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The very morning atter the above
conversation had taken place, when
Beatrice oame down to breakiast, a
letter bearing the Dublin postmark
lay upen ber plate,

“ From Marie!" cried the delighted
girl, pressing the neat little super-
soription impulsively to her lips as
all the love for her old playmate and
companion rushed to her heart. *“Oh,
what & feast I shall have pressntly
reading it!" She slipped it carefully
into her pocket, rescrving it as one
would & bonne bouche to be enjoyed
alone. She did not observe the look
of disappointment that flitted across
ber elder brother's face; he had
plready noticed the letter, and
awaited with feelinge ot pleagure, he
knew not why, to hear ite contents.
After a hasty breakfast Beatrice
hurried to her little boudoir, intent
upon " having a fenst,” as she
termed it.

Drawing the letter from her pocket,
and seating herself upon her favorite |
rocking-chair near the opsn window, |
she hastily broke the seal and read
ae follows :

“ Bracken Park, July 28, 18—

“ My darling Bertie,—Day by day I
have eagerly watched for the fulfll
ment of your promise, in the form
of a letter from you, uatil at last,
tired of waiting 1 eat down to bave
a little chat with you instend. Unless
anything is the matter, do write |
to me soon, dearest, for since my
return home every link of the old
lite has appeared severed and broken.
Tell me how you like the world,
Bsrtie. For my part, I have shed
many & bitter tear in it already, and
pigh for a sight of our old convent
bome ; but somebhow I began to !eurl
that perhaps it may be wrong of me |
to do g0, and during the last week
have endsavored to find more occu-
pation for my idle hands and brain. |

“ Dear auntie looks so small and
tragile, ard Lounis and 1 bave learnt
for the firet time that she had a
slight stroke last winter, when she
was ‘80 very ill ; but, unsslfish little
soul that ghe is, she would not allow
us to be told of it tor fear of disturb-
ing our last year at school by anxiety
on her account. She says she already
feels much better since our raturn ;
and I mesn to try my very utmost
to nurse and care for her, and leave
my own fate in the hands of God.
But bhow I long for a letter from
dear Mother Agatha, telling me all
the news of darling St. Benedict's.
O Bertie, you would be almost
ashamed of your little Maris some
times, it you only knew how rebel-
lious I feel "—a deep blush over
spread the face and neck of Beatrice
as she read these words, and cover-
ing her face for an instent with the
pages of the ledter, she murmured,

CONTINUED

“ You are nod the only guilly one,
my little Marie ;" but recovering her |
feelinge, she resumed quickly : “"What i
if I should have to remain in the
world for years; and yet I feel ié
mey be my dusy to do so. Oh, pray
tor me, my best and desrest friend,
that I
God’s will. How is your brother
Percy ? Iexpect you and he are |
enjoying lite together. Madge and I |
felt much injured that bhe could nok
gpare one look or word for us, being
80 engrossed widh his sister. I shail
never forget how he blushed, and
how confuesed he looked whenever I |
aeddregsed him. So wmuch tor all hia
boasted gallantry on paper, about
eacorting three demure convent girls.
Give my kindest remembranced to
your mofher ! How very handsome
gshe is ! I do admire her so. Have
you hgard from dear Madge ? 1
have nob, bat am writing to her.
Poor girl, how ead ehe looked when
sbe said good bye.

“ Do you know, Bertie, darling, I
often think thaé girl has bard trials
of which we know little or nothing,
and am inwardly convinced thas
of the ‘United Kingdom, Scotland
carries the palm for undaunted cour
age and heroic bravery, and I for
one admire her much, and shall try
to imitate her—poor brave Madge |

“ I pray for you and her every day,
and look forward to the time when
1 shail sea your dear face again.
God bless and keep you.

“ Plense write scon to your most
devoted friend,

* MARY M. BLAKE,

“p,S.-—1 hope your father is
better, and your tall and stately
brother is well.”

to
0

Jentrice was still reclining list-
lesely in her rocking chair, two little
slippored feet resting on an elegant
footstool, and the gpen letier upon
her lap. Her eyes wera Bsteadily
fixed upon a emall white flaecy cloud,
which would econ disappear, and bhs
hidden from her sight for ever; but
ber thoughts had wandered farther
than the little cloud, and for the
moment ehe was a school-girl egain.

“ Oome in,’ she aunswered rather
impatiently, in answer to a koock at
the door.

It immediately opened, and admit
ted the tall, genilemanly figure of
her elder brother.

“ I am sorry #o interrupt you,” he
gaid rather confusedly, ' but can you
tell me — do you happen to know
where Peroy is ?”

“ I have not seen him sinca break-
fast,’ replied Beatrice, somewhat
absently ; " but it you wish it, T will
go in search ol him. If not out with
Leo, he is probably with father in
the study.”

ay be faithful and submit to | *
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* Oh, please do not djsturb your-
gelt,” he replied hastily. "It is|
renlly of no great importance od |
present.” )

* Now, Lord Reginald (imnt.hnumI
knew perfectly well that his brother |
bad set off for a long walk, for |
he had heard him express his inten- |
ticn of doing o, and, moreover, had |
watched his figure disappear duwu“
the avenue., He pretended to
examine the many pictures round
the daioty little apariment, aud at
last came to o standstill before the |
famous painting of B&. jenediot's |
which had won such fame and praiee |
tor his sieter whilet at school. The |
girl snt and watched him, woundering
mentally what motive could have
induced this unusually early vieit

from her elder brother. |

flowers, and bracken grew in rich

profasion.

Marie's eyes ronmed dreamily over
the grassy bill which ross in front of
her ; she listened nomoved to the
caw of the old rooks as they sat upon
the tall elm-trees and eyed each
other with grave countenances ;
ghe watohed the swanllows ae they
followed the bend of tbe river, and
gaw them dip their light bodies into
the water a8 they skimmed along ite
bright surface. A thrueh gettled
upon & shrub near, and whistled
long and plaintively, as though de
termined to rouse the little dreamer.
Bui stil. she stood, her hands, in

|
|
|

| which ghe held the letter, claspad

tightly behind her, and an expres-
pivn of slmost eadness in her eoft
grey eyes. She was dressed ns
became her style of beauty best, in a |

goon forgotten ? and is it possible |
that Heaven wills me to try aed |

torget them and the dear old bome
which holde my heart its captive,
and it may be to ocoupy myself with
things in which I take so litéle inter-
Ob, it ie bard, sweet Mother—It |

S
\

CTLR
is hard ; but I will try and do it.”

As if in answer to her peayer, the
voice of Louls called anxiously,
“Marie ! Marie! I want you." Quaickly
she rose and dried her tears. A new
gtrength seemed to fill her soul ms
ghe did so, for the thought of Lady
Abbese's words came $0 her memory:
“Take care the home fireside is 80
bright and cheerful, that your
brother, aétracted by ite genial
warmth and glow, will not care to
geek for pleagure from other sources.”

* Coming, dear — coming !’ she
replied, hestily picking up the fallen

" Thie is really very w“t” donuﬁ’#e | simple white washing dress, made a | letter, and “0 my God, give me the
remarked, endeavoring to coax hi8 | 00 onen at the throat, and short | great grace of resignation !"

gister into a good humor; " and I
suppoee,” he continued carelessly,
“* your friend Miss Blake is breaking
her heart to return to this dovecot.” |

Now, Beatrice could not understand
or comprebend in the least why her
brother seemed go set agnainet Marie's
becoming a pun, 8o she answered in |
an injared tone— |

" Really, Reginald, what
could it poseibly do to you, or in |
fact to any one, i Marie should |
return $o the Counvent ? Surely it |
is the highest calling or destiny for |
sny gizl to become & nun.” |

* Granted,” he auswered, best upon
humoring her. " Who knowe but
that my' own little sieter may have
serious thoughts that way herself.”

This epeech brought a smile to
Bertie's lips, and taking up the
letter, she said, with a deflant look,
“I feel almost inclined to read some |
of this to you to prove that even
Marie notices some world!y objecte
around her;’ then selecting the
paragraph referriug fo Percy, ehe |
read it aloud fo her brother. Lord |
Reginald bit bis lips, and winced a |
little; that was mnot exacily what he
had hoped to hear. He rose, aud
drawing his floe military figure to |
its full height, endeavored vainly to
force his coat to meet across his |
expanding chest by jerking i%
together violently with both hands.
He longed to ask his sister if there
wr8 no word nor message for him,
but felt annoyed with himself for
even wishing it. Beatrice, looking
up suddenly, was etruck with his
height and bearing, and exclaimed,
“0 Regie, I have forgoiten to read
the P.S. to you. Marie says that
she hopes my #all and stately
brother is well.”

Lord Reginald emiled, and thank
ing hig sister, left the room. Then
she had deigned to remember him,
that shy, bewilching, but independ-
ent little convent girl ; and was not
the pith of a lady’s letter contained
in the posteript? ‘' Tall and state-
ly,” was he? Well, if that wase the
worst ehe could say against him, he
would forgive her. At any rate, it
was all he had to live upon for

| blue curtaing, which could be drawn

| in half, cne portion of it forming a

| furnished with simplicity
| with

| ed the sunlight;

many months, for Marie never men
tioned him in her letters again ; dur- |
ing which time he tried every means
possible to persuade himself that |
Marie Blake had nothing in ber, and |
that the besy thing she could do |
would be to become a nun. |

Now, Lord Reginald was two-and- [
twenty years old, an age when yourg l
men of his e! ing and poeition |
e aph to fancy themeelves of some |
account. He steady and op- |
vight, but inherited a good shate ¢
his mother’s pride and seif will, He |
knew himsell to be n very eligible |
cateh, for young ladies had made the |
fact preity plain to bim by their con- |
gtant atientions, and mothers with |
young mar:ingeable daughtexs had |
made much of him, He was |
attached to the sbaff, and was a |
favorite at headquarbers, on account \
of the reliability to be placed upon |
him; and yet in his heart he could |
not but cwn to himself the fact that
he wns in & manner piqued because
little Marie Blake had treated him
80 naively, and had gently, but most
persistently, rsfused to talk with
bim, or even to eit near him, only
because he had spoken disparagingly
of her favorite nune. But though he
had seen many pretty faces, yet
could he never forgst the eweet Irish
face with the dark-grey eyes and
drooping lids, and the almost child-
ieh dignity with which she treated
bim,

It is part of our human nature to
admire and wish the most for what
we feel is moet difficuli to obtain.

was

CHAPTER VIII

Poor little Marie! she sighed as
she folded and sealed her letter to
Beatrice; somehow she had acquired
a habit of eighing lately, and rising
from her seat, stood looking in a
dreamy manner through the open
window, The view from thence—
though nod extensive, as the ground
rose in front—was homely and beau
situl enough to charm the eye of any
young lady. Ae regards culture and
preservation, Bracken Park could
bear no comparison with Baron
Court, yet il possessed a rare wild
beauty of its own, full as it was of
nataral dells and canny nooks,
where, hidden from all sound of the
noisy world, one oould it and listea
to or watch the busy stream oe it
fussed and frothed its clear waters
over and past the great sbones and
massive boulders which lay where
they had fallen meany years betore.
Always woe that noley little stream
flowing, burrying, hurrying to join
the river below ; and here nnd Shere
anatursl bridge was formed by an
old ivy.clad tree having fallen and
siretched iteel? from bank to bank,
From under the shade of the trees
the grass was green and rich; but

| ness of Marie's

benesth them the oreepers, wild

in the sleeves, for the weather was |
warm. She wore no color of any,
kind, eave the rich glow which
nature head bestowed upon her
cheeks. Her fluffy, curly hair was
dreseed in the same girlieh fashion
a8 when at St. Benedict's, only now
it was tied with a bow of wkite
ribbon; but the wiltul little curls

harm | had escaped se usual, and framed | size.

the white temples and forehend in a |
careless beauty of their own. What
minutes, nay hours, girls will epend |
in that dreamy attitude, etaring ntt
everything or nothing from their |
own private little casement win- |
dows. " Oh dear, dear! this wﬂll
pever do,” murmured' Marie, a8 she
sighed again, and turned slowly from
the window. It was & long low |

| room on the ground floor, lit up now \
| by the

light of the eetting eun, |
Acrose the centre of it ran & beam,

from which were esuspended pale
to at will, and thus divide the room

bedroom, and the
room. The entire

other a esilting
apartment was
and yet
teste. No gay pier-glasses
reflacted back the little owner's
rounded flgure at every durn ; no gilt |

i
1
i
|

| sornice or velvet hangings obstruct

but eimple white |
muslin curtains, backed by those of
pale blue, hung in front of the low |

| but broad bay window.

All the furniture consisted of
pretty rosewood, upholstered in pale
blue velvet, and a carpet of blue and
gold pattern extended the whole
length of the apartment. In the

little bedroom, at the upper end ot‘

the room, stood & tiny bedstead, | tretting, poor dear ; and more shame | among the girls, and all that.”

hung with white dimity curtaine, a
small washstand and dreesing mme\
occupying & poeition on either ridﬂ\
of the little oriel window ; two chairs

It was a curious house thie home
ot Marie's, resembling more a rabbit-
warren than anything elee, particu-
larly a8 it wae all built upon the
ground floor. Dark, narrow pagsages
led in and out of tiny rooms, whose
ceilinge were for the most part low,
but which were eo irregular that
there were not two alike in shape or
As Marie turned down one of
these peesages, she met Peter, the

\ old man-servant, who, in a somewhat | hand

refined but rich brogue, uclulmed‘\
*Ah, Misthregs Mary, an’ it's yourself |
I'm in search of. Sure the young |
master is after calling for you every- |
where."

* Where is he, Peter?”’ demanded
Marie, brightening up.

“In the green-room, miss;”’ and
with a solemn expreesion of face, and |
sad voice, he ndded, "' I'm afeared the |

| miethress, God bleee her, is not well.”

“0O Peter !" gasped Marie, alarmed |
at the look on the old" man's face,
and slmost staggering againgt the
wall for support, ' O Peter ! she is |
not very ill, surely ?” The color flad
from her cheeks, and a deep act of
gorrow and repentance welled up
from her heart, as she darted off in
and out of the small rooms on her
way to the one in which her auntie |
was lying.

“ May God forgive me!” she mur
mured ; ‘' poor auntie! go full of my
own troubles, | have neglected you.”

Poter noticed with satistaction the |

| impression his announcement had |

made upon the girl. Ah!"” he said
to himeelf, ' maybe its only rousing
ghe needs, and faith she’'s but young |
yet ; she’ll mend ot that, as well as‘
of the habit she's got of draming and

on me for being hard, even in
thought, on her eweel face; but it
goes badly with me, it does, when I

it wae not leng ere the little lady
wos sbh'e to elt up,

We onlled haer old as she lay white
and still upon the ceuch; but now
that the colour was returaing to her
face, she looked years younger, and
to guses her exsot nge would bhave
besn a difMeult problem.

Mistress Blizabeth Blake was very
ghors in ebature, but her figure was
round and beautifully proportioned.
Her hair could not have been whiter,
and clustered in plentifal curls
sround her calm and placid face.
Time naud sorrow had left few
wrinkles on her gentle countenarce
aod her skin was soft and fair. The
white lace cap and shawl added a
graceful finigh to a very plessing
plcture.

“I am better now, dear children,”
she eaid, smiling kindly; " but,
Marie, how white you look, child !”

* Faith,” remarked Peter drily, " a
pip of that same brandy would do
Mise Mary no harm at all, at all ; she
got a bit of a start, she did.”

Back rushed the colour to Marie's
tace, as it always did whenever she
wae made the special subject of con
versation, and stooping down, she
whispered in her auntle's ear, " For
give me for neglecting you so dread-
fully, if you can, dear suntie.”

The elder lacy pressed the girl's
kindly in answer and said
aloud, " You are very good children
to trouble so over poor old auntie. I
am quite well ncw. But there!
purely that must be a visitor.
Listen! was not that the door-bell ?"

TO BE CONTINUED

——

OLD TUNES

i

Looking up from her letter, \Tr.;.\

Allerdyce said to her daughter,
“Margaret, you remember Carocline
Moy—the girl who looked after Aunt
Hastie's little Bobby last eummaer.”
Margaret nodded. "What about
her ?
‘Aunt Hattie writes

that Car-

oline’'s coming to the conssrvatory |

here. It seems she's been saving up
gll thoae little odd sums she made
baby tending and in oiher ways.
Aunt Hattie says be sure to look her
up.

Margaret eaid frebtully, “Why, I
scarcely knew her ! 8he'll find her
own friends — of courss I'll 3o what
I can; but I do hope ghe won't—
well—"

" Won't what ?”
ce,
“Well

asked Mrs. Aller-
ds
expect me to rush her

“I sanoy she won't have much
time for ‘rushing, and all that,' " said
Margaret's mother. "My impression

and a small round table completed ‘1 see the misthress's look of disap- | is, she means work ; but that needa’t

the furniture of the sleeping apart-
ment.

Some pious and bomely prints
adorned the walls, which were
paioted a pale buff color; and the
skin of a huge Bengal tiger lay |
stretohed upon the hearth, in front |
of a fireplace capable of warming
both apartments. The little sitting-
room possessed also an ottoman |
couch, several easy-chairs, and a |
small inlaid work table, and in the |
bay-window etood tha writing-table |
fromm which Moarie had just risen.
Over the mantelpiece hung a large |
oil painting, representing a most |
bea:tiful woman, with a small infant
upon her knee : 8o eweet and perfect
were the young mother's features, 50
pure and innocent the whole expres- |

| gion of her face, that the gazer, sud.

denly fascinated, would involuntarily |
e¢xcluim, Could ore so fair have ev
lived ? or is this not, instead, the idla
invention of some poet's dream ? |
But no, indeed ! it was a parfect like-
mother. Oa each |
gside of the fireplace was a recess,
and in one a bandsome wardrobe
stood, so elegantly made that upon
its many niches and brackets china |
o:naments could be placed, and these |
were of o kind rare, old and coatly.
In the other recess a sweet little
alinr was arranged ; a large crucifix
hung at the top, and below it stood a
statue of the Mother of God, with a
pale blue painted mantle, and (
wreath of twelve stare upon her |
head. Above thbe stars hung a|
canopy of fine old lace, suapended'
upocn the very wreath worn by \
Maric’'s mother at St. Benedict's
some twenty four yeara before ; and
at the foot of the Madonna was
placed the little daughter's wreath,
won that summer. The lace, flowers, |
and candles were beautifully ar-
ranged, for Marie’s was a practised |
hand ; and in front of the little altar
gtocd an old cmrved cak prie dieu,
with a cushion of blue velvet to|

kneel upon. {
Marie stood upon the soft hearth. |

rug, ber hands were still claspad |
behind her, and, ag she locked up at |
the fair faca of her mother, the like. |
nees hetween them was mosi strik. |
ing ; they might well have pa:sed for
twin sisters, so youbkful did the
mother look,

“I wonder, mother derling,” said |
the girl, as ehe gazed tenderly up |
into the face of her parent, which |
wae lit up by the rays of the fasi
getting sun— " oh | how I wonder if
you ever felt as desolate and forlorn
as your poor little daughter does,
just a6 il she were saparated for ever
trom all she loves mast on earth '.’;
They ssem to have forgotten me at |
the Convent, mothar dear, for nnt!
ona word or line have I received from |
them since I left : and I loved them
go—1 did indeed.” The soft eyes of
the mother seemed to follow the
torlorn little daughter with a yearn
ing look of pity as she threw heresli
upon the prie-dieu, and burying her
tace in her hands, wept aloud.

“ Oh, you who were ever more
thon mother to me, help me now !
Why do they not write? Am I so

2| ant

| gently on the pale brow of her aunt;

‘ ‘what ought wa

pointment as she realizes the little
interest Miss Mary takes in all
around her. These convents be rare 1
places for g'a'ing away the hearts of |
our young ladies, God bless them. |
Sure, waen't her own mother took |
the same way onst; it's a kind of |
faver they gef.” Thus soliloquizing
to himself, the old man followed the
rather intricate way pursued by his
young mistress.

Arrived at the green-room, )Xm‘ie“;

| saw the figure of her brotber leaning |
| over his aunt a8 e¢he lay upon the

low couch. The boy looked up with

| pleasure and relief as he saw Marie |

enter, and gladly stood to one side,
allowing his eister to take his place. |
She is bétter now,”’ he whigpered ;
“but she fainted dead off, and did
look so ill, I wae quite frightened.
Poor dear little auntie !
“and I ought to
ker. Oh, how
wicked I have been !”
I'be worde fell with sweet comfort
upon the little old lady's heart, |
though she did not at once open her |
eves nor pretend to have heard them.
Marie wrung out a soft handkerchief |
in eau de Cologne, and pushing thae
white and silky curls aside, laid it

said the |
have b

selflah

en

and |

then she applied the smelling-salts,

| whilst Louis slowly chafed her hands.

“How long has she been liks
this ?’ anxiously inquired the girl.

‘“ About ten or fifteen minutes ; and
Bridget being out, I could not leave
her to call you sooner.”

‘ Has any one gone for the doctor,
Louis ?"

‘Not yet; shall I ran thore vow
myselt ?"”

 No, no, there is go oceasion for if,
denr,” said hie aunf gently; "I shall
be better soon.”

“0 auntie darling

'

‘I" cried Marie,
to do for you?
Only tell us, and we will do it."”

“ Keep quiet, my dears, and do not
be alarmed. It is toolish of me to be
go weak; but I must have allowed
myeelf to go too long without food,
forgetting that I am not so strong as
of old. Yet poor Tim Murphy's chil
dren wera so ill, I did not like to
leave them until I had done all that
I could for them, poor little mitee,
God help them! Perbaps a little
brandy and water would do me
good.”

‘“'7is here, misthress denr,” said
tha voice of faithtul old Peter, as he
entered the room, carrying in his
hand an old eilver tray, with brandy,
water, and glasses upon it, whioch he
placed upon o small fahle, clattering
the glaeses well as he did en, for joy
at see'ng his mistress looking better.
“ And it's myself was thioking that
this same brandy was the very medi-
cine you needed.” He poured out a
gsiff tot of the spirit, mutiering to
himeelf, that ' faith, it would be
more profit to her if she tock if
nate. There,” said the old man,
handing the glass to Marie; ' Miss
Mary hereelf will like to give it yon
best, and aren't her bits o' hands
more genteel and apt than my old
clumsy ones ?"'

The girl gently raised her aunt's
head, and assisted ber to drink, and

-

| goodness !"

interfere witk her making a few
pleasant acquaintances.”

When does ghe come ?”
asked resignedly.

“ That's just what I'm looking for
—yes, here it is, along one edge:
“Caroline leaves for the conservatory
on Tueeday. I'm glad there's Mar
goret to break the strangeness of
thinge for her just at firet. "

“Tuesday—then she's here now.’

“Yes, aa usual Aunt Hattle's posted
her letter late. Why don't you go
this afternoon, Margare§?" Apnd I
tuink it would be nice it yoa brought
her home to dinnper.

“This afternooa Milly acd I were
going to practice our duet.”

“All she better — scka Milly along.

Margaret

| Two friends are bettor than ona.”

Margaret sighed.
declared. "1'll
over)

Margaret found Milly Owen prac-
tieing assidiously at her shining
minicture grand piacc.
scientiously “did’ her fuux hours
daily ; and now, even a8 she turned
in greeting she noticed the
number of minules of practise that
her little watch zegistered.

“Fordy flve minutes dons,
ghe exclaimed. "‘Shall
we count the duet as pracuise, Mar
garet 7’

“Count it douable !" suggested Mar
garet., ‘‘But listen, Milly, I've got
something to Seil you first. We've
got an errand of much soolal import
—{0 meet a new girl ! She lives in
Alton — where I visited last summer
— my Aunt Hattie you know — and
now eghe's bere for the winter term st
the conservatory. Her name's Caro-
line May. We're to call upon her,
and incidentally she's to comoe home
with me to dinner."”

“fa that case,”” eaid the
trious Milly, ‘'we'd better
work."”

They went with truly martial
epirit ab the concerted arrangement
of the Polonaise Militaire. Milly
manipulated €he trumphets and
wood wind of the primo, and Mar.
garet brought up the heavy artil
lery of the secundo.

When they had played through ths
duet twice, Milly dressed for the
ptreet, snd the girls sailed forth
to the consexvatory. Haviog in-
quired for Miss Caroline May, they
waited in one of the recsption rooms.
The dull reverberation of sounds
mugical and unmusical pepeiry‘ed
even to that reireat. There was
the conetant passing and repassing
of pupils erriving and departing,
laden with musioc bags of various
gizes and contours, supplemented
occasionally by fiddle cases; and
presenfly sappeared the girl they
had come {0 gee.

Margaret knew her at oncs, The
fine, fair, orinkly masees of hair,
thay Aunt Hatkie's Bobby had de
lighted to grasp ; the pleasant gray
eyes that twinkled, #0o, when she
laughed. But the fresh gingham
was replaced now by the darkest and
plainest of wools. She stopped in
the door way and turned fo Macgaret.
The old familiay orinkly smile was
gone, but & tremulous one ocame

Well, I will,”

she

indus-
set to

go and geb it |

Milly con- |
exact |
{

thank |

timidly out at & corner of her lips.
Bhe stood there poised, e if ot a
word, the right word, she would
fairly have run forward to Mar
garet.

“Caroline,” sanid Margaret grace
fully. “I want you #o0 mest my
friend, Miss Owen. Miss Owen, Miss
May."

Milly had a helplese feeling that
the scene waa pitched too high,

Mige May said timidly, "How do
you do.”

She sat down upon a chair just
ingide the door. Against her dark
deess ber small hands looked curi
ously reddened. She looked hope
fully at Margaret,

“How did you leave my Aund
Hattie and Bobby ?” asked Margaret,
with a laudable desire to eet every
one— hergelf included—at ense

Miss May criakled happily. "I left
them just the same as always — well
and busy and happy. Bobby's quite
the happiest person I know.” She
turned unconeciously appealing eyes
upon the two pretty, proeperous
looking girls.

“1 hope you will lika it here, Miss
May,” said Miss Owen politely.
Formeality always made her ill at
enge, She would have liked to jump
up, link her arm in Caroline's and
propoge. ' Come, let's be ourselves !
Cry a little it you like, and then let's
play round.” Since that procedure
wae pot to be thought of, she sat
stifly, meking at intervale inane
observations. "1 do four hours a
1du),' she said heavily, and lapsed
into silence.

“ Mother,” said Margaret in her
gracious, hostess like manner, “ told
me to be sure and carry you back
l dinner. You can coms,
“Oh!" said Caroline, with a li tle
gasp. " I'm so sorry. You
wait table for my board; but tharnk
you jusé the same,

Margaret thought that Carolin
need not have blarted right out tunt |
ghe was doing that kind of work.

Of course it was s commendabl
thing to “ walt table,” if necessary;
but she might just as we!ll have sub
stitated for the plebian phraee the

| term ‘ engagsment.” None of the
girle in Margaret's eect bad ever |
waited on table for their bonrd.

“I'm gorry, too, Caroline,” she |
gaid kindly. " Perhaps you could
come to see us some aliernoon.”

Caroline’s crinkly emils came ous |
in answer. Her sweet, rather husky
voice repeated. " 1'd love to.”

When they were outside, Milly
Owen grumbled. “It's a pity you
couldn’t have completely congealed
us, Margaret !”

“1 don't understand,” said Mar-
garet stifly. "I am sure I did my
best to put her at ease. What should
I have said—' What sball we play ?
like children ?"

" Well, something of the sort. But
say, Margaret, isn't she filne? So
straightforward, and helping to make
her way.”

to
can’t you?

see, I

| Cor. Richmond and Dundas 8ta

" Well 2"
dyce.

“She couldn't come.
table for her board, |

“But, dear me, we could have |
waited dinnsr. No doubt they have
it e ly.” |

“I never thought of that.” l

“ Well, it'll kave to ba for
bt : A
‘ otber night now,” eaid her r
| " end I'd plaooed such & bomy little
| evening for her.” I
| * Buk mother, isn't it unforbunate ? {
{ Her baving to do it—to wait tabl
| that way."”

“1 wait fable,”
briskly, " wish 3
prepare dioner
| know thai |
fortune.”

“1I¢ is distinctly foréun ita for ms,”
| comm My, Allexdysce. du
you kuow, mother, if you feel it's too
much—"'

“1 ean’t have anyons underfoof in
| my nioe kitchen |” declared his wife
briskly. ‘' Why i¥’s my etudio !” [

“Oh, well, mother—hat's diffar
ent " sald Margarat.

“Yeg, it's differant,” eaid her
mother, '‘1t's my own home and
my own pecple. Carcline is among
strangers. Whaen her mother
showed euch old fogyism, Margaret
knew that it was uselees to argue.
And of course, in a way, it was fine
in Caroline ; but fineness of that sort
wag not a qualifization for entering
Margaret's set,

Caroline came over for Sunday
evening tea. She had bsen able fo
exchange houra with ancther of the
girla for the evening. Her simple,
dark sattire, obviouely home-made,
had yet its own pacutiar air of oars
and daintinnes.

“Now, let's have some music,” pro
posed Mr. Allerdyce atier tea.

Caroline turned her ger look
upon Margaret., "I used to liaten
when I wae ont in the yard with
Bobby, and you were in playing
on your aunt's piang-—il 3 1
that that made me loug to come L
to study.”

questioned Mrs. Aller
She waibs
' gaid Margavet,

fome

gaid M:s. Atlerdsce |
ur assisgtan AD)
a8 well. I

rogard it oe

nisd

ide
de

Margaret good naturedly paraded
her glender repertoire, had
always had an easy facility, and ehe
was nlways oulling new melodies,
which she never showoughly mas ‘
tered; g0 that her repertoire was like
a ragged nossgay with many of i'.s‘
petals fallen.

She

But Caroline was no oritic. She
gai snd watched Maxgarast's nimbly
skipping flagera—ekippiag, alas, too
much |—and saw the jiggling white
and black keys like curioums little
acrobate, and heard the awest, frebly,
resultant $unefulneas, and was all
delighted admiration.

“ Now,' said Margaret, "it's your
turpn.,” She did not want to em-
barrass Oaroline; but she could not
help wondering what those liktle
reddened, compact wrists, inured to
gervice, could effect above a key-
board.
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