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"But yon are tired of me," repeated the girl withdull persistency; "and yet, uZ Hunter Tlio^you-in some ways, I mean-that- '

'

laugWng.
' *"" """'" ''** '"•" "'^'"'""^ M"y.

"Oh, no! You must like her for my sake- andnow, we will leave the rest until to-morrow Ctlook so resigned.

"

"My dear child," said Miss Pairthorne, "I havesome nght to be tired to-day, but I am not ti^d

you and do not m the least interest me "
"There is nothing human that should fail to in-

father."'
"'' ^" """ '^ *^ "^^^'^'^ °* °°«

"Vide somebody," thought Mary. A touch ofhe comic always cured her mild attacks of impa-
tience a^d the young cause was pretty sure, Inor la e to supply the remedy. She was a trifle dis-appointed that Kitty had not answered her crLly

of teXer
^^ '**°'^ *" "°"*' ''" *""" ^"^^ *"J"«

Kitty's weaknesses appealed to the stronger girlwho had an unusual charity for moral defects Indwho found in her cousin what everyone found-the
attractiveness which childlike and too natural women
possess. Despite nearness of years, Mary Fair
thorne was more mother than cousin to this self-

l£ ' TTr' '''^"*^' "'"' "« °°- porting ahttle, and feeling, as she was apt to sayi that she


