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girl whose gown of shimmering lavender
;L was draped in the latest and most

atistic fashion about her light, supple
fiU'.Mms Carleton noted every detail

Jfte costume, from the band of silver
in-her cark ha*r to the bunch of fragrant
,Violets at her waist, and her eyes gleamed
'With pleasure,. Wmrifred bad certamnly
jUterpreted liter>ally her injunction to look

her prettiest. Devenish seemed deeply
imrsed.

"MHe will be at her feet from this
moment," said the enthusiastic match-

naker to heref and presently she ex-
eused herself and slipped away.

'Young People get on so much better
alone," she soliloquized, "and he won't be
hmr very long, so. there is no tîme to lose.
1 tbink my plans are turnmng out very well
mndeed. Reay, anybody with a pro-

Pl tfor match-making like mine should
havea dzendaughters to launch, and

herm arn1 with only one insignificant
niece. I do wish Mirabel had hall the
style and beauty of Winifred. 1 can
neyer hope she will make much of a
Match. However, she seems to be a
greit favorite with the younger set, and I
need not worry about her marrying for a
wie yet until she gets a little more

An hour later, when Mrs. Carleton
came downstairs, she was surprised te
bear her kusband's voice in the drawmng-
room. He was talking te W-inifred, whose
expressive face was aglow with deep
intere and sympathi as Dr. Carleton
explained kils new Mids for proyiding
modffied milk for the babies of the un-
fortunate poor.

to smooth ker touzled hair as she saw lier
aunt in the doorway. Devcnishi rose and
bowed slightly witki old-fashioned courtesy
as Mrs. Carleton advanced into the room.
But be still kield the bowl of bread and
milk.

"I have been prescribing for Miss
Mirabel, you sec," he said. -Dont you
tkiin}s I1skiould make a v.erv successful
phy sician?"

"You seemi to have banished Nirabel's
headache, certaidyv, but m-here did you
get your prescription filled? I tbougkit
you kiad gone te bed, cbld?"

Her suave voice expressed ber evident
disapproval and mfade the girl fluski
prettily.

"I must have gone to sleep in the chair,
skie said witki mock contrition, "just after
Maggie brougktitn the bread and milk."

"And it feil te my fortunate lot te act
the part of* Prince Charnilng and break
the speli« that bound the Sleeping Beauty,'
supplemented Deveniski.

"Well, we mill excuse you now- if You
like te go, dear, as you are not feeling
very wel," and Mrs. Carleton turned te
smile at Winifred, who bad juÉt entered
the library with the doctor.

The Iriskiman boldly interposed with
bis cbarming graoe.

"If you will allow me, I tbink my
patin tands in need of more supper."

Realy, I feel mueki btter now,
auntie,"'said Mirabel, "and I arn awfully

Her aunt looked dubious but said
rnotbxng. She procoeded topour outthe
Stemn coeoa whieh the maid kiad
bro gt in. Deveniski waited on. the
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A fine group of sporting dogs (Pointers, Retrievers and Setters).

"Whly, Dick," exclaned bis wife "I
did not expect you home so soon. Where
is Mr. Deveniski?"

"'Oh, I wanted te talk te Winifred, and
be %wanted a smoke, so 1 sent hum inte the
librarv and told him we would join him
therein a few minutes."

Mm.rs Carleton's impatient exclamation
was lo-t upon lier amiable but dense life,
part uer. Skie hurried across te tbe library.
There, on a low seat bofore the fire, sat
Devenisb. But kie was not smoking.
Instead of a pipe, be held in kits and a

bowl of bread and milk, and facing him,
in tbe big armn-chair, was Mirabel. Sbe
no0 longer looked pale and wNoebegone.
The fire bad brougbt a rosy flush to ber
Piquant little face, and ber dark eyes were
dancing witki excitement."

"They caîl it 'Suicide Hill,'"skie as
SaVing, "because it is so steep and the
trees grow close, close together. The
other girls wouldn't cone,' but I was dle-

ter'iiiied to try it just once. But oh, I
wvas sure I was going to be killed for
certain, and Kennetb and Bertie were just.
aheatî. andlI was afraid every minute I
wouId collide with tbern or ruzi into the
tre-., but 1 eouldn't stop myself, von
know, and couldn't see where I mvas
goirua. and then 1 just shot out over that

uw fui bunp-it isn't really a jump, you'
kiio>\ -- at least, not a proper onle. You
ijl-t go a litlle way into the air and then

' anaud ont on -to the river, and oh, it
\W t- tlori<tus, glorious!''

siaîI-topped for want of breath.
1) I \ii-lî U ,rtelv offered a spooniul out

'i ti realîr (leserve two as a reward tif

h.le i bserved in bis sernî-seniusU
aId Mirabel laughed. Then obedi-
v.andti with apparent relish. sic

lid er reward. But she dropped
shvlv and rnade a frantic effort

littie party, then quietly drew up his chair
again bes ide Mirabol and eontinued the
mnterrupted conversation. Mms. Carleton
also took a seat near the fireplaoe.

The telephone rng.t. d
"I1t's for you, Mollie,' said t e oter.

"You'd better go te my office," be wbîs-
pered with bis kand over tbe îmoutbpiece;

rit's Mrs. Mortimer Longford and sbe's
such an interminable taiker."

In another moment, be was again deep
in the discussion of bis latest hobby with
Winifred. Mrs. Carleton sigbed. The
fates were certainly against ber.

"MNirabel," 'skie said, "%will you try te
entertain MIr. Devenish for a few mo-
ments? I skan't belong." t>

The interminab)le ta er refused to be
eut off. Mm. Carleton listened patiently
and answered cbeerfully, but aIl her
thoughts were witb the group ini the other
room.

"1Poor Mr. -Devenisb! Howv borrily
bored lie wil *e talking to a chill( like

bîialonew~ith ýinifred''
MVhen she re-entered the ibrary lier

g uests. ere about to go, b ut she found a

chance for a few words with her favorite.

"'\r. Devenish 'viii ýsec %ou bome,
Wiird"she whispwretl. "but oh, my

dear.lIain susorry! Tîjatstupid busband
of mine lias goBe &and(ls1ole(l everything.

"Stiiipid! Ile's a perfee-t darling. 1
Lnever felt so imucli like huggig anybodv

in inv life as 1 did Mdlîen hle came in to t;e

'-Ohï, NIr. Deveni'Sh an(] 1I .%- ere having

ýF the nmo-t awvful tinie. Neithler (À us could
sthink of a tbing to say ex iqît about thue

- weat lwr. Even that was anl effort. If,

e %%as t hv lunge-it lour 1 ever vit n.

I'.But l1e' a SpIendid talkii ' I t hougli.
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