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A LOAF OF BREAD.

“Ar¢ you most ready,’ called a merry
voice from the foot of the stairs.

‘Almost.’

There was something mot altogether
satisfactory in the answering tone. Miss
Dallas deponited the basket she held be-
side the newel post, gathered up a be-
wildering combination of mull-puffs and
embroidery hirh enough to display a

intly shod foot, and tripped lightly up
the :

‘I have a better opinion of my
self from this fime forth,” she declared,
ac she paused at the deorway. ‘For
once I am on time and you are not.
Such a thing never happened be-
fore '

‘Make the miost of it, then.’

The retort came with an effort that
was instantly detected.

Miss Dallae made a sudden enslaught
tpon the girl who ateod before the mir-

" yor finishing her twilet. ‘What is the
matter ? she demanded,laying constrain-
ing hands on Polly's sheulder, and look-
ing straight into the brown eyes that
were thus forced te 'meet her cwn blue
erbs. ‘Yeu've been crying.’

‘Well,'—rather ungracivusly,
them ¥

‘Why, that you have had geod and
sufficient cause, Polly,” with quick ap-
prehension ; ‘is it Jack? Have ,you
heard from him ¥

Polly smiled reassuringly, in spite ef
the red rims about her eyee.

‘You needn’t begin to worry about
Jack,” she answered, stopping to kiss
Jack’s sister. ‘Yes, I had a letter last
might, and he was well and in excellent
spirits.’

‘We didn’t hear,’ said Katrine Dallas,
aocenting the personal pronoun. ‘If we
wern't so fond of you, Pelly,—one and
all of us—I den’t know hew we'd be able
to endure you !’

*But you do love me, you see ; and it
wasn't Jack’s fault this time,” Pelly an-
swered incoherently. ‘His letter to me
was cut short by a party ef men who had
ridden over from Birch Creek. He was
going to write te your mother that night,
but ef course he couldn’t then.’

‘And of course it was you that came
first,’ said Katrine, with pretended jeal-
ousy.

‘It is not that he leves Cicoar less,'—

what

#  began Polly.

‘But that he loves Rome mere! Ne
doubt that you think that a very satis-
factory explaination, Miss Polly, but
opinions may differ.’

‘Yours don't,’ said Pelly. putting her
arm around Katrine's waist. ‘Come,—I
suppose these people up at the church
are wondering where we are, and abus-
ing us as unprefitable members.’

‘They may continue in that laudable
occupation,” said Katrine, ceolly ; ‘it
will give them something te do. Noe-
budy goes to a charch festival at 3
o’clock of & summer afternoon—it's all
nensense to open befere six.’

‘But we promised to be there.’

‘And you weren't ready,’ interrupted
Miss Dallas. ‘Now I don’t propose te
go till I know what change has ceme
o’er the spirit of your dreams ’

*I'd rather not tell you.’

‘Is it your ewn worry, or somebody's
else ¥

‘Mine,” was the despondeat answer.
‘Don't bother over it, Katrine. It can't
be helped, and there's ne use talking
about it.’

“The use is that I love you, and that 1
am Jack's sister.’

‘That’s the very reason.’

Katrine's blue eyes opened wide, and
she planted herself defiantly against the
doer. ‘Then I insist upon knowing.
Polly,’ with a sudden change eof voice
and manner. ‘Don’t you love me’ (ene
arm curled around Polly's waist, a
blonde head rested arainst Polly's
shoulder, and two blue eyes loeked with
pleading expression,) ‘enough te trust
me? I wouldn’t treat you so.’

Polly melted, visibly. ‘I am making
a mighty mysiery,’ she said, with a lit-
tle hysterieal laugh, ‘over a question of
—clothes © You don’t credit me with
being silly enough to ery because I
oouldn't have the purple and white linen
T had set my heart on ?

‘And- 1
quickly.

‘I mean that yesterday's hail-sterm
has upset all my plans and prepara-
tions.’

‘What a frightfu' storm it

Weren't ycu frightened, Polly 7'

*Yes—for the grapes.’

don’t now,’ said Katrine,

‘Tell me what you mean 7

WAS.

Katrine lovked up with wondering
eyes. ‘I begin to understand,’ she said
slowly. ‘Won't yeu please try to forget
that I am Jack's “sister—I was your
friend before he appeared on the scene,
remember !—and 1 want this thing ex-
plained.’

*It is simple enough,” said Pelly, with
asigh. ‘Yeu've been nursed in the lap
of luxury all your life, you ridiculous lit-
tle aristocrat ! but I very soon had a
practieal understanding of the disastreus
effacts of frest and hail, drought and pe-
talo-bugs, army-wormns and gragslup-

TS, upen my fother's crops. ¥f the

Cetois sold well, things were cemfertable

" sngtgh ; if they didn’t, why, we had te
M our "nh——thlt'a all.’
“And this hailsgrm 1—'

succinct answer.

|in the process.’

! retorted Pelly, who was proud of her

‘Cut the grapes all to pieces,” was the

to me for-— "
‘Oh !’ <t
‘More than that,’ said Polly, with ‘in
verted eyes, but with a foll determin
tion to explain the situation

now that she had beguu ; the corn is se
hepeleasly hurt that father will have. te
plow it all up again ; thers is nething
that isn’t injured, more or less. Be,you
see,’ her vdice faltered a little, but she
wunt on bravely, ‘even if I would cen-
sent to his taking it away frem the
others, father cannot give me the money
that he promised, and 1—can‘t be mar-
ried this year. There !'—explesively.
‘I suppose it's very stupid of me te tell
you all this but you might as well know
the truth.’

‘I shou'd thinkse!" Katrine put up
her red lips to be kissed. ‘But, Polly
you den't imagine that Jack will consent
to put off the wedding day for any such
cauze as that ¢ \What difference will the
little more or the little less make to
him ?

“The difference would bs to me,” was
the proud answer. You don’t under-
stand, Katrine—things come te yeu
without the sweet sense of providing,
but you know just as well as | de that
there are seme things I must have—if
it's only the one new dress. Hats,
gloves, and shoes can’t be bought with-
out money, and falling the money that
is out of the question now, my werldly
all is about two dollars and a half! I
teld you it was useless te talk about it
Come—I've bemoaned myself leng
enough ; I'm not the only girl in the
world who is disappointed,—we were
due at the church an hour age.’

‘Polly, I wished you loved me well
enough to let me——’

‘Stop !" said Polly, incisively.
rather you wouldn' say it, please.’

‘Why net ¥’ '

Polly turned upen™ her with flushed
eheaks. ‘I have heard,’ she said, ‘girld
who permitted the men they were te
marry to supply the trousseau. I always
had my opinion of such girls. Den't
make we feel myself close kin to
them.’

‘It isn't the same thing at all.’

‘It’s 80 near it that I weuld rather not
discuss the question. Js your basket of
supplies all ready ! Mine is yet to be
packed.’

Polly’s tone was final, and Katrine
ceuld only follow in silence as her friend
led the way to the store room, where the
contributions for the church fair and fes-
tival were set out ia goedly array on the
shelves.

‘I den’t wonder they always ask you
to send bread and rulls,’ she observed,
breaking off a corner for her ewn deleci-
ation. ‘I never see such bread any-
where else, Yours is nothing short of
perfection.’

‘I can't see why any one should have
poor bread. Thera need be no differ-
ence in the result if there is no difference

¥

‘T'd

‘You wouldn’t comvince tho average
cook that bread-making is one of the ex-
act sciences,’ laughed Katrine. ‘Whata
good cook was spoiled in making you a
lady

‘That doesn’t follow, by any means,’

thrifty .New England bringingz up.
‘Every lady ought to be a good ceok ;
theugh, mixd you—I don't insist upon
her doing it. Her servants skould be
trained so that her own time may be
rpared for something better.’

‘You may bring both theory and prac-
tice into the Dallus family as seonas pos-
sible,” said Katrine, slyly. ‘We always
approve of you, Polly.’

‘That’s better luck than I deserve,’
said Polly, taking good cace as she spoke
that her light, white loaves should not
encroach upon the cocoanut-puffs which
were to bear them company. ‘I am all
ready now—Ilead the way, Katrine.’
The ladies of the Church of the Good
Shepherd bad pledged themselves in
solemn cenclave te pay off the remainder
of the Church Extensiorn Fund debt.
For weeks the rival sewing societies had
been piling up articles saleable and unsal-
able in their reéspective baskets ; the
committees had canvassed the town for
contributions. Miss Winter, the Presi-
dent of the Guild, whese sensible, sun-
shiny face belied her name, had marshal- |
ed her corps of assistants early in the
morning, and the resuit of their labors
was something for every church-member
to be proud of—sv buwery and flowery
was the effect.

Katrine Dallas and Polly Reynelds, as
members of the Young Ladies’ Sewing
Society, and teachers in the Sunday-
school, were to take active parts in the
business of the evening; and though
Polly could not altogether banish the
memory of the bruised and bat
tered grape-vines, whuse wreck
had berne down so many fond girlish
hopes, she threw herself se bravely into

to her.

eaid Mrs..
will make o difference in the suffering
and privation that eur
will have to bear."

‘course,’ said a third speaker, ‘bub the

refuse the offered solitaire—diamonds

the spirit of the occasion, that no ene | simple seemed in better taste.
guessed what damage the storm had done | want me to wear a ring let it be really

Its severity was a frequent | your own,’ she said.’
theme of eonyersation that evening,each | wear that seal-ring of yeurs than any-
new comgr -hn'ing some fresh tale to tell | thing you could buy for me,’ and since
of fields Jald waste, gandens destroyed, | them the tiny polished oval, bearing a
green-honses broken, gpd windows that | quaint deviee of overflewing hern of
losked as though the viltage had lain | pleaty, with the earved legend ‘God

“The Pules. difference to us/’
wble, mure gravely, ‘_ht it

poorer neighbors
‘It falls heaviest on the poor, ef

offect, of that storm will be felt in
more _directions than we see yet, I'm
afraid.’ ]

‘ Another dollar added to the price of
every barrel of flour, I suppose, for one
thing,’ remarked Mrs. Miller resignedly.
‘Which being the case, let us eat, drink
and be merry while we may? No, Miss
Partridge, you can’t have the half-loaf
for your sandwiches ; I'm saving that
for the rectory party. It's too good to
waste on the ‘valgar herd ;' I want'it to
be properly appreciated.’ :

‘One would almnst be willing to live
by bread alone, if the bread were like
this. T wonder who made it ?

‘I don't know,’” said Mrs. Kemble,
‘but I knew I would like to enter inte a
contract with the maker to supply me
with the staff of life in future. I would
gladly effer an increase en the baker’s
prices.’

‘So would I,’ responded Mrn. Barlowe,
‘it would be well worth three or four
cents a loaf more.’

‘Why can’t people do such things?
asked Mrs, Miller. ‘I suppose the mere
suggestion would be an offense, but when
these worthless Bridgets of ours never
send up gvod bread twice running, oue
can't help wishing it were pessible to
make a neighborly little arrangement
with somebody else's Bridget.’

‘This may be only a happen so !'

‘Very true ! yet there are pevple whe
make a habit of having good bread, and
some of these days I shall effer my idea
to the person who will be able to earry
it out.’

‘Count me as one of that person’s
steady customers,” said Mrs. Kemble
with a laogh. i

‘And I pledge myself as another,” add-
ed Mrs. Barlowe.

‘And I’

‘And L.’

‘And I,’ eame in laughing response
frem the different members of the greup,
who separated, little dreaming that their
careless cenversation had epened up new
hopes and possibilities in the mind of
one to whom yesterday's storm had
breught bitter and unlovsed for dis-
appeintment.

‘T will find out whether they really
mean 1it," thought Pelly, with determina-
tion, ‘and if they do, why, they shall
have the geood bread they make such a
fuss about. And I--well, 1 shan’t have
to make Jack wait till next year.’
Whereat Polly smiled sweetly at old Mr.
French, the most confirmed bachelor n
town, and offered a flaxen haired doll in
a pink Mother Hubbard for his purchas-
ing.

‘What's the matter with you, Polly ?
asked Lioby Pewer, as Mr. French pass-
ed en grimly. ‘He might have bought
that cigar ease of Fanny Beale's or ene
of these plaques—are your wits wool-
gathering 7’

Pelly laughed geod naturedly, and re-
signed the business of the faney table to
Muss Libby's mere capable direction.
Her thoughts were busy wich plans and
calculatiens in which the business of the
church had no share. She had fallen
into a trick whenever her mind was
busier than her fingers; of playing with
a ring that she were on her left hana,
and with the unconscious action came a
sudden nisgiving as to Jack's epinion of
her plans—or if not, Jack’s family. Some
thing was due te them ; but remember-
ing the tone of the tene «f the conver-
sation she had overheard, Polly took
heart of grace. She would preve that
such things might be done between
ladies. The venture was a little unusual
but the girl had an unaffected contempt
for the false pride and fear of ‘losing
caste,” which might have prevented’ a
less self 1eliant girl from taking advan-
tage of the opportunity thus offered.
Long before the end of the evening her
fear of the Dallas opinion took the un-
expressed form of heping they would say
nothing to dissuade her, since she was
serencly sure that sush would enly tend
to lower them in her estimation.

The details of the plan were her last

‘Well, I'm glad it came yesterday, | promise of all good things in the fature.
‘The crop was already | siuce it had to be, and not teday,’ ex-|
sold,and father had promised the meney | elaimed Miss Partridge, coming  up |helding up the hand that bere the assur- | the long

; ‘:‘- 2 wepply of and sand- | ance. ‘Bat God gives it to those who | was a moro constant e(tmplriun than
: / ever, and without her aid, Pully was

foroed te confess that she would never
bavo 'been able to accomplish ll! the
work that the twe girls rejoiced in to-

gether,

work for it.’

hetd a family council.
she after repeating the prsise of her

‘IW, ‘I purpese,

After breakfast that morninz Pelly
‘You see,” said

tion that
ith yeur
permission, to put M Miller's
ides in prastice. T shall go first Mrs.
Kemble and tell her how I| happened to
everhoar them, ask whether sheis
in earpest in wishing te buy home-made
bread ? If shais, I will give Mrs. Bar-
lowe, Mrs. Miller, Mias Partridge, and
Mre, Thomas the sawme ofjportunity, and
1 shall follow their own suggestion and
charge wore for it. | If a/ baker's loaf is
worth eight cents my lu*u are certain-
ly worth ten.’

‘Bat the wark,’ ebjected Mrs. Rey-
Reynolds. ‘Yeu will ‘ wear yeureelf
eut,
Polly laughed as she b(tld up hershape-

bread, and the cenv

Iy arms. ‘I am young aad strong,’ she
said. ‘I Ican stand it.’
‘I'd rat ou didn’t have to de it,’

eaid Mr. Reynelds, slowfly. ‘I've been
thinking I eould get ristofer to ad-
vance the meney he oifered for these
grapes. - He ceuld have jext year's erop
or I could pay it off by dpgrees.’
*And saddle yourself -§ith a miserable
debt in order that I maysfaunt insilk
attire,’ cried Polly indigunautly. ‘No
indeed, you've mever berrowed from
Uncle Cris for your own necessities—you
shan’t de 1t for wme !’ \

‘}le’s your own uncle,’ said her fnth}

‘I don't think he would refuse.’ But
his heart he was quite as unwilling
Pully to borrow money from this well-tp
do brother, whuse career had been fs
suceessful as his own had been the
reverse.

‘He shan't have a chance te refulv,'l
said Polly, decidedly. ‘But he shall
have the opportunity of helping me,
pevertheloss. I mean to turn my having
an uncle in the commissien business to
roed acoeunt.

‘How 7'

‘I'll get him to send me my fleur — at
wholesale prices — and to be pad for
later.’

been exchanged for the materials where-
‘God gives plenty,’ she said te_berself. | with Polly’s fingers swore busy through |a

enid Katrine, trying to command forget-
fulness of & fact that she was the first te
remewber.
‘good form’ (though why it shouldn’t be,
I can't for the life of me tell)—anyhow 1
mean to help mithk this sewing, and if you
make a fuss about it, I'll never for-
give you—not if you marry Jack tem
times over !’

tion for,’ laughec Polly, dropping her
ruffles as she heard the clith strike, for
a eocund ‘spenge’ was set in the mornirg,
and at fgar o'clock it must be kneaded
and molded, and set for the second

|up with the grapevinesq Her two silk

summer afternvens. Katrine

«Just forget that I:am Jack's sister,’

‘Who cares whether it's

‘Once is all I've time to make prepara:

rising.
Jack complained that Pelly's letters
were not half so long as they had been,
bat no one told hia of Polly’s new in-
dustry—that was to be saved for a later
telling. What gir! could put such a
story into heavy English for her lover?
And Katrine kept the little secret,
mentally resolving that the tale should
be told—as Polly would never tell it—
when the right time came.
The summer days were over before one
knew it almost ; October had come and
gone and gray November had begun its
preparations for Thanksgiving. Polly
was busier than ever in those days, for
the first hunt of holiday time seemed te
bring Christmas-tide all too near. She
had had a measure of suecor for which
to be thankful, though mere than one
planned for extravagance had heen given

dresses had resolved themselves into one
modest black surah, and there were still
many snxious calculatiens with regard
to those indispensable articles of attire
which no feminine ingenuity can erolve
‘without money and without price.’
Stili, she bad the cemfertable assurance
of knewing that she had done her best,
and the result was one that Jack nced
not be ashamed of.

‘Will you tell him what yeu're doing?
*No, I den’t want te advertise my un-
» dertaking till I've proved it.’ i
‘Then you'd better let me get the fleur |
in my own name,’ said her father, put- !
ting en his hat with a farmer’s patience, i
to plow and replant the ruined corn |
fields. He did net wish his daughter to |
do this thing, but he knew even better |
than she did, how long it would be be- |
fere the damage could be repaired, and |
nething better seemed to effer. ' If sho |
could make a little money hy it, he
would help, not hinder ; but it was net
strange that the contract between his
ewn lot and his brother's rose to his mind
acain throughout the long, hard-working
day, and braught with it a sense of
bitterness it had never brought before.
They were ewn brother's, and Cristofer's
daoghter had hardly known what it was
to have an ungratified desire, while poer
little Polly must go to work and earn her
fow clothes before she could be married.
Who maketh them to differ ? !
Pelly, however, was troubled with no |

table that night. Her round of calls had
been entirely satisfactory ; Mrs Dallas
and Katrine had praised her prompt de.
termination in terms so flattering that |
the girl blushed rosily at the repetition.
They had insisted on claiming a share of
each baking, ‘te supersede Talufa's fail
ures;’ and Katrine had invited herself to
be Polly’s companion in the afternoon’s
visiting. Mrs. Kemble had been as
generous and graceful and kindly as Mrs.
Kemble alene could be ; she expressed
herself delighted by the unexpected
fulfilliment of her wish, and asked to be
supplied’ with three leves daily. The
others had followed snit, and ordered
leaves according tq, the sizs of their
respective families. ‘Indeed,’ said Folly
all in a sparkle of glad excitemert, ‘the
only limit to my undertaking appears to
be the size of my oven.’

‘And the measure of your strength,’
added her mother; you. haven’t buat one
life te life, my dear, and you den’t want
te be a tired out wife.’

‘Ishan’t be,’ answered Polly confident-
ly; ‘you don't half know what a reserve
force I have, mother mine.’

And soit seemed te be. In spite of

thought as she went to sleep that night,
and mingled oddly enough with her ﬁnti
waking thoughts of that far-aware lover |
who was lesking forward to the wedding
day that should erown his home coming
at Christmas time. A ray of sunlight
fell upon her ring, throwing its design
into beld relief. It was not the con-
ventional engagement ring. Seme unex-
plained feoling of pride had made her

would be fitting ernaments for Jacx’s
wife, but for Pelly Reynelds, something
‘If you

‘T would rather

under a I'npbndmont.

gives' aboye ithad beem te Pully her

hard work—for bread making is hard
work, let who will deny it—Pelly was
never more ‘healthy and wealthy and
wise,’ as the old adage hath it. Perhaps
the carly rising had its effect, for Polly
was astir betimes in these August and
Beptember mornings. The Kembles and
Barlows rejoiced in such breakfast rells
as they had never known before, and the
Dallas ¢ook enjoyed an immunity from
that form of labor in which she had been
peculiarly unsuccessful.  Polly might
have added many more customers to her
list, for the fame of Miss Reynolds’
home-made bread was seen noised
abread, but a recollection of her mother's
wyrning decided the girl to confine her-
self to the half-dozen families with which
she had started. She was not making a
fortune by any mauner of means, but the
silver dimes would have grown too heavy

Question and comment had long ceas-
ed in Pclly’s immediate n eighborhood,

but as curiosity died out in one quarter

it sprang up in another. Uncle Cristofer,
in making out his half yearly statement,
was puzzled to account for the unusual

number of barrels of fcur that had been |

sent to his brother. Considering how
badly the creps had turned out, it cer-
tainly looked as though Tom had been

extravagant in this one item of home

consumption, as lcast ; unless Tom get-

to choose between cumfors in the ki

Cristofer unbottoned his. "".”"‘ 1
took the cffered chair premptly. =

soon emerged from the pantry be
tray with a clsan napkin, one of

preserved ‘best plates,’ & knife
pat of golden hutter. :

"

nd.oliuqltmlnthcm" & 3
“The choice won't take long * Uncle:

Polly disappeaced fors

2, ¥ e salle
m r
‘Do you mean me to take my dyspep-
sia hot T ho asked as she broke the light,
fresh rolls apart. :
‘Never mention dyspepsia and my
bread in the same breath,’ said Pelly.
‘Taste and see if I haven't improved on
your crude material.’ . 3
‘No doubt about that,” replied Uncle:
Cris genially ; ‘though even when that is
granted, the amount of crude material
called tor bas been inecmprehensible.”

Is the bread ready, Miss Polly " asked'
a small boy, tapping st the window te
draw attention to his presence ; ‘mamma
wants to know if you can let her have
three loaves tenight 7 We've got adet of
company up at our house.’ - j

I'm afraid not, Haerry. Telf your
mother I'm serry ; she could have had it
just as well as not, it I had known it
sooner.’

Polly deposited the loaves in the buy's
basket, while her uncle watched her in
amazement. .
‘Su you've turned baker: How does
that accord with being a lady, Miss
Polly ¥

- *One might eonsider them synonymous
terms. Ifound eut lesg sye thatthe
word ‘lady’ comes from an eld Saxen
word hlacfdia, which means ‘leaf-giver’.’
‘And you've been baking up all this
flour and selling bread ! What did yew
do it for 7 he asked abruptly. ‘Can’t
your father take care of his family with-
out your help ¥

‘I don't know why he should if I can
help,’ was Polly’s quick retort ; ‘but he
hasn't asked for my assistance yot. I'm
doing it for myself.

‘But what for " persisted Unecle Cris-
tofer. ‘To buy finery with ¥

| Polly flushed hotly. The guess was
| true enough, in one sense, but she did
not like the task of explanation. To
her surprise, Uncle Cris ecame to the
veacue,

| ‘Didn’t Tom tell me you were geing to
marry young Dallas this winter? I sup-
puse that's what you wanted the money
tor—why didn't you come to me ¥

‘Why should I, when I could earn it
for myself 7

Uncle Cristofer made a gutteral sound
that might have meant anything, and
rose frem his chair.

‘Is that your father comingin? I'll
go and meet him.’

Polly was left with a hittle feeling of
irritation that she could not altogether

tinz the Hour at wholesale pricea, had

been doing a little commissien business | -

on his own accout. Some half formed
idea of looking into the matter, joined

with a certain concession to family feel- |

ing, whish Mr. Crstofer Reynolds ce-
casionally made, induced liim to stop for |
an hour or two between trains as he was
on his way dewn from Albany,.where he

} had just completed a very advantageous

'arraxwemcnt with rezard te an invoice
!

of grain from the west.

{acceunt for. Uncle Cristofer had mnot
| expressed any disapproval, and more than
| that could- net be expected from  him.
{ ‘Indeed,’ she drew herselt up proudly,
| ‘his epinion could make no difference in
{ her astion.” Still, it is always pleasanter
when one’s conduct meets with approval,
and Polly’s mind wes in a whirl, and in
that state her fingers invariably sought
the ring, that, being large, ceuld be
Itwisted round and round. A sense of
{something misaing brought her to &

Mr. Cristofer Eeynolds, portly and |gtartled censciousness of the sstion. ‘THb

misgivings when they met at the supper { comfortable, buttoned up in lis expen- | ring indeed was there, but the seal, with

s.ve evercoat, felt & pardorable thril of {118 quaint device and motto, had disap-
’

satisfaction as he compared his brother's

surreundings with his owp. This satis-

faction became annoyance as the third :h'n

ring of the door bell found him no near-
or a welcome than the windy porch.
‘Bah ¥ he exclaimed aloud, ‘I might

have remembered the habit in these

regions of never using a front dooz when
a side or back duoris attainable.’ Where-
upon he set out o a voyage of discov-
ery, and cvelly disregarding the side en-
trance, which was alsv clesed, appeared
at the kitchen door in time to see his
pretty miece oun her knees in front of the
even, engaged in drawing out a succes-
sion of leaves of bread —such bread n'
gave him a sudden sensation of hunger, |
8o brown and crisp did it look, and mi
sweet and appetizing did it smell,

Not until the pans were safely landed J
on the table did Polly become aware ot |
her unexpected guest, and her surprise
and embarassment deepened the glow in |
her pink cheeks.

Uncle Cristofer surveyed the picture‘
in silence ; the clean, well-kept kitchen, |
with its shining pans and skimmers rang- '
ed in vrderly array, the clear, bright fire |
that felt decided'y comfortable on this
cold’ Novemoer afternvon, the rew ot
freshly baked loaves, and Polly, in her
well fitting dark cambric dress and white
apron--Polly, with bnght eyes and
flushed cheeks, as presiding genius of
the whole.

‘Is it for & regiment ' he asked with a
twinkle in his shrewd gray eyes; ‘be-
cause if so, I'll jein the
corps.’

Pelly lauched at that, and gave him a
warmer welcome than Uncle Cristofer
had ever received at his brother's house-
hold, where his occasional visits were apt
te be characterized with mutual cen-
straint,

‘Wait and see,’ she answered gaily,
pulling out the high backed, chintz eov-
ered rocker for his occupation. ‘Father
hasn’t come in yet, and mother’s gone up
town on an errand, and T ean’t leave my

volunteer

for her pu:se, bit by bit, if they had ot

"o

bread just at present, so yon will have

dosr opened without the

knock or ring ; some on
i ; o called, * »
and in another : Po"’ x

herself —broom
clasped in Jack's arms,

peared.

The proverbial search for a needle in &
yoiack was not merz hopeless than
| Polly's hunt for her lost treasure. She
|racked her brain to remember when she
’hnd last seen it, but in vain. To and fro
{she went, through house and kitchen,

| peering into every possible place. Her

[mother came back while she was so én-
zgéged, and,  while sympathizing fally,
.jmvue«l the girl to wait until morning,
| instead of fetlowing the example of the
| woman in the Bible, who hghted a candle.

saud swept diligently.

Uncle Cristofer did not appear again.
His time was limited, and her father had
walked down to the depot with him §
‘\.lrs. Reynolds undertook the distribu-
tion of the bread, while Polly was con-
tinuing her miserable search ; but it was
all te no purpose, and she gave it up
after a while, theugh deterr.ining to rise
with the first dawn 1n the morning.

The sense of loss was her first com-
scious thought as she awoke, and she put
her determindtion into practise prompt-
ly. Ubpstairs and down, with careful
broom and dustpan did she go, but all to
no purpose. Her breakfast was a mere
fs-arce, over which she spent but litile
time. Mrs. Kemble and Mra, Barlowe
would have missed their fresh rolls for
once if Mrs. Reynolds had mot carried
out her daughters contract. It Was per-
haps nine o'clock in the morning when
ﬂrf-hed, tired and disheartened she ld:
mitted _to herself that it was n;olouto
look fdF it any longer. She was sittin,
at the foot ef the stairs, Ler curly Iookf
rough and diserdered, where they peeped
out from under her Sweeping-cap, her
broom still grasped in one lund’ the
brush and dustpan at her foet, wheI: the

ceremony. of

moment she had feund
ond duster and all—
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