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Never mind, Lucy, I knOw it is selfish of me, when you Five minutes more and the storm was upon them. Mrs.don't care to go. 1 will go alone. It is not far and I shail get Damiel had brought a light silk umbr 1 . ut t le i dalong very nicely." Mrs. Dainiel rose ftom ber knees with a them with such force that it was wrecked immediately,. Lucygreat assumption of cheerfulness. 
-Pied a little wooden shed a few roda away.0 Cora dear! 1 was anly teasing you. Of course l'Il go We must go in there, Cora," she pauted. "or we'11 bewith you, there-1 really believe you were about to cry. l'ni a drowned.-wretch. Aren't you well, Cora ? Your hands are so hQt- , When They rushed into the little ram-shackle structure just as thedo you wan't to go? II 
storm burst in its fury. Lucy's bat was hanging by the strings1 don't know-1 must find out about the trains first. Ask from ber neck and ber hait was blown in every direction. Bothjennie to send William up-stairs, please, dear; we'll not start ladies bad received enough of a wetting to cause them to, feeltill after luncheon. II 
very dispirited and unhappy.Il She is very much excited over something," thought Lucy, Oh, Cora, isn't it awful ? but l'in thankful- "as she left the room: Il It will be strange if I don't find out all Keep movin.' ladies! called a queler, cracked voice.about it before we go down there." 

Lucy-look there j " cried Mrs. Damiel.In ten minutes the footman returned from the Brunswick An old horse with marvellously attenuateà frame was bearingwith a schedule of the Long Island Railway. Cora ran ber eye down upon them; bis glassy, unseeing eyes were but a few feetdown the colunin. 
away. The two women aped along in front of the animal, andTwelve-thirty, one-tbirty, twothirty. We will bave lunch- looking about tbem found they were in a lÎttle round but, openeon early and make that one-thirty train. Now, William, cail a on all aides; indeed, it was nothing but a roof supported bymessenger-boy and send this telegram down to Mr. Damiels uprightpole3. A grizzled old man was driving the horsearoundoffice." 
a circular track. The animal, bitched to a horizontal pole, cou-At luncheon the lady had a message froin ber husband: necting with a mill in the centre of the ring, was, in bis slowCalled out of town on business-don't wait dinner for me. match, grinding ont some bark which the old man, from time to- J. D. Il time put in the hopper. In order for the ladies to remain underIn the middle of the afternoon two young women alighied at shelter from the tain, now pouring in torrents. and out of thethe Cedarhurst railway station. One was fair, with bronze- horse's way, it was necessary for thein to keep in constantcolored hait; the other was shorter and dark: both were pretty motion.and handsomely dressed. 

It's a bad sort o' day leddies," said the old man; and with-Have you any idea where she lives, Cora ? " asked the out waiting for an answer lie began crooning a song in bis thin,younger of the two. 
quavering voice.Il No, let us go to the hotel and get a carriage, I suppose " We have lost out way and were caught in the storm, saidthey will know there. 
Cora, as the youngwomen followed bebind him, IlldaywestayA man driving a somewhat rickety-looking conveyance coin- here until it is over ?ing along at this moment, was hailed by the ladies, and replied The veteran continued bis song, paying not the slightestto Mrs. Damiel's enquiry about the Wbeatleigh cottage, that lie attention to the question.knew it very well. 

May we test here? " repeated Mrs. Damiel.Not more than a mile from here, nia'am.'* This is a tan-mill, leddies," replied their hast. cockiég oneCora was silent during the ride through the village and over eye at them over bis shaulder.the country road. The beauties of Nature which able bad so Lucy, 1 believe he is deaf."longed for, according to ber talk with Lucy, interested ber now «'Heavens, Cora! Will we have to keep on ollowing thisnot at all, for she haxdly looked to left or right. old horse al] the time we are here ? Why, it may tain al] dayII What am 1 going to do after 1 see Nettie? " able was asking How long bef ore yon stop? " she called. 
f

herself: - shall 1 question ber?----oh no 1 11 -. When yon and 1 were young, Maggie -'-a tremendous1 almost wish 1 had not brought Lucy-1 wish I bad not crash of thunder drowned the next line ofthe Song.come myself 1 Il Iller sister-in-law looked at ber froin the corner Oh, Cora, ibis is simply horrible 1 Why did you bring meof ber eye now and theu, but asked no more questions. down here ? I am ready to drop with fatigue, and here we are'I Here you are, ladies," called the driver, as he drew up, caught in a -treadmill." Lucy began laughing ai% hystericalbefore a little white house. 
laugh which might end in tears.la this Netties cottage?" said Lucy. «WeUIdon'tthink Mrs. Damiel stepped forward until she was immediatelyit is anything so remarkable. They are at home, Cora, 1 sS bebind the old fellow.somebody ai the window." 

My sister and 1 are very tired," she shouted; , won't youMrs. Damiel paid and dismissed the man. Five minutes please stop your horse awhile?later, the two ladies hurried back to the gate and gazed a xiously Can't do it, leddies-must make bay while the sun shines."down the road after the departing carriage. Thebousebelon Then with a twinkle under bis shaggy eyebrows he addedlto a Mr. Wheeler, and he knew nothing of théir friends. "'Taitilt shinin' much, though, just now."Oh, what shaU we do? l' cried Mrs. Damiel in dismay. What an old wretch said Lucy as she caught up withWe can only walk back to, the hotei," replied Lucy, - pet- her sister. 1, Cora, I mean to walk just ais slow as I can: 1 aup.haps we will meet another carriage. But my ý isn't it bot ? and pose, though, he'd go right over us, just listen to that Song jso close." 
Do you believe he ever could bave been young, or had aThey had walked perhaps tez minutes along the lonely high. Maggie ?way when Mrs. Damiel said, Il Lucy, it is going to tain selle tbat For ten minutes or more the ladies trudged wearily aroundbank of clouds--and, oh, look at these trees down the road, how the ring. Their skirts were wet and heavy. Lucy had justthey are bending 1 
avowed lier intention of aitting on the shaft which turned the- What shall we do ?-we, in ust run for thatkig bouse across mili and riding around with it, if she must keép in motion, whenthe fields." 
they beard a sound of running feet. and a young man plungedWe can never make it, LÙcy! into the but.Run, run! II repjied ber sister. 

lialloa, Vncle Arnos," he cried, - you're not washed away,


