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burning spot on either cheek testified to
inner disturbances.

" The Bishop nust have miissel his
train and wvill corne by the 7 o'clock," she
said. Her confidence vas trembling. It
would indeed he terrible if these people
whose opinion wxas best worth considering
were to see her slighted. "I cannot
understand wxhat is detaining him."

The meeting begins at 8" ventured a
gentleman who looked a little hungry.
In Verneuse the solar svsten is sub-
servient to the hunan.

Mrs. Stinchcombe drew her china crépe
shawl very tightly down to her wxaist,
irresolutely rose and walked the length of
her draxwing-room. She congratulated
herself on this apartment. It xwas pro-
perly furnished xwith three-cornered brack-
ets and whatnots, a correct centre-table
and g-lass-coxvered xvax floxvers. For
to-night the brown holland covers were
off the worked chairs and fire screens.
A very different room indeed from Mrs.
Prendergast's xwith its matting, rugs, and
gimcrack little tables, vicker chairs and
photographs. Mrs. P's. room looked to
Mrs. Stinchcombe as if the whole thing
had been scratched together in half an
hour. Mrs. Stinchcombe's satisfaction in
her room restored her confidence and
brought her boldly to a massive mahogany
card-table leaning against the wall.
From between its legs she drexw some
large glass balls. Looking up with the
happy light of inspiration on her face as
having found a plank to ford the halcyon
moments, she met all shades of dis-
approval, from discouraging to stern, in
the eyes of her company. It xwould not
do. Sloxwly she replaced the antique
game and begging to be excused, with-
drew for a few moments

A rapid conference xvith the domestics
during xvhich the clock inexorably
knelled seven, resulted in the removal of
the choicest viands in case of the Bishop's
sudden appearance, and Mrs. Stinchcombe
returned to summon her friends to a pass-
over meal, of which they all partook freelv
much like schoolbovs in midnight revel,
and as unreadilv ready for an interruption.

Mrs. Stinchcombe was thankful t'hat
want of time spared her the necessity of
making conversation. It felt. a good
deal like a moonlight drive xvithout the
moon, or a Draxvingroom lacking Her
Majesty's presence.

Meanxvhile the 7.30 train had come,
and Mr. Wilkinson, with his head full of
points which ought to be brought before

the Bishop, together with the few remarks
he mîust make at the meeting, xxalked
absently up and down the platforni.
The tall figure of his Reverend Father in
the Church and the snaller shabbier one
of the nissionary fron somîewhere behind
the North Pole, stood in front of him
before he had taken in the meaning of the
long whistle of the engine nbw dying oui
in a whispering sigh.

" Oh, 1 beg pardon; it is your Lordship,
er I mean you have arrix ed," he stani-
mered confusedl.

" Yes Wilkinson I arn here, but I doubt
if you are," laughed his Lordship. " This
is our good brother from Walrus Bay."

Thegentlemen exchanged greetings and
then the Bishop hinted ia king for some
destination. Fresh from tlie smîokv towx n,
the blossoming fruit-trees and new-green
neadows aroused his niernory and ima-
g ination. Under that silkei> bib there
beat a sentimental heart. This was a
moment wlien it night safely rebound in
iatural throbs disregardful of expedience

and dignity.
"I know no place more attractive thlan

Verneuse in early suiiiiier lie said " and
no part of Verneuse more lovely than the
Pines. I haven't seen the Pines silice
well, sinice I was a mîere lad tell me, who
lives in the Laurie's old cottage no,
Wilkinson ? " " A Mrs. Chittick. Per-
haps youi remîemîber her, ni- Lord ; she
told me she was a niember of your con-
gregation when you lad charge of S.
Steplien's. But dear ie, I cannot recall
lier maiden name. She xxould be delight-
ed to see y'ou, and," with a sudden im-
pulse upon which Mr. Wilkinson congra-
tulated hiiself as doing a xery bright
thing, we will go there for our evening
repast."

So while every step of the way re-
vived long forgotten pains and deiights
to the Bishop, the three xvalked on, each
full of his oxxn thoughts and only saying
a word or twxo to each other as it seenied
necessarv to veil their pre-occupation.

Mrs. Chittick had just packed the four
youngsters, ranging froii three to eight
vears old, off into the back yard to play
while she undressed the eighteen months
baby and put him to bed. She was without
a servant. She liad been battling all
day with a stove that refused to draw,
and vith children who decliied to be
peaceable or quiet, till now, raginîg neu-
ralgia proclaimed the anarchy of her ner-
ves. One side of her face xvas swelling
rapidly and did not tend toward conipla-


