbine consolation with sense, © be.
cause it's only a story, aud not really true, you
Kaow. I douw't supposc there ever was a beaut.
ful young lady with one bad and one good , anl
you know there were two cnds, and [ wean t
believe the bappy one. Won't you?”

¢« Dinner, Jack !" said a beautiful young lads
ina grey silk dress, and I rose at the sound o
lier voice.

The dinaer was perfection ; all my favourit
dishes had been thought of.  Never had I see
Prior to such advantage. Ic monopolised Mr.
Flutters, and rarely approached the silk dres:
Madcleine and I had it all to ourselves, Aci
charming as she always was more than evers
on this cvening; happy, I suppose, in the cox
sciousness of her singular beauty, set off t0 ©
much advantage by the groy gown, the fallis
Iace of which showed her white shoulders as!
pretty round arms uncovered.

¢ Papa,” said Madcleine, when dinner wy
half over, taking a rose from a vase and fastec-
ing itinto ber belt, and looking at it & mowment.
“ 1sn’t Splutters 1ate??

Splutters was the only boy of the family, %
catled by a facetious uncle,

“ Is Master Tom in, John 7”

¢ Just in, sir,” {said the butler, grinning a lit
tle; ¢ but he's all over green paint.  He most
bave knocked up against something, 1 thiok
hie's gone up-stairs to change his things, I wa
to tell you, miss; and he'll come in to dessen
with Miss Coustance.”

¢ Dessert!” said Prior. % I know very little
of Tom, if dessert will do for him.” Aol
Madcleine piled up a plate with solids for Splu-
ters.

Presently the door of the room opened with
rush, and the hope of the honse walked in, fo-
lowed by the sccond Miss Flutters without her
pinafore.

Conny pushed n chair between me and het
sister; Splutters plauted himself beside me, 224
stared at Prior.  * Late again, Splutters,” ss%
his father. “ Take your clbows off the table
sit, and don ¢ stare.”

“ Cold I' observed. Splutter, Jiscontentedl,
making digs at the solids with bis fork. * Cold
greens and lukewarm pic!  \Who's going to est
that, I wonder?”

“I'm glad it is cold,” roturned his father
“ If you cant come in, n time for dinner, yO3

I was
I should so like to



