ASSUMPTION DAY EVENING
HYMN.
Now is the day dechining,
o Our Tady’s holy day;
K¢ I join my hands and view it
In silence pass n\v.\{.
The sun, mn sinking, kisses
Once more the wood and more,
It scems a sign of parting
0f our own Lady dcar.,
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B Their cvensong are singing
. The birds, so low with glee;
! ‘The lovely tune is sounding
s So sweet, so dreamily;
i “The tree tops rustle softly,
. And as I upward peer,
Methinks I hear a whisper
Of our own lady dear. ~

o

Bt From the mead and from the forest
& The mist ascends in view;
Z The flowers bow so lowly
¥ Bepeath the pearly dew.
P The stars, o’cr shiniug brighter,
K On azurc shics appear;
To me it scems a radiance
Of our own Jady dear,

And thus the day's dechmning,
RPE  Our Lady's holy day;
W 1 jon my hands and sece it,
While praving, pass away.
Sleep well until the morrow
Ye forest, plain and mere;
5 We all arc resting safely
With our own Lady dear.
—DBeautics of Mary.

peire

.

By

E:
L

: I

'\"l(i('l< ¢ 13 %\\N

¥ U 'I W

¥ Melinda's Smile w

b Osasaneeee’

¥ I lct the reins fall idly across Blue-

bell’s sleek brown neck and gave way

t to a flood of uscless regrets and vain

¢ imaginings of what might have been,

% till & voice from the footpath brought

: back my wandering thoughts with a

% rush. I raised tmy head to find Me-

% linda -- dazzling vision in blue cloth

" and white fur, by my side, with the

% same irresistible smile and her face

7+¢ and voice as fresh and sweet as spring

ft {tself

“Good-morning,” she said, gayly

! enough, hut somewhere behind  her

smile I caught a glimpse of anxiety

. and—could it be?—appeal

v “Good-morning * I hyew that if I

stopped the little—very little—peace

of mind I had gained in my long,
lonely ride would vanish like smoke;
but Blucbell, from long habits, took
the matter upon herself and dropped

Jter head to graze by the roadside.

Melinda drew a small, bare hand
from her white muff and stroked the
sleck skin, I noticed how cunningly
the bunch of violets nestled in  the
£. soft brown of her hair and wished

g that I were dead.

ls it true?' T asked,
avell enought that it wvas.

Melinda's head was still bent; per-
haps that was why her voice was

i mufiled, .

1Ves,! she said, it is true.”

“Do you care for him?” I went on,
and at this Melinda® raised her head

g .indignantly.

. “You have nc nght to ask," she
said, with flanung cheeks, *I—I am
very fond of him, indeed."

b “No,"' I saud, htterly, "'I have no

'f right — no right beyond the promise

' made so gasily, broken so lightly. I

will ask no more questions. It must

be casy indecd to be fond of such an

;  incomc as ILeonard's—with good looks

% into the bargain. Good-bye. I wish
~ you luck, Melinda."

" She caught my rein and Bluebell

., stopped again, She knew me and she

.- knew Mchinda. I had lured her many

times before I went away, and we

fhad always, somchow,met Melinda,

“You are very unkind,” Melinda
said, quickly. ¢It isn’'t thc money —

f; at least not much, You know how

X hard it is at home, with no moncy

[t for anything nice — I'm sure we
-conldn't he much worse off if we
. were beggars—and mother grumbling
? and grumbling becausc Lisette and I

* were hoth engaged to poor people and

B Afargaret and Mabel both growing out

BF" of their things as fast as old nurse

¢ .akes them, and wther worried aw-

b fully with beastly bills."

I glanced at Melinda's tailor-made

B : - costume with a smile.

k.. She flushed again. Tier cotuplexion
" s like pink and whic apple blossoms.
I had to have some decent things
P: ayhen I was e gaged,” she explained,

. - hurriedly, *'b cause of lconard's relas

. "tions and tl.ings calling; but they

B arcn’t paid for yet, so you needn't

 smile in that horrid, unbelicving way.
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¥ « . . And then,” she went on, ‘‘you
went away all that time in  South
Africa about those wretched railways,
_and everybody sald you would never
% make any money, and they said I was
selfish and horrid and cruel, and Lis-
etee would get engaged to the curate
E: and Margaret was always crying he-
'?. caunse she couldn't go to parties and
& things . . . snd Leomard was alway
k' ere, kind and nice to everybody and
always doing gencrous things till at
2o last T got quite fond of him. . « .
. You know I am very aifectionate by
. mature.”

“Evidently, said L.

s, . . And when you said you might
be out for years and years more.”

W'wwo years was what I said.”

©And everybody kept bothcrin'g and
K. botheéring, and Teonard was so kind
% and patient, il I thought and
thought and made up my mind au last
4o write and break it off. And 1
die -

¥es,” I'said’gufetly, 'you.did. I
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found vour letter waiting for me di- | the letters, Of course she unly want- "PIY you duch the door when  you
reetly I got back. It was a pleasant | ed to make another attempt to regain | wenit outs” .
welcome home. The womman at  my | that tell-tale packet, “Me? Lor', no, sir. We never lock
rooms kuew I was coming, so she I let her hand fali—I had forgotten | the doors alore bhedtune ‘There’s no o gt

did not forward it, “There 18 nothing
more to be sa d, is there?”

“Wait  a winute,”” sad Melinda.
“When you weie away, I—cr~wrote
to you.,”

“You did,” said I—''once a weck
for two years. I have got all your
letters, They began with vows of
eternal constaucy, and they ended in
—this|"

Her cyes were filled with tears.
They were alimost the color of the vic.
lets in her hat, and I wished she
would finish what she had to say and
let me go.

“I  didu't  think you'd mind
mueh,* she said wistfully.

“I dow’t want to be rude,” I re-
plhied, “but that is a he—and you
know it! Will you say what you have
to say and get it dome?”

“1 want you to send back all my
letters—that 1s all.’

CANRY said I,

“Yes. I have sent back yours and
your ring and the little turquoisc
bangle with the nuggest — and—ohl
everything vou gave me.”’

“Why should I send them back at
all?” T asked, *‘They can’t be pleas-
ant reading to you now."

“It isn't that," shs said; “it's be-
cause of Ieonard, He doesn't know
we were engaged, and he has such
ridiculous ideas about broken en-
gagements. o has a sort of toeory
that he wont“marry a girl unless he
is her first tove

“¥Yen are very foolish, There is not
likely to be much happinesg for you
in the future if you begin t& deceive
him alteady. How can he help know-
fug wo were engaged?'’

““There 13 no  teason why he
should,” said Melinda quickly. 1
haven't told ;anybody- outside—tnother
said there was no telling what might
happen. Mabel and Margaret are
too anxious for me to marry him, to
let that out.” ‘

“But,” said I, ‘‘while I have the
letters you.know they -are quite safe.’

“I suppose $0,*'she said, doubt.
fully; “but I should never be quité
sure, and I should be so uncasy al-
ways, and you might dic or some-
thing, and then just think how dread-
ful it would be Jor me ¥f Jeonard
fond it out.” :

“Ye—es," I said slowly. “But, on
the othier hand, I don't sce why you
should expect me to, mind that. Why
should 1 have any consideration for
you? You had little cnough for mel"

<Ol v erfed "Metifida, “you are nev-
cr going to be so crucl. “You can't
meatt—you—'*

“Yes,” Ireplind,” T am — I can —
I do. The letters were written to
me, and at the time they were writ-
tent I helive you muant what you said.
All your pretty protestations of faith
and constancy and undying love were
as real then, I suppose, to you as,
most unhappily, they scemed to me.
They atc all I can have now. You be-
tong to Leonard. I will keep the let-
ters."

Then 1 saw Mechinda was getting
frightened. She was really crying
now, and I knew .that unmediaty
flight was the only thing for me.
With Melinda happy and ssmling I
could be stern and unyielding, but I
knew too well the power of Melinda
i tears.

“Good-bye,'* T said, in a tone of
gentle metancholy, and rode away,
leaving lier weeping pitifully by the
roadside.

That night I dined with Melinda’s
uncle, the rector, and Melinda and her
Leonard were there.

She had a sweet little voice and re-
lied for cifect on many small tricks
of cxpression, and Lceonard, who was
big and bald and jollv, would listen
to her by the hour with an expression
of rapt cestacy. She sang the “Tin
Gee-gee,”* which scemed to me, under
the circumstances, to Dbe peculiarly
appropriate. .

Presently, about o o'clock, Mclinda
rosc to go. She had a bud headache
and would be so glad if dear auntic
would excuse her.

I am awfully tired, auntic,” she
said. “'I hope everybody won't think
I am very rude. No, Lconard, you
really musn't come with me. It is
only a run across the orchard, and I
can slip through the side gate in the
kitchen gorden, and be in the house in
five minuves.”

Meclinda crossed the room to me and
hield out her hand. Iler face was al-
most as white as her dress, and when
1 took her hand I found that it was
buraing.

“Good-night,” she said, and I notic-
ed that for once she had forgotten the
irresistible smile; I suppose you
won't be going yet?"

She spoke in a low voice and I
started. Surcly she didn't mean—

“I am going by the gate in the
orchard,” she went on, recklessly,

S0

-| with her ayes on the ground, and I

was speechless,

“You ought to know it,” she said,
rather sadly.

I could hardly believe.my ears, It
could not be possible that-she micant
o ok mie to mect her there. ’
Mi‘inda conld not behiave so badly so
very soon.

-And. then T zeniembered

Even |

for the moment that 1 was holding it,
It was from force of habit, I sup-
pose

“¥es," T said, “I ought to know it
-1 did once. But I have forgotten it
now. Yerhaps Jeonard Crewe knows
1t better.  You might ask him."

Again those violet eyes filled with
tears.

“Ilow can you be so unkind?" she
\vluspcrc('l. “Good-night.  Then you
won't he going for a long time yet, I
suppose?”’

“Probably not,” I said, calmly;
and with a last glance of wistful ap-
peal Melinda went into the hall to be
carcfully cloaked by the devoted
Leonard. I heard his boisterons voice
for at least five tinutes beggmg to
be allowed to take her lome, but as
usual Mehnda tiiumphed, for he came
hack presently with a glum look on
his jolly face.

“Melhinda scemed pretty well hnock-
ed up,” he remarked, gloomily.

“She hasn't looked at all well the
Jast weck or two,” said the rector,
“I'm afraid the poor child has rather
a tough time of it at home."

My hecart pricked me. Ferhaps I
had been too harsh. Melinda had be-
haved very badly to me—slic was an
inconstant and mercenary little flirt
~hut, all the same, I loved her bet-
ter than any one clse in the world,
and would have done anything to
prevent her from being treally unhap-
oy.

“Come and have a game of solo,”
said the rector.

We played a hand or two, hut my
thoughts were not on the game, Was
it possible that Melinda was still
walting at the gate? I felt that at
all costs T must go and see.

"I'm afraid you must excuse me,"
I said. "'T have a letter which simply
must go by the 10 o'clock post. I wall
cotne in again for an hour, if you wali
allow me, when I have posted 1t."

So I left thom and  they  scttled
down huppily to three-handed nap —
Leonatd likea nap better than solo —
and I slippel through the orchard to
the lanc at the other <yd which I
knew so well. There was a gle.old
worm-caten gate in the lane leadu.g
into, the kitchen garden of Mclinda's
home, and ‘this was where I half
hoped, half feared to find her,

Wihen I found that ole was not
there, I was ashamed to own that 1
felt a little pang of disappointment.
I had spent tnany pleasant half hours
with Melinda at that gate. I felt
almost sentimental, and a tender
parting sceste i the proper stage mans
ner, would, have been, .in my present
frame of ind, rather pleasant than
otherw!se. I turned with a sigh' to
go home,

“It was too good to last,” I told
myself, dolefully. *Melinda is the
most charmng person in the world,
but I ought to have known that
pretty hittle  smouth  of hers mncant
weakness and inconstancy. I wish I
had never gone away., I was a fool.
to trust to her promises. What mer-
cenary  beats  ler people must  bel
Poor little thing! No doubt she had
an awful lot to put up wath, I sup-
pose I might as well be generous and
burn those letters. It 18 all I can do
for her now. I will have a tragic
bonfire of all my hopes and happiness
in the sitting-room grate when I get
in and say good-bye to love for once
and all.»

I was staying in the end cottage of
the long red row which tiade up the
village, and my sitting-room was a
pleasant little place with a lattice
window. I pulled up the blind and
drew my basket chair to the fading
light.

I might as well do the thing prop-
erly,” 1 said, gloonuly, *“and make
mysclf thoroughly imiscrable while I
am about it. I will read them all
through before I burn themy;  there
mwust he quite a hundred. I can't go
back to titc rectory to-night. They
will forget all about me if they are
playing cards.” I knew the rector
and I knew Leonard.

1 flung my hat viciously into a cor-
ner and went to my desk to get the
fetters. It was unlocked—nobody
eves locks things in Pettover — and I
tifted the lid and put my hand into
the corner in which I had placed
them. It was quitc cmpty—the pack-
et had gone!

I could hardly belicve my eyes. I
must lhave put them somewhere else
in my sleep, and hastily I began to
search the few drawers and cupboards
my rooms contained. No; they had
vanished as cotupletely as if they had
never been. I went to the door and
called my landlady to tell her of my
foss, though I had no hope of getting
any information from her. One had
only to look in her face to sce that in
that mass of vacant stupidity there
was no toom for curiosity or even
common intelligence.

“‘Has any one been in," I'asked,
“while I've been out?"

*“Not nobody as I knows on," she
replicd, with her mouth open.

“Have you been in all the cven-
Ang?" I went.on, in desperatioh,
“Me? Tor', no, sir, T've.been up at

Ahe-Reéd- 0use Yavin’ a bit.o* suppet

itk ont: Martha Aljce)””

ove a5 ‘ud break i 3 Pettover — et
alone there bem' nothin® to take

HWed, they've found something at
Jast," T said. “‘But what they want
with a parcel of ofd letters beats me.
Do you suppose they took them for
bhanknotes?” And then I stopped
suddenly, for I remembered some one
who did want those letters.

Mrs. Leach stopped and picked up a
large sheet  of paper {rom under a
chair bv the door and handed it to
me with 4 grunt.

“Is this somcthing o' yours?" she
asked; and I took 1t in my hand, It
was the last page of a song. I read
the words of the refrain:

“And a girl never looks at one-and-
nihe
With a possible two-and-three,”

Oh, Mclinda, Mchindal

e, 1 said, hurtiedly; “it's —
it's o part of a hymn I was singing
to myself--a hind of requiem.  Mrs,
Leach, don’t bother any more about
the letters; it doesn’t really matter;
they were worth nothing.”' This was
true in more senses than one,

Mrs, Iecach went heavily down the
passage and I was left alone,

I had ample time for reflection dur-
ing the long hours before morning,
and soon made up my mind what to
do, Tt sectmed to me that I owed a
duty to s yself. 1 had resolved much
aty  will to be generous to
Melinda, but she had forestalled me
with a little plan of ler own,
“Now,' I said to myself, ''I shall
play for my own hand.'’

E walked boldly up to the Red
House apd asked for Melinda, I no-
ticed as I went throngh the hall that
the linolenm was worn threadbare
and that the stair carpets were in the
samie woeful plight, otherwise the
place was much as it had been two
years agu. Melinda's twin sister met
me in the hall. They were seventeen
and altiost as pretty as she was her-
self. Margarct was surprised to sce
me, and held out a plump, unwilling
hand.

#John!'" she cried=—*'you?"

"“Yes," I said, “it's John. You
Jieedn't try to hide the extreme pleas-
M you feel at my presence. I quite
understana your feelings.  Will you

tell Melinda thag I wish to sec her
alone?"

Margaret gathered
wits, .

“Melinda is out," she said, sweetly,
ond my haart sank. I am afraid I
was. lounging for the fray. I turned to
go, but I was wisc enough at this
anoment to look over my head.  Me-
linda was hanging osver the banisters,
listening with cvident interest to our
lively conversation.

“1 think you must be mistaken,” I
murmured, politely. “Mclinda is just
coming down.''

She descetded with o hanging head
and burning checks, and after a short
but animated discussion I found my-
sclf alone with her in the dilapidated
old school-room. I shut the door and
crossed to  where she stood by the
window.

"I congratulate you on your suc-
cess," I said.

Melinda evidently expected more

""What—what do you mean? '
faltered. *‘What success?'!

I smiled. *Your success in getting

rid of your headache, cf course. You
look wonderfully well this momm-
ing." .
She didn’t quite understand whether
slic was safc or not. She looked up
inquiringly., Had I found out yet?
Did I suspect? She didn't vetura to
speak, but she turned on the irresis-
tible swile.

“I am glad you are quite weil,” I
said coolly, “for I am afraid you
will find what I have to say a little
trying. You had better sit down.'

Mclinda looked frightened. She scat-
cd hersclf on the arm of the big, un-
tidy sofa and kicked nervously at the
floor. She had small feet and always
wore such pretty shoes.

“Listen to me,' I said, gravely.
"'Before we Ieave this room we have
got to come to terms."

She groaned. I know you're going
to be horrid," she said, nervously
rolling a sheet of music she held in
her hand.

That sheet of music reminded me of
something. I pulled the last page of
the “Tin Gee-gee” out of my pocket
and handed-it to her.

©I think that is your property,” I
said.

The scarlet of her cheeks faded and
she stared at mc  with wide open
eyes.

s“Where did you find it2** she askdd.

o1 will tell you that later on, First
of all, ‘Nielinda, do you think you
have treated me well?”

I couldn't help it," she murmured,
“You know it wasn't me.*"*
“Perhaps not," I said.
rate, you-cannot deny that you have
broken your promise and, for any-
thing you know to the contrary, ruin-

cd my life.”

- .
2L ubnet

hee  geattered

she

1 did it for the sake-of the others," -

shg whispered, in a volce-that was

althost inandible.

uI.don't helieve it;™ Lisald,.calmly.
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“I don't belive it! You have never
thought of any one but yourself all
your life. It's no good coming the
noble self-sacrificing motive over me,
Mechinda, because it won't wash, You
have thrown e over for Iconard,
partly because he had a lot of money
to buy vou cxpensive dresses and dia-
monds and things, and could give you
a big houre, with a lot of servants to
boss over, and partly because you are
always influcnced by the person who
is nearest to you. I ought to jave
known you were as weak as water.
You have made a jolly mess of a
man's life, and yet you can be per-
fectly happy and coinfortable.'

Melinda sighed. “There never was
a more unhappy girl than me,” she
said.

I taughed. “That's all nonsense. You
are as pleased as you can be because
two men arc making themselves mis-
~rable about you. I don't know why
we be_you certainly are not worth
it. T wish 1< heaven, you weren't so
confoundedly pretiylr

This encouraged Mclinda to try the
smile.

'So you still think me pretty, do
you?" she said, softly.
Pretty! I groaned inwardly, for I

knew that however plainly I saw Me-
linda's faults and however disgusted
I was with her behavior, there was
no mistaking the fact that I was
more in love with her than ever.
Pretty!

‘'Besides,’" she went om, ‘''you are
mistaken. There is only one man mis-
crable about me, and that is you.
Leonard isn't miserable. He is very
happy, as indeed hec ought to be."

“Yes," I said, grimly, '"'he ought
indeed! But he won't be for long."

Poor Melinda! the thunderbolt had
fallen at last.

“You--you-—'" she pgasped — ‘“‘you
are going to *ell him?"

1¥es,* said I, I am, unless=*’

Unless what?' eagerly snatching,
at any chance,

“Unless”'—I spoke very slowly --
*‘unless you break off the engagement
and marry me."

Melinda gasped.

+Johnl' she cried, ‘'you are madl
Marry you? After all this?"

“Yes,” I said, trying to speak with
a calinness < did not feel, '"marry me.
I dare say you arc surprised that I
should whnt to marry you now that
I have found out your true character,
but in spite of cverything I care for
you more than anything in the world,
and I mean to have you in the end.”

to go. “This is too much,” she said.
“You have gonc a little too far, my
dear John. I am engaged to Icon-
ard. You are perfectly ridiculous! I
have promised to marry him."”

“Promises,” said I, “are easilyp
broken."

Melinda laughed again *This prom-
ise will be kept," she said. *Good
heavens! marry you, aiter all the
trouble I had about it before. You
are certainly mad. You had a situa-
tion then, with & small salary, while
now — you are simply doing nothing.
What do you proposc to do to earn
your living?"

1*As you say,” said I, “‘nothing."

SARL™ said Mclinda, **I thought so.
No, thank you. If you think my ideal
of happiness is bread and cheese and
kisscs, and not even a certainty
about that, you are mistaken."”

I sited.  “‘there might be a doubt
about the bread. and cheese," I said,

. Melinda' staniped her foot. “OWI"
she said, “you arc perfectly ridicu-

Melinda laughed defiantly and rose |

Jousf: I-don't; care what you do—~telt |

“Teonard will believe e, 1 gpes
plied, clamly. '"He asas known me as
long as ho has known you, and he
knows that I at least am to be truste
ed. Besides, you have forgotten one
little thing, or perhaps you didn't
know it. I have still the last letter
you wrote to me — the letcer breaks
ing off our engagement. That was not
among the others; I carry it about
with me. And another thing, Leon-
ard has some pretty distinct notions
about honor. I don't think he would
marry a girl who — well, to say the
least of it, is unscrupulous enough to
rifle a man's private desk. That sheet
of music found in my room — with
Mre. ILeach as witness — is proof
enough.”

And then Melinda saw  that the
game was up.  She sank into the:
corner of the shabby sofa and began
to cry; and, as I said before, I can re-
sist Melinda in any mood but this
one. I sat down b.side her and slip-
ped my arm round her walst,

tMelinda,'" I.satd, *‘don’t cry. The
game is cettainly up, but there's no
reason ‘why we shouldn’t have a fresh
shuffle and deal again. It will be all
the easier for a full knowledge of
each other's cards.”

There was no answer but a sob, I
tricd to scc lier face, but it was bur-
ifed in the red sofa cushion,

“You know, Melinda;* X said,
gravely, “how much I have always
cared for you. You know that if”
you don’t have me my whole life is
ruined. I made up my mind to be
generous last night and to bu all
your letters, and when I got in and:
found that you had taken them, I re-
gistered a vow that for the future I
would play for my own hand alone..
You shall never marry Leonard Crewe
—that I swear! I can't force you to
marry me against your iwill, b I
can and will prevent you decelving
him. You don't play fair, Melinda.”

Melinda moved a littje. I could. see
one eyc and a little pink ear,

“I am not really half as, horrid as
you think,* she said, “*But,.oh! Joha,
I do so hate being poorl™

I tried to turn her face.

“Y believe you like me better than
Iconard, after all,” said I, smiling a
little.

The sobbing had stopped. Melinda
was evidently considering.

“Tell the truth for once,” I per-
sisted. “Is it Leonard you arc ctying
for?*

Still no answer.

YMelindal®

Still silence.

“Parting Mclindal,

There was a choking sound Irom
the cushion. It couldn't be that she
was laughing! -

“It is nothing to laugh at,* I said,
sternly,

“I wish you weren't poor,'! whisp-
ered Melinda.

I took the little white hand and
touched Leonard’s gorgeous diamond
ring.

T am going g to take this off,” I
safed.

Mclinda sighed deeply, but made no

.} objection, rn I gently slipped it away

from her finger.

“1 am not poor,** I said. “I have
pleniy of money for both of us. The
South African railways wecre a suc-
cess, after all, and I think I can even
(glu so far as a diamond ring, Meclin-

.’ )

Then «t last she  raised ‘her head,
and: once more the irresistible smile
was for me alone, i

“Dear,* she whispcrcd..tendcrly. D WY
Liave loved you all my life, I have, ..
been very foolish, I know, but it you.
will forgive me, I will-never, never
deceive-you again.” . .

1 smifed. Melinda did fot impose
upon

Yeonard i yon ke, He won't believe:
you;- you- l:i‘v'c o’ proof.*?

X me- . R
?‘E?Na,}‘ said4l, “I'{ take jollv gaod |
‘eare you-don't "~D'all-Mall-Gazette,




