deserves,—nature takes every opportunity of showing the
way. It is so hard for a woman to distinguish herself !”

The listener made a series of faces expressive of mock-
heroic patience under exaggerated suffering.

I will not miss my lecture,” pursued the other in the same
even tones. “ It would be my first breach in the regulasions
I have made for myself. I’'ve planned it all out, and written
down seventeen rules, and T won’t begin breaking them.” She

‘ended with a despondent sigh.

Miss Turner mused over the intensity of such devotion.
“ Oh,” she cried quickly, “ how good you are,—how I wish T
were as good ! Why, you're like somebody in George Eliot ¥
Oh, you poor, unhappy thing?” And the brunette was
prettily affectionate.

The heroine from George Eliot sighed again. ¢ Even for
men,” she lamented pathetically, ¢ who are strong, talent is
often unhappiness ; but for women it can be nothing but
misery.” She had read it somewhere.

« Oh, how noble you are, dear ! We will be true friends,
won’t we?” pleaded Miss Turner, ‘“and tell each other every-
thing 7 We will—you must join our Greek letter society-—
you will, won’t you, dear ¢ I will propose you at the next
meeting. Oh, it’s just splendid,—you can’t imagine | You
must be as secret as—as the grave ! When I was initiated, I
felt awfully solemn, as solemn ”—and her voice became sober
with recollected awe—* as if T were being married ! ”

« T__T don’t know,” faltered Miss Easton, in a voice as
faint as the blush on her cheek, at the other’s audacity.

« Why, Miss Prim ! 7 cooed the brunette, and her laughter
rippled over the silence. She patted Miss Raston’s cheek and
pressed the pale face against her breast. “ How pretty you
are, dear,” she murmured, “ with your hair brushed down like
that in front ! T wonder how T should lock !”  She started
up and went into the adjoining room, leaving the door Opun;
and, taking up a brosh, she smoothed down the loose hair
above her forehead. Then, holding it on either side with her
hands to keep it down, she glanced into the mirror.

«Oh! oh! oh!” she laughed ; “ 1 look slyer than any-
thing in the world ! That would never do.”

The sound of the bell from the tower invaded the room
while she still stood scrutinizing her mirrored demureness.
Tmmediately she began to arrange her dress for walking,
looking first over one shoulder and then over the other, at her
skirt behind. Then she caught up her mouse coloured note-
book, with the red edges, aud weut out into the corridor.

1L

It was rarely beautiful weather, that afternoon ; the linger-
ing sunshine was pensive with autumn’s melancholy. Sep-
tember was past, but the maples and beeches in the fields back
of the College had kindled day by day, and stood a flame
of red and gold against the sky ; and the air that rustled the
luminous boughs was warm and moist with woodland odours.

Miss Turner strolled along the path that passes Convocation
Hall and leads the wanderer by pleasant ways on to MeMas-
ter Hall and out on Bloor Street. Jack French strolled by
her side ; they were in the same year, and had many things in
common to talk of, doubtless. The Senate has deemed it not
unfitting that youths and maidens should tread alike the same
road to knowledge ; why should their footsteps, on departing,
seek diverse paths ! .

The two crossed the narrow plank that spans the dry chan-
nel of the brook that flowed of old down to the ravine, and
they passed on under the maples. Somewhere in the distance
there were bands of school children in noisy quest of beech-
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nuts ; and a far-voiced crow cawed faintly at times from the
soft blue of the sky. .

“T was thinking,” said French, in his careless, laughi®
voice, “ T was thinking—"

“Yes, yes | ” eagerly prompted Miss Turner, ¢ thinkin{?"
(of course you can’t have been doing it long !)f~1‘eauy thun”
ing—"

French laughed at her light mockeries and made no answe,r.
“ Ol let us get those asters!” she cried suddenly, as her €y
caught the blue glimpse of wildflowers among the tangle
grasses at the edge of the ravine. There the shade ¥*
denser ; carlier in the season, when the sun could look throu8
the maple-boughs, it saw a host of flowers among the grouP
vines that tangled round mouldering stumps. The asters 2%
the white ox-eyed daisies lingered latest.

She led the way to a granite boulder, where she S”;i o
ere

4 hold
nde’

t for

some moments in smiling silence, while French gath
flowers.  * Do you know,” she said, arranging them an
ing them out critically before her, to get the effect, “Iwo
how they would look in my hat !”

She began to undo the elastic from her hai

hair-pins upon which it was entangled, and she dropp

ro
r ; but there we
e

ono
arms and tried to unloose her glove. It was fastened by '
d aftt

of those little clasps which are so hard to undo, 3% h 1B
many attempts she was obliged to look up at Frenc
despair.

“ May I?” he ventured. d held

“ Why, if you will be so very kind,” she answered, " ang
out her hand. It was a task of some moments, and the ):,o ghe
man wrought at it in silence. ¢ Oh, is it really ﬁniSh‘? ghe
asked when it was done, and took her hand from b eel-
pulled off her glove, and put her hand to her hair agil Mr
« T’'m afraids
gsed little laug ;
Would you be # ;
¢»  And she be¥

ing about with quick feminine fingers.
French,” she appealed at last with an embarrea
“ that T must tax your kindness once more.
very good as to look what can be the matter
round her slim, lithe shape, that he might see.

"
alr-pin.
« 1t caught,” he answered gravely, ¢ on a halr-P!

“Oh, dear!” sighed Miss Turner.

“ May T asked French, after a pause.

“ Why -yes—please,” she answered faintly.

He knelt down on the rock beside her, and his 1 ise
touched the warm, fragrant, silken mass, as he lightlyh&n
gaged the string. When he handed her the hat, sho ° le
him for it very sweetly, and laid it in her lap. But she

. 5t, &
flowers lie as they had fallen, and sat with a downoa® ’1 h
nnge the de 15

o6l
yand Scm.cc )’

gaze at her hat; and French would not ¢h
her silence for the delight of her speech. 1 1ifting

“ [Tow still and beautiful it is here,” she said gef}t I:IY ! the 1%
her eyes at last. Do you know, I sometimes thm} B in
visible wall between the two worlds is nowllcl"é so B "ihe
places like this.,” DMiss Turner looked up ab Frencl! petter

r

: . yw neart
eyes of a nun. It seems as if one could draw ose YO
Of course, I sUP P !

dov'®
ou
ut theril };t o for

influences here than anywhere else.
should be good, no matter where you are, b
always want to be good, do you? You won't 1avg
moralizing, will you? Oh, I wish you knew
better ! She is noble,—she has more talent 8%
than all the rest of us girls put together.” e op it

She bent over a spray of aster, making it tilt 0 as if up
and was silent for some moments, Then she be%z:ching et
consciously, to whistle in a soft, low note. sed, why
breath, she drew up her eyebrows and exclalf:)ur i €OW
excuse me, excuse me! What shockiflg behavh

p&LIly

‘7)




