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full o! sweet-briar, nodded to him
poiitely, and excused herseif nt once
to arrange hier fiowvers,,. This took
lier some time. ýMrs. Carrutb enter-
tained 'hlm placidly. Heien's eyes saw
but did not seexu to see the slightest
motion of -bis nervous baud, eaGh toile
of expression that rau ovex' his sensi-
tive face. Ho hiad lookied so eater
and -happy when she came ; almost
boyishly thirsting for that little plea-
sure ! But 'vheu she saw% the liglit
die froxu lus eyes, when she saw that
hurt look -%vlich she kniew quite weil,
settie about the lower part of bis face,
Helen was asha-med 0f herself.

"Mother," said Helen, " I Nvender if
Mr. Bayard wvouldn't like to have us
show hlim the clam study V"

" Your faither said hie shouid be at
worli," repiied Mrs. Carruth. " I don't
kuow that we ouglit to disturb hlm;
do you think we ouglit, Helen V"

"He was whittl-ing a piece o!
maliogany for Che diead o! a ea-ewlien
1 -left hixu," said Helen irreve.rently ;
" lie stole it out of the cabin of -that
old wreck in the inner harbour. Do
you think a Professor of T.leology
could be forgiven for sneak-tbieving,
Mr. Bayard- V"

She aibandoned the idea, o! visiting
the clam study, however, and seated
hersel! with calm graciousu-es by
tixeir visitor. Mrs. Carruth liaviuig
strolled aiway presently to lzeep some
elderly tryst among the ýpiazza ladies
of the ixotel, the young people were
ief't alone.

Thley sat for a moment in sud-
deu, rather awkward silence. Bayard
lool<ed at lier without any attempt to
speakl%. Slie ausiered bis sulent ques-
tion by saying, abruptly:

CiYou know you'll have to forgive
,me, whether you want to or not."

"eF orgive you VI
"W-hy, for bei-ng vexed. 1 was a

Jittle, at first. But 1 needu't have
been snch a,.schoolgirl as 'to show it."

" If you wvould be s0 ldind as to tell
me wliat I can possibly have doue to
-deserve your disleaure-"l began
Bayard lielplessly.

«If a mani doesn't uuderstand with-
out -being told, V've uoticed lie cau't
iinderstand w.hen lie is told....
W-hy didn'-t you wait tili next fail be-
fore you came to see us, Mr. Bayard ?"

4Oh P" sa'id Bayard. His happy
look< came baek to bis tired face, as if
a maglc-lantern hxad sh-ifted a beauti-
fui slide. " Is that it ?"1

He lauglied deliglitediy. «<WThy, I
suppose T must have seemed rude-
neglect! ni, at any rate. But I've

iloticed that if a woman doesn't uxiider-
stand witlit being told, she makes
up for it by lier readiness of compre-
hension when slie is tolt."

'lW-hat a nice, red coal "smiled

Hlelen. "The top of xny bead feels
quite wari i. Dear me ! Isn't there
a spjot bunied bald ?"

She fele anxiduisly of her pretty hair.
" Coxue over and tsee iny workc," said

Bayard, " and you'Il neyer ask( me
again why -I didn't do aiîy.thing- 1-
woul s0 mnuch rather do."

««.I neyer aslzed you ýbef ore !" laslied
Helen.

" You did me an b.onour tha:t I shall
remember," said Bayard gravely.

" Oh, please don't ! Pray forget it
as soon as you can,*' cried Helen, witlî
red cheeks.

" Yeu doa't kuow, you see you can't
kinow, bow a mani situated as I arn
prizes the signs of the simplest humani
friendohip 'that is si-ncere and woman-

*So sai Bayard quietiy. Helen drew
a ltti6 quick breat.h. $he seemed re-
conciled now, to iherself, and -to him.
They beg an to talk at once, quffte fast
and fireely. Afterwarde lie tried to re-
member wliat it hýLd ail been ebout,
but lie found it not easy ; the eveuing
passed on -wings ; hoi feit the atmos-
iyliere of this 1-ittie ipleasure wit-h a de-
liglit impossible to be understood by a
man ýwho had not linown and graced
sooiety and left ît. Now and then lie
spolze of hds rwork, but Helen did not
exhibit a marked interest in the sub-
ject.

Bayardi drew a mlodest inference that
hie bad obtruded bhis. own affairs witlx
the obtuseness common to mission-
aies and other zealots ; hc roused
h-imself to disused conversation, and
to the forgotten topies o! the world.
It lid not occur to hixu that this was
preeiseiy what ehle intended. The
Young lady drew hlm, out. and drew
hlm on. They ehaitted about Cesarea
and Beacon Street, about art, clubs.
magazine literature, and the symiphony
concerts, ilie -the ordînax'y social bu-
man beirng.

" Youi se I -have been out -f it s0
long !" pleaded Bayard.

"Not yet a year," corr-ected Helen.
"It seems to me twenty," lie xnused.
"You don't go to see your uncle,

yet ?"'
"«I met thim once or twice down-

t<-wu. 1 have not been home yet.
But that would makie no difference.
I have no leisure for-all these littie
things."

He said the words wit-h sucli an utter
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