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miinl, iior did slie trouble him aciiin until

tlie tlrt-iultMl Mondiiy cuiiiu, and the hands uf

hiH wati'li i>ointfd t<> two.
' Oiu- hom iMoi'c. lie Niid to liiinself, just

as tlif itill of winds iiiid cloud ot dust iin-

ULMiurrd the arrival ot homiu one.

'Can it lie Sorrel and tin- .si|\iare wiijjgon?'

Dr. Ilolhrook tliouglit. Hut lar diHen-nt
from ( iraiidtather Clyde's t itnout was tiic

Htylisii carriage and the .spirite*! bayK which
tile coloured coaclnnan stopped in front of

tile w'liitu cuttago in the saiiic yard w itli the

otHce. the lio.i8e where l)r. Uolhrook hoanl-

ed, and where, if he married while in hevou-
ehire. he would most lilvely liriiig hia wife.

Mluy Rcniiiiuton, the vt-ry chap of all

others wliom Id rather see, and, as I live,

tliert's At'iU's, and .Fessie. Who knew she

w as in tliese }iart8 ?' was the doctor "s mental
cxamiii.ition, as, running his tinkers thnnurli

liij hair and making' a feint of pulling up tlie

corners of his ratiicr limp collar, lie liurricd

tj the carriage, from wliicli a dasiiiiig-look-

iiiL' liiiy of thirty, or tliereahouts, wa.s al-

ighting.
' \v iiy, Agnes—I heg your pardon, Mrs.

Keniington—when did you come?' he asked,

otlcriiig his hand to the lady, wlio,co((\ittish-

ly sliakiiig hack from lier )»retty, dollisli tace

a ]>rofu,sion of liglit hrow n curls, gave iiiin

the tips of her lavender kids, wliile slie tol i

him yiie had come to Aikenside the Saturday
before ; and hearing from (iuy that tiie lady

with wiioiii he iiad l)oarded was an old friend

of her.-, she iuul driven over to call, aiul

brought Jessie with her. 'Here, Jessie,

speak to the doctor. He was poor ilear ])apa'a

friend ' and something which was intended

as a sigh of regret for ' poor, dear jiapa,' es-

caped Agnes Kemingtous lips as she pushed

a little "curly-haired girl toward L>r. Hol-

brook.
Mrs. Connor, the lady of the house, had

seen them by tliis time, and came running

down the walk to meet lier distinguished

visitor, womleiing a little to wiiat she was
indebted, tor this call from one who, since

her m uriago with the aristocratic Dr. Kein-

iiigton, had sumewliat ignored her former

aequaintauces. Agnes was del: -hted to see

hfir, and as (Juy declined entering 'he cottage

just then, tlie two friends disajjpeared with-

in the door, while tlie iloctor and Cuy re-

paired to the ofHce, the latter sitting down
in tiie chair intended for Madeline Clyde,

Tills reminded the doctor of his perplexity,

and also brought the comforting tlirought

That Cuy, who had never failed him yet,

coulil surely offer some suggestions. ]}ut he

would not speak of it just now, he liad other

matters to talk about ; and so, jamming hia

pen-knife into a pine table covered with

ttimilar jam.<, he said, ' Agnen, it Beems, haa
come to .Aikenside, iiotwitiistandiiig slie de-
clared she n«'ver wouhl, w hen she found that
the whole of the Jlemington prop'i ty be-
longed to your motlier, and not your latlu-r.

'

'Oh, yes. She rei-overeti fioni her piipie

as soon as I settled a liandsome little in-

come on Jessie, and, in laet. on her too, un-
til she is foolish eintugh to marry again,
when it will cease, of course, as 1 do not
feel it iiiN duty to su|iporL any man's wife,
unless it be my own,' was (iuy Keiiiiiigtou's

reply ; whereupon the pen-knife went again
i ito tlietablo, and this time witli so much
force that the point was broken od' ; but the
doctor did not mind it, and with the jagged
end eontiiiued to make jigged marks, while
he said : 'Siie'll harill\ marry again, though
she may. She's young—not over twenty-
six

''riiirty, if the family Bible does not lit,'

said Cue ; 'hut slied never forgive me if

she knew I told you that. So let it pass
that she's twenty-eight. She certainly is

not moi«! than two years your senior, a mere
notiiing, if you wis'i to make her Mrs. Hol-
Iji'ook ; and Cuy's dark eyes scanned curl-
misly the doctor's face, as if seeking there
for the secret of his proud young step-mo-
ther's anxiety to visit plain .\lrs. Conner the
moment she heard tluit l)r. Ilolbi'ook was

aiighed

to
(Juy, who was his college chum and long-
tried friemi.

Airiies Itemington, who was reclining lan-

guidly in Mrs. Conner's easy-ciiair, and over-

wiielming her former friend with descrip-

tions of the tray parties she had attended in

15 iston, and the tine siglits she saw in Ku-
rope, whitlier her gray-liaire<l huslianil had
taken her for a wcilding tour—would not
have felt particularly flattered, could she
h.ive seen that smile, or heard how easily,

from talking of her, Dr. llolbrook turned

• 1.^11 villi* liviltil VIKl'V I'll -WlP/l'll^lX T» u,g

her boirder. Ihit tlie,docior only iaughet
merrily at the iilea of iiis being father to

to Madeline Clyde, wnom he expected every
moment. Tli<!ieV\'as a merry laugh on
(luy'st jiart. as he listened to the d 'ctor's

story ; and when it was finished, he said :

' NViiy, 1 see nothing so very ilistasteful in

examining a pretty girl, and puzzling her, to

.see her blush. 1 half wish 1 were in your
place. 1 should enjoy the novelty of the

thing.'

'Oh, take it, then ; take my place, Cuy,

'

the iloctor exclaimed, eagerly. ' She does

not know me from Adam. She never ^aw
me in her life. Here are books, all you
will need. Vou went to a district school a
whole week that summer when you were
staying in the country, with your grand-

mother. You surely have some idea what


