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else. A boum old maid, if ever there Nvas
one, and a bornolnd maid she'Il stay,
tbnougb sbe was married fifty timtes ovr.
It's tbe raistresses l'ni wonderîn' aot, flot
domn' tbeir best te mnake tbing cbeery foi
vout, and yout tihe ooly Young tbing ini the
bouseu," added affectiontate Betsy, setting
doo thse potato pot witb a tbud.

Subsequent covratosreel i b
hacr tbat Betsv bail rece-i'ed a goar nd, mm
hirtllda3 r'et in bier dati. hletsy's jmd-
mnirers bad brnmauy, sudl berlwss
ezifte variei, fanifoul ties sold gloves,
t. Ciso(ol1ates ai boxe of bn-bn

rcl, IlarkruýýIng baif enviouisly, sud-
dnyraîeltisat ber mown lue wSea duil,

clon .otonioiu, grCy. WM.s it altogetlier the
nild auts wbumon sbe bmnd to tbank for tise
narroe, mtîuok tipun lite hbich abe lit
uresent, enijoyel? 7 as Priscilla bueef
by ber, or-e salsud docility, no

isard lu tise nlia.ttei?
Al ring lit tbe ducor-b'eli upatairs broke

in opr tebsnxai recital of pasi
vouet.Prisclilat, ýstill irnig, sees

revolvinz ïuauv tblngs in ber mind wben
1letsiy carte Clatterîng dowNv ag;il, rc r
cap awryý, beaving2 >tuc< ssfiih admnitteui
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adoring of lovera. Priscilla bell no lover
-ad never badl a lover; but this very
tangible token of ber klnd old friend's
afectlon for her was certainly nlext best,
She looked Up wlth shining eyes.

"Isn't it gond of ber? Cant I go qlong
and tbank bier thtis very morning, Aunt
Jane,? And oh! I wish that I badl some-

tbing that I could take ber in ret,,rn, for
a blrthday present."

"«Don't bie ridiculous, Priscilha,"1 Aunt
Jane said in condemnatory tons. "'Tbank

Agnes Arroi if you wish for ber pretty
gift; but pray do flot endeavor to retura
it in any way. At ber age, uns en-
deavors to ignore f birtbday rather than
to reulentber it. Even when 1 was a girl,
we bad no time for such folly," added
Aumt Jane, who csrtainly, at that period
.f her life, looked ai uniikely a birthday-
present giver or recipient as it was pos-
sible for anynne to imagine.

Priscilla, tbankful to receive even an
mutct permission, belld bier peace. But after
breakfast *as over, s biastsned upataira,
and, donning lier bait and coat, made a
hasty exit frin the boeuse. Thers was
always a certain fear lest Aujnt Jane might
repent of the permission already givoen,
and recall te bier sonne totally minecas-
saiy bouisebold task. I'riscilla, hastenlng
dowvn the faintly sunny street, reflsctsd on
the possibility of ber being able to pre-
sent Mies Agnes Arroi witb any acceptable
gif t. At the florist's shte paused, besltated,
and finallY went in and bougbt a, tiny
pot of violets. Then sbe bailed the bus
for Bournville.

Priscilla, thouigb s bai rarely visiteil
Miss Arroi at Bournville before, found the
bouse easilY enough. One nf a couple of
villass, standing back a littie front the
romil, andl surrouinded by a cbeerful green
paling. Tbe reaie, ovho answered bier
rather tiùiid ring, ssniled, and lnivlted lier
to enter, even before sbe ball aslced if Miss
Arroi was at home.

«'Missus biai been expectin' you ail
morin', tbouigb sbe's nlot just so Weil to-
day, i.ss," sbe volunteereil ai infor-
niat ion.

PriLcilla laid ber pot of violets upon
the table, and sat down to walt in tbe
comfortable littIe rooin, half parler, half
study, loto wbicb she bsd been ushered.
She bail not so long te wait aiter ail.
The door opened, and] a ratller gloomy'-

Your aumt hikes flowers, doamu't she?
And vifolets-Il always tbInk there are no0
flowers like violets."

"Violets." Nie smiled back at ber, the
gloons altogether gone f rom bis baudsome
face. "Aren't tbey sweet, too ?" Rie
drew the lîttie pot towards bim, as though
the bitter to inhale the fragrance. "Tbey
taes me hack to the time when I was a
littie chap. We useil te grow just sucb
violets s those in thse dear olil rectorY
gardon at home. Such a tinue ago it seenis,
almost a lifetime, and 1 thought l'dl for-
gotten. But tbere are sorte things we
can't forget, bard as we try."

"But filai you'd alwavs want to Te-
member tIhef." Prlscllla's8 grey eyes were
balf wlstful as sbe spoke. "I've notbteg
like that in my life--only always the
samte, thse old boeuse, thse old suints. Sume-
ti-es .1 tbink tbat it wîli neyer bie dif-
f eront. The world beyond, andl me bers-
always here. Only perbaps wben I grow
nId, like the nId aunts, I sban't mind so
mnucb"

'lble man, stîli bending over the violets,
glanced uP. Mlis darkç eyes met bars wltb
a sudilden, answverlng, understanding flash.
... Çt mnd ? Why, cbild, don't you

know that it's thse passing away of your
own beauitiful youtb, above ail, whlcb will
Ilave vout brulenl-bearted? Wben tbat L%
gone- sn littie else matters. We're so
wearied, with on heart for tbe brave flgbt
we mligbt once bave undertaken, bail
fetters fot boune] cour banils. We are not
content,' not even resýigiiei, only heipless.
Surely tbsre are bigger tblngs to bie got
onit of life tban mers 'flot mlndlng' 1"

«'Ob, then, yeu kaoss-you knows, too ?"
Priscilla stretceel out ber little hanrle,
and, acruss the violets, their grasp met.
"I bild faricied that nu uns understouil-
kniew. Fur lufe is beautiful, lsn't it, and to
bc sbut Ont froin it all-tbat'a wbat
seemis thse very bardest. et that it's the
aluts' finît ; don't imagina that for a
moment. lt's only tbat they can't-wll
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