MILDRED KENT'8 HERO.

« That’s never your brother,” she said in one of
her stage-whispers as they stood together in the
store-room, — a remar , easily heard in thé adjoining
kitchen. :

to see w on Douglass’s face.

“Your frien icipated ‘a question I am
very anxious to have answered. You must tell
her our wedding will take place in a few days.
I want to take you somewhere to find the Toses
you have lost here. A year spent among the
i)icture-gallerim of Europe will be none too long
a vacation for you.” ‘ .

«It would not be if one’s years were not so .
pitifully few; but timé is too~precious for loiter-
ings, no matter how pleasant they may be,” Mil-
dred said, as she deftly moulded the buscuit that-
had weighed so heavily on Martha Brand’s spirits.
«But it will be one of the greatest pleasures of
my life,” she added, after a moment’s reflection,
to go with you to Europe and enjoy the best
things the old world has to. give!”
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