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¢ Better take this umbrell, hadn't ye?"
votce from the shadows of the dingy doorway.

Miss Dean looked doubtfully at the combination of faded
cloth and uncertaio bones, then still more doubtfully at the
lowering, dripping sky, and accepted the fornier as the least
uf two evils. It was a theumatic, dispirited umbrella, worn
out by long battling against the storms of the wardd, It
protested sullenly and creakingly nst cvc:z eflost to
rasse o, and when protests did not avall, 1t ytelded suddenly,
and shot up with a vicious velocity, pinching the fingers
and cndanfering the cyes of its holder. After that one
flash of spirit, however, 1t dropped agmin, and one side
flopped dejectedly.

**One-sided and out of joint, like most other things that
fall to my lot,” murmured Miss Dean; ard then, with a
phy oxo?h she did not always display concerning the ** other
things,” she winrrled it round to the back, where it was at
least out of her sight.

*Ah, Miss Dean!” Professor Grosbeck joined her.
** Iisagreeable aftern op, ssn'tat 2™

The professor was not us cbcerini a sight as he might
have been had she not already seen him a dozen times that
day passing 1n and out of her room, and bestowing sharp
glances through his green spectacles upon her untuly pupils,
Bat he was just as gallant, He took her umbzella, and
holdiog 1t over her hesd at precisely the right angle to let
the rain drip from tbat depressed pomnt op her neck, dis-
coursed cloquently of & new writer on geology. It is diffi-
cult to grow very eathusisstic over gm? cal strata witha
a stream of cold water tnckling down one’s back, but Miss
Deso made the effs:t, even though she reflected that what-
ever the action of wwater on the formation of cosl, its action
on her new gray wrap would probably be to ruin it.  Did
she not koow the scorn with which Professor Grosbeck
would contemplate the shallow feminine mind that could be
distracted from weighty scientific subjects by the trivialities
of dress?

Once mside her own home, however, the marvellous
things ** under the earth * received but slight consideratioa,
She stadied the surface, and found it drciry enongh. The
dull school-room, the prosy professor, the rainy day, and
disagreeable walk were no new greivances. All were com-
mon and familiar, only her weariness of them seemed to
bave culminated this afternoon. She stood xt her window
and looked a2cross the wet street to the tow of bnildlng:
opposite. Beyond them were the sletpy niver snd the old
gray hills, veiled now by the mist and the smoke from the
tall mill chimneys which the heavy air beat back to carth
agaia. She bad a fancy that the atmosphere of the old
town beat back everythiop that tried to nise; she felt im-

atient of it, fettered by it, though it was her native air.

er gitlhood had slipped away through sweet days when
she was to happy to potice, throagh busy days too full of
care for her to think how they sped, and she was twenth-
nine vow. Was her life settling down like one of these
gray afternoons that only grew geayer and drearier until the
night blotted tLem out 2 she wondered.

Was there nothing for her but this dull, tiresome round?
Qut in the great busy world were grand men and women
living beautiful lives and doing noble work. If she could
come in contact with them!if she coanld esczpe from this
dwarsfed, commonplace existence, and find for herself the
golden op portunity somewhere §  She turned from the win-
dow with a sudden determination.

¢ \WWhy should I slways stay here, and be prudent and
economical, sirply because I have been taught to do 30?2
Meggins,” she said, when the door opened, **Y am going
away when vacation comes.”

sSzkes! ”’ commented Meggins, lucidly. ¢ Where?”

her to decide that, she reflected. Dear

+¢1 do not kaow yet.”

Tom would hel
old Tom?! She did oot expsct he would understand her
vague unrast.  He was content with Lis place as overseer in
the mills ; with looking after the work-people, settling ac-
counts, and keeping all the hemdrum wheels moving. Bat
whether he understood or not, he would help her as he had
always dope. He had never failed her in alrthc years since
they were children together. Hus watchfol glance suaght
her windowe daly as he passed to and fro, and his hand
was constantly leaving some token of rememberance in the
shape of choice fruit or 2 cluster of flowers on her sill. And
Tom did not carce for flowers cither, or she supposed he did
not becavsce he never attempted toaaclyze or ify thera—
though, 1ndeed he was not in the habst of picking any of his
pleasures to pie-es to sec what they were mude of. It was
enough that she liked them. She smiled as the remem-
bered what anthority her nuxes zod dislikes bore for Tom.
He had even czased to trouble hor with his carnest wish that
her cousinly relationship might change to = tenderer one
since he found how distastetal his plea was to her. Of
cour: such 2 thing could oot be. He was loyal, true-hested,
“ good as gold, but oaly cousiz Tom, after all,” she assured
herself, 2 part of the old life she was cager to escape from,

He looked looked round the pretty room that evening while
she tolu him her purpose, aod ovly his eyes said how
pleusant and eothe foand it, or expressed 2 wopnder at her
restless wish to away ; but she read the look, and an-.
swered it half-impatiently :

It 15m"t just a question of a home and pretty furniture,
tn cven of hard work and small wages, Tom ; it1s somethin

u}!c di]ﬁ:;a;tnx. I exn't explain; yoa would not undcmxns

if I could.”

¢ If you could explain “—with & slight emphasis on the
one word, which the might have rescated had she noticed
1it—"'1 might understand more thao you think. Howerer,
1 zm ot sayping yoa are oot nght, Maspie; it will be a
charge, and rest.”

She softened at the name; there wss no one clte who
calied her Margic now.

**You sce 1 am growiog old so fast, shesaid, ina quicter

suggested a

tone, “that if I aw ever todo do any good true work in
}he J%ldmythiug worth doing, I mean—it is time I
ourd t.”

A sudden suggestion leaped into Tom's gray eyes, but it
did not Jun hlﬁl‘;n. He onl{ ssid: .

0 )1d, with your face Margle! Nonscnse !

She flushed and laughed, woman-like. Of course she
liked to seem young to Tom ; but ina moment she resumed,

gnve‘g :
¢ What I bave said is true, nevertheless. 1 wantio ﬁo—
somewhere. I want to meet the real, carnest helpful lives
of the wozld—to sce what they are doing—and maybe I can
find a niche for myself. Itisall vague yet, Tom, but yon
will help me, I know."”

Across Tom's E‘mn.lc biara flashes the memory of a nur
sery thymae they had long agu les:ued together:

1 went to 2 place (I don't know where),
To meet somebody (I don't know who),
‘Who told me something (I don't know what),
And that is the reason I'll never tell you."

Heunderstood her far too well to quote it, or to argue with
her. She was one of those not uncommoa spirits who wish
* to follow the leadings of Providence by goiog ahead and
showing the way.”

 Surely, Margie," he answered stiffling a eigh, **I shal}
niss you, though ; you must remember that,”

The tnfling circumstance of het not knowing exactly what
she wanted to do made ita dithcalt and delicate task toald her
in doing it. But Tom did his best, and by the help of rail.
way , many discussions, and a few letters, thcy dis-
covered 2 lovely little nook, not any notoriety of
jts own to make it too expensiye for Miss Dean’s excheguer,
yet sufficiently near to notable places to allow of visiting
them at will. In short a quiet little bay from whence ons
might push ont into the great ocesn at plessure, It suited
her petfectly, Miss Dean declared, and with the Grst day
of vacation she was ready to depart.

‘Worthy Meggins wiped her cyes with a corner of her im-
racalate apron, and to take guod care of the plants.
It was significant of her softened fecl t§' that she dignified
them by that name instead of calling them ** green truck,”
as nnt.{ Tom looked disconsolate, but Mrrgaret’s heart
swelled exultantly as she waved ber farewell.  She watched
with dreemy eyes the panorama of hill, hamlet and wood
that flittea past_ber window that day, and filled the loog
bours with visioas. Her opportunity had come at last, and
she meant to improse it to &i utmost, She was free; she
would find the moet and best the wosld held.

The car door o d to sdmit a rush of wind, a puff of
smoke, and an unintelligible statement conccming'something
that sounded like ** moccasins ¥ or ** hogsheads,” Margeret
started, reflected, and settled quietly in her seat again.
Two micrtes later the door banged once more, a pair of eyrs
under a gilt-bended cap glared full upon her, and a hoarse
voice shouted, more distinctly.

o cars for Nozton and Meadville.”

¢ Ig that the train fur Noxton?” asked Margaret, making
her way to the orm.

¢ VYes, 'm. ere's your train, right across there.  Only
stop five minutes.”

And she was hurried away in the jostling throng, and found
herself breathless on board the other trein just as it began to
move. It proved a shorter éoumc) than expected. She
had miscalculeted the time by 25 hour or more, she s2id to
hersell, when Iater in the aftemoon ker destination was an-
pounced, and she found herself standing on the platform of
an unpretending little station, while the shrieking loccomo-
tive ruthed away on its conrse.  She was disappoiuted in ber
first view of the place. It was extremely quiet and country
like, and she scemed to be the only passenger who had

stopped there,  No sign of e swaitiog her or of any
conveyapce rewarded her anoxious glances, and she a
proached = boy who, ed in & wiadow of the rude beild-
11g, was swinging a pair of muddy boots and comfortably
whittling.

¢ This is Noxton, isn'tit?”

¢S s0."”

¢ Aren't you sure about it 2”

% Used to be; but, ye see, brother Jim has been up to
town 'tendin’ some lectures, an’ he's told me about ’em ; an’
pow him :.n'. me's zn epgnoggsticism—we don't infirm por
deny nothin'.”

The reply thoegh ansetisfactory, might have been regarded
as an evideoce that she was approaching the great centres
of thought and culture, but Margaret was in no mood to ap-
precizte it in that zspect, and she remarked, with the
asperity she was wont to assume towards refractory fnpﬂs.

** If you ever new the name of the placs, you know it now,
of course, Can you tell me where Mr. Grey lives?2 ™

Tre boy twisted his torn stre.w bat, and wavered between
a good-natured desire to gratify an anxjous fnquirer after
truth :mdwlzs longing to air his recent acquirements, He
com .

**Well, I won't say as there 13 2 Mr. Grey, an’ 1 won't
say as there aun't ; bat she lives in that square house up on
to the hill.” .

**\Who is ‘she’2"™

«* Miss Grey.”

Margaret reflected 2 moment, looked vainly for hes trunk,
and considered the smaller anticles of bagrage in ber portes-
sion. There appeared no reliable person about the pre-
mises to whom she enuld gppezl for =id or informnation.
She turned to the boy again, and profiered s bit of silves.

“ I will give you this if you will carry my satchel and
shawli-strep ©p to that bouse.”

The cyes uzder the straw hat sparkled, and their owner
forgot his new mistiness in absolute certainty.

#Golly! I'd do it as qnick 13 wink, marm, if the man
thet Sceeps this rznch hadn’t left me to take care of it while
he went up to the next siation, He jumped on to that tain
yOR come o, but he'll have to walk back, and he can't do
it for more'n kalf an Kocr yet, cohow.”

‘Waiting there-fora hour was not to be ht of,
and with gzim d Miss Dean plcked up the ar-

ticles she had mentioned and marched op thebill, Hes dis-

appol. ment in the place and all its surroundings lncreased
momently, and the stiff squere house, far up the hill-side,
was not at all what her {fancy had painted, though, indesd,
it scarcely bore a trece of ever having been painted in any
way, €0 TRy and weatheratrained it was,

¢ 1t looks es if they had buried the baby in the front
yard,” commented the lady, discontentedly, as, standisgon
the steps, she noticed a nartow oblong bed, stifily set with
a few flowers, on one side of the walk. Then she discovered
its counterpart on the other side, and murmured, * Twins)*
as the lifted the brass knocker of the old door,

A middle-aged, faded-haited woman, with a brass thimble
on her , angwered the summons. It occurred to Mar-
gmt at the first glance that her face bore a strong resem-

lance to the ones she and Tom bad long ago carved from
bickory-nuts,

“X am Miss Dean,” she announced,

 Air you?" questioned the weman, calmly.

“ You did not send any one to fetch my baggage,” Mar.

et continued, with a tone that suggested remitsness in
uty.

** 1 sheuld s'pose not, as it isn't mine—though for that
matter I've had o5 fetch and carry my own this many a year.
I don't want to buy anythiog either,” with a suspicious
glance at the small satchel.

Margaret Jooked at her in bewilderment.

*Youdo not understand. I am Miss Dean—your boarder
for the summer. You svere expecng me, Were you not?
Perhaps "—with a happy thought that this was probably
only an"obtnue rustic servant—'*if you should call Mre.

rey—

“1'd bave to call along time ; she’s beer dead this five
ears,”” answered the portress, withont opening the doos an
nch wider. 1 wasn't expectin’ you, because I never heurd

of you before, and I don’t want any boarders for the sum-

mer.’

Dn:ntl, tired, ** & stranger in a strange land,” and the
sun sinking low in the west, a sudden dismay scized Mar-
garet.

It is very extraordinary,” she murmured. *‘ There
must be some mistake. I certainly have corresponded wuh
a Mr. Grey of this place, and engaged a 1rom for the sum
mer. A at the depot directed me here.”

' Well, there’s no Mr. Grey here. I'm Sutan Grey,
neither moze nor less.”” Then, with & closer scrutiny of ber
visitor's attizc, 2 smile began to glimmer on the bickory-nut
face. “Now I shouldn't be surprised if ‘twas Noxtea where
you was aimin' to go?" she remarked.

“ Certainly it was. Wheream 12"

“In Knoxtown—altogether a different kind of a place.
That one is 'way off in another direction on the other road.
You must have made 2 mistake when you changed cars.”

There was comfort in the information that the other wi,
a different kind of a place, nevertheless the situstion was
embasrassing. Miss Dean sat d. v2 upoa the doox-su:?.

“Then I must go back. What is the carliest train 1 can
take?

¢ Won't be any passeoger before two o'clock to-morrow
afternoon. You see, thisisonly a branch 102d. Come in
and rest a spell.  You'll have to stay somewbere all nigh,
and you mipht as well stay here,

‘The door was thrown wide open at last, and Miss Dean
fovod herself in a room as cool and clean as it was plain and
homely. With her entrance the hostess seemed to concede
all claims to hospitality. Sheled the way to an airy chamber,
brought fresh water, and suggested the possibility of 2n ear-
lier supper then useal if desired.

*¢ Do not inconvenience yourself in any way,' Margaret
urged. ““Iam “thd to stoY here after my stupid blua-
derirg, .;lnd'l beg that you will let me make a3 little trouble

c v

as possible.

¢ Well, I can't 2fford to put myself out much, that’s hoa.
est,’” was the prompt reply. *I keep the village posi-
office though that don't amount to no great—do dress mak.
in' and tailorin’ besides, and what with the care of the house
and garden, I've enough work on my hands.”

They looked like it—brown rooghened hands that had
never lacked hard work.,  They were a marked contrast to
the delicate ones that had fallen in Margaret’s lap, and both
women ooticed it ; but the elder only added, a little more
curtly, * You're welcome to stay until to-morrow, though.”

A little hesd, with tangled yellow curls and giave daik
cres, appearcd for & moment at the half-opened door, and
Margaret's quick glance of 2dmiration atosed even for hex
whitchands. There wes 2 coriozs softeniog of bet hostesss

hard face.

It isthe child,” she said.  **Go away, Billy.”

The face disappearxd, but a little later, when Marpatet
was sitting in the wide portice. it locked upon her agus
through the swaving vices, and przsestly a small brown
hand was pushed throvgh and tonched the trimaming of hes
diess with grave curicsity.

* Won't you run around here and talk to me 2 " she asked,
areuzed.

Bat there was po munning. He came slowly, wath tbe
piuinl sound of a little cruich o the walk, and sat dowa
oa the steps at ber feet, and Jooked up at her with a2 ming-
ling of pleasure and wonder.

** Did yon come from beaven?” he stked.

“ No, indeed 1™ she lacghed, thoogh with a quick thooght
that the life from which she bad come might s2em like Pu-
adise compared with this,

*¥ thought mebbe— It Jooked like a star oo your finges,”
observed Billy, watching her ring—Tom's one exteavagast
gift—as it flzzhed back the last rays’of sunlight. Then his

¢s wxodered over her dress agzin, and back ‘o hus owa

exn patched little aproa.

“Wish—wish we was too,” he murmured, more in solilo-
quy than az if speaking to any one. ¢ Wish Scsan 'd wear
shimy sibbons and stass, only she can'’t,—'cause she's Sasso.
She's » 8Bz 13, he add=d, with & fzsh of his dark cyes
inlo Margaret's faoc ay if she hed questioned the statement.
;Do there be boys and glrls to plxy with where you live,”

“ Plenty cf themn, I had a whole roomful.”
**Wish I bad some,” mused Billy, wistfally, sestiog bus



