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OLIVE.
Il ias a v'eiy unhappy young face that looked out ai the wiîidaw of a

bouse in a quiet London square. One muglit almiost fane>', looking at Olive
Dectnug's pathetic eyca, Illit sarnetihing dreadiol bad happetied, but really
the chili! 'as too yaung ta knaw the mcaning of real sorrawv, and probably
when il did caine site would not look hall sa sad. Site 'vas anly a littie
tired that aiernoozi, a litile out of licart over thitig.; iii general. Site wotid
like ta go oui and sec the world, like ailier girls ofilber age, ] it îace of
working hiard as she did ail day, giving and takiiig p)ainting lessotîs, lîelpinig
lier mother ta keep bouse, tunnirig up andi down aler tie boarders, reineni-
bering everyafle's whims and crotchets.

Mrs. Decring would not like ta be described as keping-, a boarding.iiouse,
but she was glad ta taire a fewv îice people %tho 'vert privaiely recommîended
ta ber into lier prctty bouse.

SIc was au oftcds daughter, an officer's widow. WVbei lier hutsband
died in India, leaving lier miti a î'ery strait income and a baby girl ofiîhre
years nid, she hadt taken the dhild home and brought lier uli ini a huitt
ald-world Norniandy tamu, wîere liviug was cheap, and tier education could
bc bad for almast noîhing.

'Ihen, when the girl was ninetuen, they hait camne ta Landau. Olive
wanted ta study ai Southi Kensington, ta sec England. SIc was tireti of
farcign lueé.

"lOur People 'vere ail English, mother dear," sbe had suid, and s0 they
bad corne beme; but now, miter a linîîe of a year, Nfrs. Deerin-g 'as flot
sure site had donc widely.

In limes gone by she liad had friends in London. Buot il was a quarter
of a century since she had genc oui ta bier (ailier in India, and sue found
great changes everywberc.

TIc ftiends of ber youtb wiere mosi of tileni scattered, or dead, or
changcd.

.ýtil1 ibere 'vere juat a (cm bere and thero wh'o reinemberel bier, and it'li
were ready enough with hbilp -ind advice.

If she 'vere ta take a nice bouse in a pleasant, open ncighborhoad alie
might casily gel soine nice peoplie ta live with lier. Tbey would do their
best for ber ; and îliey liad been as good as thcir -.-ord.

.NMrs. ])eering, for aIl lier soit, gentle iways, was a first-rate manager. She
and Olive in tbcir long residtnce abraad lad pickcd up many prctty things,
and the roomy, coraforîmble bouse in the Square was nevzr empty.

But iL ail wanted a great demI af îhinking and planning, of downright
berd wark, and ta Mis. Decring. so long accustomed ta faîeign prices,, Lon
don @et med ta run away miti mancy.

In this second year of bier tenancy rent and taxes, gus and conts, began
ta liaunt bier. It distressed lier too that lier îiretty Olive iras liat able ta
go oui ta makc suitable fricnds.

Tbe girl was vcry preîîy. If she hadhber chances like oihcr girl, could
sec and bc stem, ahe wouid marry weli. Anti wbere is tht moîlier who
wauld not like tu sec bier datighter mrarry ireîl 7

And ibis rnarning's po' bas braught an invitation for Olive ta a Mrs.
Mannseil's. INr. Mannseil 'vas an artist of sanie repte, and i îtît a great
deul ai mnny indcendently of lus profession.

Ilis wîfe w3s a gay, good-natured wozaa, very fond ai voung people in
general and oi Olive in particuler. And Olive enjayeti goiiig there, the
bouse 'vas :Eo full ef prcty things, the ainiosphere sa fret framn any anious
ibought of ways andi means ; but-and this il, is that lias brouglit the sor-
rawul iook ta the girl's pretty fzce, crowning ail lier ather traubles-ahe
lias na frock ta go ini, no rnoney tu buy anc.

Site is but a girl, andi sIc lias (cm picasures; wc must. not be liard an
bier for takiDg suc> a iriflc- as ibis Io hin. In teu years' ie she %vili
prab*-bly w. iller ai hiueli for hîaving frettccd aver it, but îo-day it is a vzry
reai trouble.

And ase bas borne it so ircl-before ber zuother lias dcclarcd that abe
dots mot particularly care about goiug ai ail, thai site wili bic just as happy
ai home. Il is oniy now in îhe afiernoon, irben she lias a few ,nir.ttcd'
brcatbing tinte belote 3lrs. Hamnilton andi Miss Perry camne in for tlhtir tea.
iind irben site ougbî, lae writng lier rcfusai to MrNls. Mannsil, that she lias
broken dama.

Il is liard, vezy hard, that for want of a few slliDgb Site musi 8ay I Ne.>"
ta tbis bit of pleasure.

Miss Church'ill wiil bc tItre, oi course, beautifuliy dresseti as usuai,
andi loaking lovciy; but Olive thinks privately ihat if idut 'ert drcssed like:
Constance gbe mrouid flot look axniss. If ahe caulti oniy minage any way I
Eîcna wble she 'vas composing lier latter ta Mrs. Mannacil, site wis ai thie
saie lime mondeuing hoir mucli would niake a dresi ; so many yards at sa
Mucli.

"l1 could niake it myseif, I amn sure; but, heigho! irbat is tht use of

It mas a chily MNay evcning, the outlaak intao tlei square mas rather
disinai. There 'vcecr ep2ssers-by ;an organ mas grinding out a maltz
lune ai the corner, au iod ci'"I man, bag on back, was gaing bis rounds,
as lie did cvery day ai Ibis haur. Ile was by tbis tirr.e as familiar a figture
ta Olive Dcering as the iamp.post opposite. Audtibis aiternoon sIce iook
saraebow a particular iniercsi in hlm.

I 1 onde-I monder," sihc said aloud, andi Iicae lier face briglitcncd,
anti he ciappetilier hîands. "Tit vcryliitg 3" sIccricd.

'Moîlier, deux, may 1 Y'
XIt was hat( an heour tler, andi Olive iras on bier kncs on tht zug by

lier moihtr, t'ic:àreiighi c3iching zeflcciions in bier dark hait and bIne cyts.
IDear ch-id, of course]1 shou li c oniy too glati you hatheîb pleasurc,

but I doult likc the idts, da;liog!"

IlOh, miother, Jane would corne wjîh me. It wvould be aIl tight. Mother,
dear, do let rue?"

And, of course, lier mother kissed the pleading face, and promioed site
should doe ae site liked.

I YOU grow, so like that picture of your grandiuother, Olive," she Ltaid
with a littie sigli. Il1 allen %vish your failhor could sec you; lie thauglit sa
niuch of bis niother."

Aud site (lied ivlîen lie was quite a boy."
"Ycs, poor thing ! 1 atît afraid she hiad rallier a sad life; 8she marriedl

your pratidfatier against lher fatlcr.s %visite and lie disowned lier."
Ploor grandimather ! 1 %wonder what lias becoine of ail ber people."

"I don't know. 1 ncver iteard mucli about theai ; your father did flot
like talking of them. lie was very indignant ai the wvay his niother had
been treated."

IlNo %vonder. Poor, deat grandmoilier! No ; 1 shall never want to
sec any of hier people, even if they are alive."

A little narrow street, a short-cut betîween two, great thorougifares ; a
rtreet iih many second hand shops, books, old furniture, old silver and
china. Twro youug nmen corning atmi iîî*arin along the narrow pavement.

One tal), tim, fair, just a litile trace of lauguid affdctation in appearance
and nianner. The other braadly built and big, with a cheer, open face and
honest eyes, a country gentleman every inch of hM.

IlWbat a qucerr, dismal street, Arthur," I;e says. I don'î know that I
aboutit wailk across here at night from choicc."

"1Oh, its ail riglit ; 1 pick up ail sorts of things here for my studio;
aruiour and costumes, and ouet hing or another. Now, therc, I cali that a
lovely bit of calor."

Arthur Faithful pullcd up bis friend before a shop with costumes on ane
side, aid silver and china un the cther.

"Whercl1' said Lawrence Waldron, staring vacantly bcfore Islm.
"Wbcre ! My dear (ellow, have you absolutely no artistic sense ? Why,

thst yeilow brocade, ta be sure ; il is simply perfect ; yeu don't sec sucli
stuff nowtds," and IMsr. ]?aithful put on his eyeglasses flic better ta
admire ih.

IlYou iinean that aid yellow frock hanging up in the corner. Well, 1
daresay if 1 'vere ta sec it on a woman," admitted Lawrence dubiously, I
might admire il."

I must have i&V" declared Arthur cxcitcdly. IlIl is a splexidid piece
of coior."

M r. Waldron shrug-ged bis shoulders gaod-îemperedly, ashle foUawed lis
friend ino the stuffy litlcshop. Hecouldnotunderstand Arthur'scrazes.
It zec mcd, Ia hini talher ridiculous for a man ta be interestcd in broc2.dts,
and Tibboiîs, and laces.

But neverthelcss lie was very f~ond of Arthur, and willing ta gratify bis
whims.

IlThat brocade, sir?"
r. .'thful was evidcntiy a irell.known custonier, the old mran behind

the coitunter gretted hlm, ith, such effusion.
*Il's a spleildid piece of stufl, sir."
l was a dress in the fashion af fifty years beforc, so uarro- ini the skirt

that yeu iit almosti vonder how anyonc could get iota it, wiîh a low
bodice and a waist under t arrupits. Li)vely stuff certainly, as îhick as a
board. with rich oranigecelored floiwers raisedl an a pale yellow ground.
There was snniecthing vcry îouching about ibis quaint littie bit of finery,
that no doubt hadt become a bauty long aga, liatîging up naw in ibis dirty
littie shop.

Naw, wiîere -did you geL this, Marks?"
PIrc:ty, ain't it, sir? You'd aimast wonder ai anyone with taste part-

ing with it."
IlOh, evcryonc is flot likc you and ive," lauglicd Arthur. IlHere's nîy

friend, N'lr. WValidren, wauid have p±issed by wiîhout iox l!'.
IlInleed, sir," saiti the aId man, with a bow towards Ltwrenc; "sane

gentlemen are like tat. As ta whierc 1 gai it, Mr. Faijîblul, it's not rny
piac-: ta speak of my customers, but ites na hari ta say 1 gai il along with
a bundie af ailier things-ordinary %vear-fram a young lady, a reai lady,
and a handsome ont too, but ivanting moncy, as 1 abould say."

"fly Jove 1 Ltls a commnon cornpl3int, thest biard titues," slid Arthur,
standing in anatbcr position so as ta let a differcont lililt fail ou the yeilow
frock. "I hope you gave her adeceni pricc."

Wcill, sir, 1 think I did whatwias fair. l'ru prctty fair aiwr:tys."
"\VhaL arc yau zasking for il 1"
"Weil, ta yau, sir-" Ulc nanied a auna that scerncd ta Laxwrence

Waldron, alihough hc %vas a rich mnan, anr absurdity for ivhai lIt called, in
bis own iond, "lan aid rag;" but Arthur semed quito satisfied.

"Vcry ivell, l'il take il -iyscîf, if you'ii roake it up."
"lai s0 plcascd ta gel ibis; ii's just whai 1 wanied," liesaid wien tbey

gai out in the strect. "lYou'l sec what a picturc l'Il make of il."
"1 wonder if lie gave lhat girl haif bce asked you."
"Not bc."
"And ycî bc catis hiniscîf fair."
"Ves, he's fair enougli ; but whaîwouid you have? illis gaiteamake his

profit.le
Il Weil, il scnits ta me a monsîrous thing (or a gi-a lady, as bc says-

to go ta a place like that seiiing lier thinga."
"lOh, lots of girls do il; a govern cas or sornething of thal sort," seic

Arthur ligbîly.
tic was nota yaung gexntleman p2rticularly intetcsted in poot giyls.

Il-: licd women of the warld ith artistie gotros and dainty surrounding..
"Yon arc coniing ta the Mannacls' îanight, lamrence 1"
'I 3ha le bc YM glad."


