MONTREAL LIFE

words ta poor Mttle Anne whlch startled her very much.
She managed 1o hide her feelings while in her father's
presence, but Sally found her afterwards in a state almost
bordering on hysterles, for the old doctor had given Mr.
Erskine only a few days to lve.

Tom Ross appeara) on 1he seene as o matter of CONrse,
and was most helpful to the givls.  He sat up nlght after
night with the fuvaled, and did wote for his comfort than
any hired nurse could have done.

A certaln maorning came when the young fellow appeatred
with a blanched fitee, and agked for Sally.

“Your father wants you,” he sald to her, e askod
fur You several thues durlme the night, and now he will not
be denled, Tdo not ihink he can ve out the day, Sally: ane
= and=1 could not help §it, dears

Tom's loak was full of deprecation,
was the matter.

Sally wondered what
What was i that e conld not help?

She enteresd her tather's room fn her white sunnner dress,
the bloom of carly summer in ber cliceks and lighting un
ber eyes. She could not reitize tint death was already on
the threshold of the home. Everyoane  spoke of Mr. Erse
kine's danger, but Sally did not recognize it a bit.  She felt
sure that he muxt well again, She entered the
toot now, husked in her mood, but by nwo means e
spondent,

“Well, dear gergud” xhe sal?, ler vofee set o Httle foner
than {tx want, hut her tone cheerful. “You have sent for
me, pager: T am o glad your want me,” she cantinued, The:
ber eyes fell upon the g2rey and dylage face on the pillon,
and all further words were arrested,  She dropped on her
knees by the bedside and Liid her blooming cheek against
the dying muan's cold hand,

1 want you to pramise me =omething, Sally.” he sald, Jn
o Karsh and broken voiee, I have something to tell you, and
T want Yo on Your gart to make thie g promlse,

COf—aof course, papa’

That cvening Mr. Erskine died,  There was mourning aml
weeping In the house: hut, to the sirprize af everyone, Sally
acarcely ahied a tear

Old Pr. Barnes b uaot ke her appearanee,  He sxald
the Blow had stansied tier, and thing {n reallty she wax fecel.
tlum her sister and

Souers e

fre her bLereavement  much more
Lrothers,

Something had eertainly oceurred which nad taken ald
the May surahioy ook out of her Guee, She made 1o cons
fidcnees, however, and spent most of her thne noping in her
awy room,

<1 shall be quite glad when Sally goes away to Newne
ham.” =ald Anne, spesrking ta T 1 never G
know that she was sa much attached to papa, AN the aprinz
xcems iken out of her life.”

Taom made no reply.  His own face lnoked haggand and
worn, He was the Inest of brothers to Anne, but ahe noticed
that he eaged to conflde §n bier. Hix blue eyes loaked fall
of trouble when she spoke of Sally.

Mr. Erskine wis dead a fortnight. and Anne seeme!
stighter and thinner than ever I her deep mourning.

“Ry the way, Twin,” she continued, looking  up at him,
“wwe kniow nothiug yet about the—the affalers™

“\What affairs, Anne’

“The money. We don't know Low we are left: Mr. John-
son, MY father's man of husinese, promixed (o eall to aee
ux, bt he hax not yet Jdone so, 1 know that Sally and 1
tnlicrit 1 thouxand potiinls aplece from aur mother, bte—
Whnt Is the natier. Tom? Ifow white you look®™

“Iturrab. hurrah!” sheuted a hayish vilee. "I that you

nss,

Anne, croning away as usual ? Oh, and Tom Raoaz
In with You, of courxe. Why, Tom, you're looking

masty. George and T have had such a race over the moorr.
We met the postman, and he gave us a letter. I’z for
Sally: 1t's her xcholarship, T expect. The Minerva Magazine

1l

I written acrogs the flap of the envelope. Lucky Sally, say
I Wouldn't George und I 1tke to have a dip into that thirty
pounds,  What Is it, Ross? what Jdo you want?”

“Glve me that letter,” said Ross.

Ite took it out of the boy's unwilling hand, then taking
him by the shoulders, pushed him gently out of the room.

“Now, Anne,” sald Ross, coming up to the young girl and
speaiing eagerly. “if you lke, 'l give this letter to Sally.
[ expect Charlle tx right, and that there is 2 cheque in ft.
If so. it will give me just the opportunity I wunt. Can't
you send her down to me here: or, better still, send her into
the garden, whete | can meet her.**

“How white you leak, Tom! and your hand trembles.”
“You Know. Anue, what all this means to me. But
can't speak of it even to you. Run, ke a denr, and asy

Sally to came to me”

Anne departed, and ‘Tom went out into the garden.

A great excitement was aver him; he was shaken out «of
hix habdbltual calm.

The evening was tovely, and the last rays of a glorious
sunxet were fading from the sky, when Silly, dishevelled in
appearance, red rhims around her eyes, and her bright hair
pushed unddily back  from her forchead, came out into
the garden,

She, ton, was in Mack, but her mourning partook of the
dirardered stite of her mind, It was not teim and neat {{ke
Anne’s, hut was put on carclessly.  Her bliack dress did not
Becante Sally.  She necded Ught and soft draperies to set
uil her peculfanr bright beauty.

The glirl who advatced timidly now to meet Tom Ross
looked something ke o delicate flower broken at the roots.
*he held her garden hat on one arm: her steps were very
xloww,

~See whitt Uve got for you, Sally,” xaid Rossx,

He came towards her, holding up the letter. She looked
at it with Hstless Indifference. e turned the envelope and
showed the wordg Miterva Magaziue written sieross the flap,

It the  xcholarship  mouey., Sally.” ne  whispered.
“You'll want it. you Knew, dear, to help towanis your ex-
penses at Newnhans”

“1'm not geing,” she xajd, suddenly turning white as
death.  “You know that. Tom, and it's very, very cruel of
you to toriure me.””

1 thought you hiad =xome stupld jdea of thut sort in
your mind,” <afd Btaxs. 1 ant very ghind you have come out
here. so that we may fually talk over  the whole matter,
Give me your hand, Sally=how cold it is?7—=\WVhy do you
tern away from we? Why have you Kept aloof fromn me
dumiing these mlserable days?™

“Tom, You know ilic reason.™

“Yex, my poor Httle love, 1 do know. Come, we'll walk
up and dowsnt here where no one can sce us. Sally. | did
ot want Your father to say what he did to you, bhut T don
think he wag quite responsible that morning, and the knowt.
wige welghed on him. [°d have given half of afl T possess to
aave you from the trouble 1 knew his words would bring.:

=1 promised him.” x<afd Sally. in a stow, listless volce.
“He told me all about i1, and I made my promise. 1 xale
vd give Newnham upn  IUs not such a trial ax you think,
Tom.” she continucd, lonking steadily at him, while tears
Wiimned Into her evex.  “The heart has gone out of me,
somchow, and T hever could go in for a wranglership, or
any of the nice things 1 used to talk about. when 1 felt (resh
and springy and young., The Ircadful thing about me. how-
erer, is this, Tom, that T can't thank you—you, who have
been noble—yex, noble: but I can’t thank you.”

It wast't noble of me to o things for you,
NHle glally for yotu, 0 you can understand
moncy means nothing.”

“Father told me.” continued Sally, “what you had done.
tic xafd he had xpent the two thousand pounds which
he had In trust for Anne and me, and that you had given

I'd give my
that a littls



