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dignity across the yard, drew down the side-windows of the chapel one after another. As he
approached the httle solitaiy girl in his course he
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recognition; then he

returned to h,s hearth. Agnes was alone.
* Well, young lady?*
She looked round with a jump, and blushed,

smihng and screwing up her little shoulders, when

towards her from the door of the lecture-haUThe one who had caUed out was Henry Mynors,mornmg superintendent of the Sunday-school and
conductor of the men's Bibles:lass held in the
lecture-hall on Sunday afternoons. The other
was WiUiam Price, usuaUy styled Willie Price.
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Titus Price, the afternoon superintendent.
I m sure you don't deserve that prize. Letme see if ,t isn't too good for you.' Mynors

smiled playfully down upon Agnes Tellwright as

handed to him. Now, do you deserve it ? TeUme honestly.*

She scrutinised those sparkling and vehement

Kes, 1 do, sh« answered in her high, thin voice
having at length decided within^ herself .h«Mr. Mynors was joking.
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