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with. an unusual amaunt of kindness in bier tone, going up ta the couch and
taking his hand in both hers.

I t is more than good of you to came to mie," says Dugdale, raising hlm-
self an bis elbow. IlYou mnust forgive me that 1 cannot rise to receive you."
As lie speaks hie smilcs, but it is a srnile that saddens one. Even as their
vaices sound in each atber's cars bath hie and Mrs. Tremaine remember the
hour when Iast they met. Tbey sec the bril1liant ball-room,' the glowing flowvers,
the pretty faces, and ail tbe piquan/te crawd that had cotirted and petted and
smiled their swveetcst Upon poor Ilbeauty " Dugdalc.

Involuntarily Mrs. Tremaine stoops and presses bier lips ta bis forebead.
A sympathy that is almost motherly stirs bier breast. Had bie been in good
health bier greeting in ail probability wauld bave been cold, but now in bis
affliction hie seems very nearly dear ta bier.

"0 f course I would camne ta sec yau," she says, gently, Il and 1 bave
brougbt Gretchen with me. 1 suppose yout and she bardly remember eacb
other." She max-es a little ta anc side, .ind Gretchen, amring nearer, lays bier
band in bis.

I recoller t Nlr. Dugdale," she mys, biaîf ta bier miotber, Mville smiling
kindly upon Kennth 'l 1I scldam farget a face, and yau art nat so greatly
changed. But yau wvere only a big bay then, and I was a little cbild. It is
very long ago."

"I1 don't remember ),ot," Kennetb answers, reluctantly, sbaking bis head.
" our face is strange ta me;- and yet-how could 1 bave forgotten it? i t daes

not say mucb for my memory, daes it ? 15 yaur sister quite xvell ?
"Kitty ? Yes, tbank you."
"I arn so very glad you bave came dawn," says Mrs. Tremaine. I arn

sure the fresb air wilI do you gaod."
Il WiIl it ? " says Dugale, in a peculiar tone and with a slight contraction

of tbe brows then, tbotigb ashamed of bis curtness, , be goes on quickly:
IlPerbaps so. At ahl cvents I rather fancy the country just at this time, and
the viexv from the windows bere is perfect. It was Maudie's room, you kuow.
One cari see where sbe liad the trees cut dowvn ta give bier a glimpse of the
ocean."

I t is charming,-quite too lovely," rcturns Mrs. Tremainec, wha in reality
tbinks it a little bleak, and bas a rooted objection ta the sea. Il Huw is dear
Maudi Have you becard from bier lately? "

IlYes. Last Monday. She is very happy, and seemns ta bc eujoying lier-
self tremendously. Tbey have gone pretty iveil up in the country, and appear
to, have fallen in wvîth rather a nice lot. She says the life suits bier, and sbe
likes it. She would, you know. Sbe wvas always a lazy bhild,-fond of lying
in the sun, and tbat."

"lMaudie and 1 were great friends," says Gretchen, turning from the
open window wbere she bias been standing, looking like a picture framed in the
drooping ivy and the clustcring rases. IlHow Iprctty she ivas, and bow full
of verve ! I was more sorry than 1 can tell you wlien Major Scarlett married
bier and took ber away from us."

"Every one liked bier, dear little tbing," says Dugdale.
1 h ave nat been here since sbe left; and this roomn reminds me of bier so

forcibly," says Gretchen, witb some regret in bier toue. Il I can almost imagine
1 see ber over tbere at that casel bending lier sleek liead above bier paintings,-
wh~icli were always quite impossible."

"lShe certainly wasn't a young Turner," Kennetli says with a faint laugb.
IlNo," ecboing tbe laugh gayly. IlI used ta, wonder bow sbe kept bier

haïr s0 smootb. Dear Matîdie! everything bere recalîs bier so vividly."l
"I like tbis room," says Dugdale, looking round him. I t is small, that

is one comfort. When a fellow bas knocked about a good deal in barracks lie
gets an affection for bis walls and likes to bave them near hlm. Ail tbe otber
roims are s0 vast they make anc almost lose siglit of orie's own identity.Thougb, perbaps,".--slowvly and 'vitli a sudden accession of gloom,-"l there
might be worse faults than that."

IlThere is one fault even in this your favourite room,' says Gretchen,
hastily, anxious ta turn bis thouglits from their present unhappy channel,

"And this is ?"I asks bie, witb some animation.
"lYou bave flowers, but no roses," says Gretchen, nodding bier prctty

head disdainfully at ail the china bowls full of flowcrs that are sîveet but ilI-
cliosen ; Iland wbat is a buncli of flowers witliout a rose?" I

,-A mere mackery," replies hie, catching lier humour; Ilyes, of course you
would notice that. But you must pardon my wvant of taste. Remeinher, 1
have no one ta gather tbem for me."

I shahl do it this moment. 1 cani sec same tcmpting mies just l)clowv
nie," says Gretchen, craning bier neck over the balcony. Il May 1 il"

"Oh! tliank you," exclaims the young mnan, gratefully, a little colour
caming into lis pale face. And tlien lie watcbes bier as slie crasses the balcany
and decends tbe cteps, bier long dove-gray skirts trailing bebind ber,-watcbes
lier musingly as she moves with unstudied grace from tree ta tree, a fairer
flower berself tban any she can gathr,--a veritable symphony in gray,-
wbile Mrs. Tremaine talks an, and succeeds, as she always docs, lu making
herself intensely agreeable.

Tlien Gretclien returns xvitli the rases, and going up ta, hlm, puits thern
softly ta bis face.

"Are tbey flot sweet?" I she says ; and be answers bier back again,-
IlTbey are indeed,"l gratitude in bis face and voice.
IlTbey xvill die, darling. Ring for sorne ivater and arrange tbem in anc

of tliose Wedgwood bowls," says Mrs. Tremaine.
IlIf I may bave them liere beside me just as Miss Tremaine bas brougbt

tbern in, without water and witbout arrangement, I tbink I sbould prefer it,"
says Dugdale ; whereupon Gretchen, feeling pleascd, sbe liardly knows wby,
brings tbem back ta hlm and lays tliem an the small table near hlm.

Then Mrs. Treinaine rises and tells bim tbey must really go.
IMust you ?" says Dugdale, regretfully, and ivonders vagucly how lie could

have felt sa bored biaîf an bour ago at tbe mere thoughit of having ta entertaini
theni.

IThaùk you a thousand timies for coming," lie says, earniestly. "lDo you
know I neyer realizcd how loncly I ivas until you came?

'l'len 1 arn afraid we bave donc you more liarrn than good," says Gretchen,
rnischievously glancing at hlm aver bier mother's shoulder, %vitb a kind littie
smile.

IlOh, no, yotu inust not say that. On tbe cantrary, 3011 bave given me
somnetbing pleasant ta think of. I shall nox live lu the hope that you will came
again," returuis Dugdale, this tume addressing Gretchen rather than lier mother.

I t is quite dreadful your being sa much alonc, 50o disbcartening," says
Mrs. Tremaine tbaugbtfully. Il Well, we must sec -we must sec ; Oh, yes, of
course ive shall came again, and soon, very soan. Good-by, my dear Kenuctli;
and pray do not kccp those rases sa close ta yau. Flowers are always unwhole-
some,-so full of midges, and ties, and other unpleasant tbings."

I don't believe tlicre is anytbing unpleasant in these flawers," Kenneth
replies, witli conviction, letting bis glance rest on Gretchen for anc moment as
sire bids hlma farewcll. Her clear eyes look calmly iuta his ; bis baud closes
round bers. This visit, sa unlooked for, bas provcd inexpressibly s'veet ta him,
bas linked hlm once mare witb the aid world on whicb lie bas so resolutely
turncd bis back, rcfusing ta be comfortcd, and yet for wvbich bie bas never ceased
ta pine daily, bourly.

There is a colour ou bis lips, now, a warmth at bis heart, that ever since
bis sad accident bas becu unknown ta it. He holds Gretcben's band cldsely,
as tbougb boath ta let bier go; and she, being quick ta notice the signs of grief
or langing lu those around bier, returus the pressure faintly, and says IlGood-
by" lnulber gentlest touies. It seemns ta hlm there is a hope, a promise in lier
vaice tlîat sustains hlm. Ves, she ivill surcly camie again. The thought almost
reconciles hlm ta the wcary days that lie before hlm, in wbich life, in its fullest
scuse, must be deuied hlm. He lias so long been a recluse, bas so long brooded
lu solitude over bis awn inisfortunes, that noiv ta hald sudden converse witli bis
fellow-creaturcs sens strange ta, hlm, and good as strange. He watches the
girl's departing figure, as she foliows bier mother from the rooni, xvitb a wistful
gaze. At the door sbc pauses, and Iaokiug; back at hlm again, bestows upon
hlm a last little friendiy smile and bow, aftcr whicli she vanishes.

To Dugdale it secms as thougli the suinshine had gone witb bier. He siglis
impatiently, and witb a gesture of distaste closes tbe book lie bad thought so
interesting baîf an bour before and flings it from bum. A glaomy expression
faîls into bis eycs, and the old look of heavy discontent settles round bis lips ;
hie raises bis baud, and by chance it fails upon the roses at bis side. His face
softens. Lifting then, lie separates themn slawly and examines theni one by
anc.

CHAPTER IV.
"Weil, whîat did you think of hlm, Gretchen ?" asks Kitty.

It is niany bours later, and dinner is almost at an end. Thîe servants have
departcd ta a more congenial thougli a lower world, and Brandy and Flora biavi
brouglit ta a successful termination the mild but vigorous dispute that bas en-
dured tbraugli every course.

"I1 thouglit hlm liandsome-particuarly liandsorne,-but sad," says Gretchen,
a littie absently. She bas been somewhat silent since bier return home, and
apparently full of thouglit.

IlQuite depressing," remarkes Mrs. Tremaine: "a nc bardly kuew wliat to
say ta hlm, poor fellow. Really, but for Gretclien 1 don't know bow I should
bave sustained conversation. She cbeered hlm a good deal, I fancied. Yet he
is not emaciated iu appearance. Hie is pale, of course, but really laoks wonder-
fully well; only melancholy, yoti know, and-iopeless, it struck me."

"Yes, hopeless," repeats Gretchien, quietly.
"Fe evidently depressed Gretchen too," says Brandy, screxving a most

uncecessary glass inita bis eye; Ilshe looks as if holding up one's finger would
make bier xveep. I bave been iost iu admiration af ber charming face ever since
dinner began. That pensive expression suits ber down ta the ground. The
general effect, however, was spoiled by ber appetite, whicli was most objection-
ably liealthy. You ought ta, do the thing tharouglily, my dear Gretchen,-
artistically,-wlicu you go about it at ail. Have some more ginger ? Yau
appear ta like it."

I think bie is lonely," says Gretchen, suddeuly. I glauced back as 1
ivas leaviug the roani, and found hlm gazing after us witli a terribly wistfüi look
in bis eyes. I am sure lie was thinking lie would have no anc ta speak ta hlm
ail the rcst of the long cveuing."

IlYou sbouid have gone back and offered your services," says Brandy,
sevcrely: I bate lialf-hearted cbarity. I don't kuow liow you can enjoy your
dessert ivitli sucli an evident sense of gratification wlicn you picture ta yourself
that poor youg mari absolutely piniug for yau. Do bave some mare ginger.
I know you love it,"

"e.Wcll, I xvill, then," says Gretchen, wîtli a littIe grimace, letting hlm help)

But this is a maost miserable state of affairs," exclaims Mr. Tremaine,
anxiously. I t is most uuneighbourly and lubospitabie ta think of lis being
there aIl alone, whee perhaps lie would like ta, be bere. It is sufficieut ta, drive
hlm melanclioly nîad lying there ail day long brooding aver bis mnisfartunes."

"ml 9.'Yoi are gaing ta propose somethiug, Harry,"I says Mrs. Tremaine, witb a

Aiîd you guess wiîat it is ?"I with an answering smile.
"Yes. I tliink ive auglit ta invite hlm liere : poor Mary Spcncer's son

is that it? You sec I always kuoxv your tliougbts."
IlAh!1 that is j ust what was ln my lieart," Gretchen breaks iu, eagertly.

"How thoughtfui you are, papa! 1 arn sure lie would be happier liere. Brandy
may laugli at me, but xvhcn I was leaving bis room to-day I wouid bave given
almost anything ta be able ta, go back again, ta bave got a book and drawn
my chair close ta bis and read ta hlm for an hour or so. It seenied cruel ta be
so strong and hcaltliy, xvbeu be xvas s0 afflicted."

IlXYour sister Gretclien's fate xviii be a Metbiody parson," says Brandy,
sot/o voce, ta Flora, wlio, iudignantly rcpudiating the idea, at once opens up
another exhaustive argument, that hasts on and off tilI bcd-bour.

l'The library xvotld be a cliarmiug place for hlm ta lie lu ail day," says
Kitty, with animation. I t is sucli a- pretty rooni, and we occupy it Sa inucl
during tire nîarniug, and ncarly aIl] the evening."1
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