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Mrs. Wilson, energetically, of the ceiling as
she closed the study door behind her and
left her master attempting to pick up his
broken thread of thought on the subject of
the decay of modern culture.

But while Mrs. Wilson’s question remain-
ed yet unanswered, and before poor Jonas
succeeded in regaining his intarest in his
interrupted study, the library door was |
flung open and Daisy and Rose ran in. !

“We've come to bid you good-night,” said
Rose, putting up her face to be kissed. :

“And when are we to get our presents?”’ :
questioned Daisy. i

With unusual gentleness, and an awk- |
wardness that would have been very funny l
toan observer, butto which the children
were entirely oblivious, Jonas lifted his lit- |
tle charges upon his knees, and assured -
them of the forthcoming of their presents
on the morrow, and his hope thatthey would |
find the old house a happy home. Then he |
dismissed them to bed. !

And certainly his hopes were fulfilled, |
however his appreciation of his chargesmay |
have fluctnated.

The Misses Hetherington took most kind- |
1y to theirnew hume,and at times, nota few, i
turned intv a small pandemonium. Martha |
humored them most injudiciously, Mrs. |
Wilson stormed at them and made them |
hate her, but acquired not the slightest eon- |
trol over them, and their guardian locked
himself in his study and let them go their
own gait, though he often shuddered at the
racket they made through all the once quiet |
house. Still, with it all, the little intruders
wormed themselves into Jonas Everard’s |
affections by their sweetness of manner and ;
their daily night and morning caresses.

But matters came to 2 climax when, one
day in the early spring, Daisy dug up Mrs, '
Wilson's choicest mound of bulbs. It was |
more than that much-exercised woman could }
bear, and she inforined her employer that
he must part with either her or the Misses ;
Hetheriagton. !

“Then I'll advertise for a new housekeep-
er to-day,” announced Jonas Everard, blunt-

i

y.
“Very well, sir.”
Mrs. Wilson retired with an injured air. !

She felt that superior virtue is seldom, if i

ever, rewarded in this world. After seven '

years of faithful service the Misses Hether- ¢
ington were preferred before her.

The Misses Hetherington themselves ex-
pressed unbounded joy at her approaching |
deyparture. ‘

“And don’t you think, guardy,” suggested |
Rose, who was a remarkable combination of ;
womanliness and mischief, “that you'd bet- !
ter get some one who would teach me some |
lessons as well as Inok after the house? ;
Mammy says Ioughtto be learning some- :
thing.”

“True enough, Rose,” assented Jonas, !

l well pleased; “I will act upon yours

tion. Now runaway and play, and don’d
let Daisy dig up any more hyacinti beds.”

It was some weeks before Mrs. Wilson’s
place was filled; but when Mrs. Latimer wes
engaged Jonas Everard flattered himself
that he had gained a prize.

Her application had been earnest, her xel®
erenves unexceptionable, her letters ladye
like and polished.

It was nearly June when she arrived a3
the homestead—a tall, lissom woman, dress-
ed with a severe simplicity that was yet de-
cidedly stylish as well as becoming to her
pale face, with its full blue eyes and shin-
ing brown hair.

The children ‘““took to her” immediately»
and Jonas Everard, delighted, after a fow
days of observation, left home for a shorg
sea voyage to Greenland, where he had late-
1y heard of some curious geological forma-
tions which he was anxious to inspect.

Short—and yet it lengthened into months.

It was almost September when Jonas re-
turned to his home and the tender mercies

{ of the Misses Hetherington. But what a

change had come over the place in his ab-
sencel There was not a room init but what
was well aired and lighted, end tore the
stamp of a vefined and womanly presence.
Everything everywhere was br” -, cheer-
ful, dainty, home-like. And Rose and Daisy
had shared in the general improvement—
gay and affectionate as ever, they were no
longer enfants terrible in unfractable mis-
chievousness and outbursts of stormy pas-

| sion.

It occurred to Jonas Everard instantly
that these were Mrs. Latimer’s doings, and
almost as instantly that he could not treat
such a woman as he had treated Mrs. Wil-
son. 1t cost him a struggle, butbefore nigh®
he astonished Thomas by informing that
personage that the big dining-room must be
putinto use, and that he, Jonas Everard,
would no longer eat alone in his study, but
with Mrs. Latimer and the Misses Hether-
ington.

Whether Jonas ever consciously acknowl~
edged to himself that he was rewarded fox
his self-sacrifice in this respect is doubtfal,
buthe certainly came to actually enjoy meak-
times—even to enjoy, most of all, the lata
dinners at which Rose and Duisy did ned
appear—and to regard Mrs. Latimer asan

| extremely sensible and agreeable woman.

As the weeks drifted on he even fell inud
a habit of spending an hour or so with her
of an evening in the little sitting-room sha
had chosen just off the dining-room. You
see how things were going.

In early spring a letter from 2Mr. Felton
suminoned the Misses Hetherington's guard-
ian to New York. He was gone somo
weeks, and he had never dreamed how deax
his home wasto him until he felt all hiz
veing thrilling with delight and expectation



