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AIRLIE'S MISSION.*

13Y ANNIE S. SNVAN,
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CHAPTER I.

"IIELYWISlî tiiose boys wvould
corne dowiî to breakfast wvhcn it is
on the table. 1 arn sick of their
irregular hours. If your father liad
bcen alive, tliey '%vouId flot dare to
be so careless. They are getting
quite beyond nme altogrether."

It wvas a fretful, peevish, complain-
ing voice, whictî quite prepared one
to sec a discontented, worried expres-
sion of face. And yet itw~as a sweet,
kind face, if rather undecided, the
face of a woman ivithout much
strengtli of character, totally un-
fitted to face the battle of lufe alone.
Perhaps feeble health had mucli to
do with Mrs. Keith's fretful disposi-
tion. She hiad long been partially
invalided and there wvere lines of
pain and weariness on hier browv, and
about hier drooping mouth, which
told their own tale. Sordid care
had neyer touched hier, iL is true,
but there were other troubles which
had aged lier before lier time. She
had been deprived of the love and
care of a devoted aInoble hiusband,
just wvhen. her children rnost needed
the firmness of his guiding hand.
To one of hier nature the desolation
of widowhood ivas a peculiarly bitter
experience, for slie w'as totally un-
fitted to breast alone the tide of
Jife.

It was a pleasant, cheerful, luxu-
rious place, the rnorning roorn at
Errol Lodge. A cheerful tire burned
iii the pretty grate, and a briglht,
ruddy glow danced on the ivell-
appointed breakfast table, and vied
wvitlî the wintry sunbeanxs slanting

througli the crirnson curtains, and
playing on the golden hecad of' a
young lady at the %vindow, busy
already wvith a dainty piece of enm-
broidery. Janet Neitî 'vas like ta
picture, in that briglit setting; lier
fair, pale, refined face,, crowned by
the shining plaits of lier grolden hair,
shie lookcd as if nothing could ever
ruffle or disturb lier comiposure. ler
dress was dainty ana becoming,
too, a, warin crimson rnorming gown,
fitting to perfection; the linen at
throat and wrists wva as spotless as
the snow lyîng on the lawn; evcry-
thing about lier wvas tasteful and
harmonious: it wvas something of a
rest to look at ber afrer seeing the
worn, fretful, unsettled look on lber
rnother's faded face. Mrs. Keith
was sitting very near to the tire,
stooping ovcr it with lier thin hands
outspread to the cheerful beat, ber
ample white wvrap gathcred close
about hier bent shoulders, as if she
suffered froiîi the chilliness of the
rnorning air.

"-Why don't you speak, Janet?"
she asked, querulously, whien no re-
sponse came to lier.

tgWhat sial 11 say, ma mina?" l-
quired Janet, in hier calm, cool, sweet
voice. ccYou. know irny opinions re-
gardingr Errol and Jack. They have
been too long lef t to the freedorn of
their oivn sweet wils, and are in-
corrigible now."

",Tlat is cold enough comfort.
Really, I w'onder why niy sons
shouild be s0 undutiful. J ust look
at George Maitland; wvhat a com fort
hie is to his mother. HIe considers
lier in everything."

E*BY kind peliniissioi1 of the copyright hiolders, iMsr.Oliphatit, Aunderson & Furrie,,
Edinburllghi ani Louid(on, Nve are 1)ermrit.te(l. to reprit this latest Story. by Anic Sw.an, witi

is the soeaetfor Anniie Sw .m's books ini this conntry.


