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CHAPTER L
LOUISIANA.

Olivia Petrol leaned back in her chair, 
her hands folded in her lap. People 
passed and re passed her as they.promen- 
aded the long " gallery,” as it was called ; 
they passed in couples, in trios ; they 
talked with unnecessary loudness, they 
laughed at their own and each other's 
jokes ; they flirted, they sentimentalized, 
they criticised each other, but none of 
them showed any special interact in Olivia 
Ferrcl, nor did Mias Fern 1, on her part, 
show much Interest in than.

She had been at Oakvale Springs for two 
or three weeks. She was alone, out of 

' her element, and knew nobody. The fact 
that she was a New Yorker, and had never 
before been so far South, was rather against 
her. Oa her arrive! ahe had bien glanced 
over and comm mtod upon with candour.

•’ She ia a Yaokee," said the pretty and 
remarkably youthful -looking mother of an 
apparently grown-up family from New 
Orleans. “ You can am it.”

And though the remark was net meant 
to be exactly severe, Olivia felt that it was 
very severe, indeed, under existing circum­
stances. She heard it as she was giving 
her orders for breakfast to her own parti- 
oular jet-black and highly excitable waiter, 
and sne felt guilty at once and blushed, 
hastily taking a sip of ioe-water to conceal 
her confusion. When she wont upstairs 
afterward she wrote a very interesting let­
ter to her brother in New kork, and tried

^■s!fio.“.riy“,o£
•• Your advised me to come her.beo.nae 

It would be novel ae well aa bénéficiaV ahe 
wrote. “ And it certainly la novel I 
think I feel likes pari ah-a little. I am 
aware that even the beet bred and must in­
telligent of them, hearing that I have al­
ways lived in New York, will privately re­
gret it if they like me and remember it if 
they dislike me. Good-natured and warm­
hearted as they seem among themselves, I 
am sure it will be I who wifi have to make 
the dfivanoes—If advances are msde—ud I 
spn it be very amiable, indeed, if I intend 
they shall like me.”

But she had not been well enough at first 
to be In the bum iur to make the advances, 
and consequently had not found her posi­
tion an exciting one. She had looked on 
until she had been able to room herself to 
some pretty active likes and dislikes, but 
she knew no one.

She felt this afternoon as If this mild 
recreation of looking on had begun rather 
to pall upon her, and she drew out her 
watch, glancing at It with a little yawn.

“It is five o’clock,” she said. “Very 
soon the bend will make its appearance, 
end it will bisy until the stages oome it. 
Yes, there it is I”

The musical combination to which she 
referred wee composed of sir or seven gen­
tle men of oolonr who played upon brazen 
instruments, each in different keys and 
different time. Three times » day they 
collected on e rustic kiosk upon the lawn 
and played divers popular sirs with an in­
tensity, fervour, and muscular power 
worthy of » better cause. They struggled 
up ae spoke, took their places and be­
gan, and before they had played many 
minutes the most exciting event of the day 
occurred, as it always did somewhere about 
this hour. In the midst of the gem of their 
cotisation, was heard the rattle of wheels 
end the crack of whips, and through the 
rapturous shonts of the juvenile guests, the 
two venerable, rioketsy stages dashed np 
with s lumbering fleuri.h, and a spasmodic 
pretence of excitement, calculated to de­
ceive only the feeblest mind.

At the end of the gallery they checked 
themselves m their mad career, the 
drivers making strenuous efforts to restrain 
the impetuosity of the four steeds whose 
harness rattled against their ribs with an 
unpleasant bony sound. Half • dr zso 
waiters rushed forward, the doors were 
flung open, the steps 1st down with s bang, 
the bend brayed insanely, and the paasen- 
g its alighted.

“ One, two, three, four," counted Olivia 
Ferrol mechanically, ae the first vehicle 
unburdened itself. And then, as she door 
of the second was opened : “ One—only 
one ; and a very young one, too. Dear 
me ! Poor girl !”

This exclamation might naturally have 
fallen from any quick-sighted and sympa­
thetic person. The solitary passenger of 
the second stage stood among the crowd, 
hesitating, and plainly overwhelmed with 
timorouenees. Three waiters were wrest­
ling with a ugly shawl, a dreadful shining 
valise, and » painted wooden truck such 
as is seen in country stores. In their en­
thusiastic desire to dispose creditably of 
these article» the temporarily forgot the 
owner, who, after one jlesperate, timid

every one ia a ' subject.1 At present I am 
interested In a specie» of girl 1 have dis­
covered. Sometimes she balsags to the 
better class—the farmers, who have a great 
deal of land and who are the rich men of 
the community,—sometimes she lives In )» 
log oabin with a mother who smokes and 
chews tobaooo, bat in either case she is a 
surprise and • mystery. She is 'always 
pretty, she la occasionally beautiful, and in 
■pits of her house, her people, her educa­
tion or went of it, she is Instinctively e re­
fined and delicately susceptible young per­
son. She has always been to some common 
school, where she has written com positions 
on sentimental or touching subjects, and 
when she belongs to the better class she 
takes a fashion magazine end tries to make 
her dreeeet like those of the ladies in the 
coloured piste, and, I may add, frequently 
fails. I could write a volume about her, but 
I won’t When yonr vacation arrives, come 
and see for y on self.” It was of this cists 
Miss Ferrol was thinking when she said : 
*’ That is me of them, end • very interest­
ing type it is, too.”

When she went in to the dining-room to 
partake of the six o’clock supper, she 
glanced about bar in search of the new ar­
rival, but she had not yet appeared. A few 
minutes later, however, she entered. She 
came in slowly, looking straight before her, 
and trying very hard to appear at ease. She 
was prettier than before, and worse 
dressed. She wore a blue, mneh-ruffl d 
muslin and a wide-ccllar made of imitation 
lace. She had tucked her sleeves np to her 
elbow with a band and bow of block velvet, 
and her round, smooth young arms were 
adorable. She looked for a vacant place, 
end, seeiag none, stepped short, as if she 
did not know what to do. Then some 
magnetic attraction drew her eye to Olivia 
Ferrol’e. After a moment’s pause, she

" I—I wfeh s waiter would oome,“ahe 
faltered.

At that moment one on the wing stopped 
in obedience to n gesture of Miss Ferrol’e— 
s delicate, authoritative movement of the 
head.

“ Give this young lady that chair oppo­
site me,” ahe said.

The chair was drawn out with a flourish, 
the girl aras mated, and the till ef fere was 
placed ia her hands.

Thank you," the said, in a low, as-

my own special and 
' and I rather

glance at them, looked her in vain
for suooonr. She was very pretty and very 
young and very ill-dressed—a cos tome a 
k cootie travesty on prevailing modes. She 
did not know where to go, and no one 
thought of showing her ; the loungers 
about the office stared at her ; she began, 
turn pale with embarrassment and timidity. 
Olivii Ferrol left her chair and crossed the 
gallery. She spoke to a servant a little 
sharply :

“ Why not show the young lady into the 
pat’.our?” she said.

The girl heard, and looked at her help 
leesly, but with gratitude. The waiter 
darted forward with hospitable rapture.

“ Dis yeah'a do way, mise,” he said. 
“ right inter de ’oeptian-room. Foller me, 
ma’am.”

Olivia returned to her s -st People 
regarding her with curiosity, but she was 
entirely oblivious of the fact.

" That ia one of them,” she was saying, 
mentally. “ That is one of them, and a 
very interesting type it is, too.”

To render the peculiarities of this young 
woman clearer, it may he well to reveal 
here something of her past life and sur­
roundings. Her father had been a literary 
man, her mother an illustrator of books 
and magazine articles. From her earliest 
childhood eke had been surrounded by

i ci artistic or literary oooupa- 
drudges, some who 

_ if, sense who balanced between 
the two extremes, and shehad unconscious­
ly learned the trick of tile trade. She had 
been used to people who continually had 
their eyes open to anything peculiar and 

I in human nature, who were en­
raptured fay the discovery of new types of 
men, women, and emotions. Since she 
had been left an orphan she had lived with 
her brother, who had been reporter, editor, 
contributor, critic, one after the other, un­
it last he had established a very enviable 
reputation as a brilliant, practical young 
fellow, who knew his business, and had a 
fins career open to him. So it was natural 
that, having become interested ia the 
général friendly fashion of dissecting and 
studying «very scrap of human nature with­
in reach, she had followed more illustrious 
6rumples, and had become very critical 
open the subject of " types” herself. Dur­
ing her sojourn at Oakvale she had studied 
the North Carolinian mountaineer ‘ * type" 
with the enthusiasm of an amateur. She 
had talked to the wtxnen in sunbonnete 
who brought fruit to the hotel, and sat on 
the steps and floor of the galleries awaiting 
the advent of customers with a composure 
only to be equalled by the calmness of the 
noble savage ; she had walked and drirsn 
over the mountain roads, stopping at way- 
aide houses and entering into conversation 
with the owners until she had become com­
paratively well know, even in the space of 
a fortnight, and she had taken notes for 
her brother until she had roused him to 
sharing her own interest in her discoveries.

“I am sure you will find » great deal of 
material hero,” ahe wrote to him. “ You 
see how I have fallen a victim to that 

lit of locking at everything in 
material. A man ia no longer 

• man—he ia ' material’ ; sorrow is not 
i not joy—it is ‘ material.’

[ rather ghoulish in it. I 
■ look at people’s bodies 

ud U to them

Olivia smiled.
•' That waiter is 

peculiar property, ” i 
pride myself on him.

But her guest scarcely seemed to com­
prehend her pleasantry. She looked some­
what awkwaid.

“ I don’t know much about waiters,” she 
ventured. “ I’m not used to them, and I 
supposed they kgow it. I never was at a 
hotel before.,T

“Yon will coon get need to them," re­
turned Mias Petrol.

The girl fixed her eyes upee her with a 
questioning appeal They were the love­
liest eyes she had ever seen, Mise Ferrol 

-thought —large-irieed, and with wonder­
ful long lushes fringing them and curling 
upward, giving them s tender, very wide- 
open look. She seemed suddenly to gain 
courage, and alee to feel it her doty to ac­
count for herself.

“ I shouldn’t have oome here alone If I 
could have got father to oome with me,” 
she revealed. “ But he wouldn't oome. 
He said it wasn't the place for him. I 
haven't been very well sinon mother died, 
and he thought I’d better try the Springs 
awhile. I don't thiak I shall like it.

“ I don’t like it," replied Mise Ferrol, ' 
candidly, “ but I dare say you will when 
you know people ”

The girl glanced rapidly and furtively 
over the crowded room, and tnen her eyes 
ell.
“I shall never know them," she said, in 

a depressed undertone
Is secret Miss Ferrol felt e conviction 

that she was right ; she had not been pre­
sented under the right auspices.

“ It ia rather clever and sensitive in her 
to find it out so quickly,” she thought. 
“ Some girls would be more sanguine, and 
be led Into blnndere”

They progressed pretty well during the 
meal When it Was over, and Miss Ferrol 
rose, she became conscious that her com­
panion was troubled by some new difficul­
ty. and a second thought suggested to her 
what its nature was.

“ Are you going to your room?” she

“ I don’t know.” said the girl with the 
look of helpless appeal again. “ I don’t 
know where else to go. I don't like to go 
oat there’’ (signifying the gallery) “ alone, ”

“ Why not oome with me ?” said Mias 
Ferrol “ Then we can promenade to- 
gether. ”

“ Ah !” she said, with a little gasp of re­
lief and gratitude. “ Don’t you mind ?”

“ On the contrary, I shall be very glad 
of vonr society,” Miss Ferrol answered. 
“ I am alone, too.”

So they went out together and wandered 
slowly from one end of the starlit gallery 
to the other, winding their way through 
the crowd that promenaded, and, upon the 
whole, finding it rather pleasant.

“ I shall have to take care of her, ” Miss 
Ferrol was deciding ; but I do not think I 
shall mind the trouble. ”

The thing that touched her most was the 
girl’s icnoorot trust in her sincerity—her 
taking for granted that this stranger, who 
had been polite to her, had been so not for 
worldly good breeding’s sake, but from 
true friendliness and extreme generosity 
of nature. Her first ahynets conquered, she 
related her whole history with the unre­
serve of a child. Her father was a farmer, 
and ahe had si wavs lived with him on hie 
farm. Ha bad been too fond of her farallow 
her to leave horns, end she had never been 
“sway to school”

“ He has made a pet of me at home,” she 
said. “ I was the only one that lived to be 
over eight years old. . I am the eleventh. 
Ten died before I wae born, -and it made 
father and mother worry a good deal over 
me—and father wae worse than mother. 
He (aid the time never seemed to come 
when he oould spore me. He is very 
good and kind—la father,” she added, in » 
hurried, soft-voiced way. “ He’s rough— 
bathe’s very good sod kind.”

Before they ported for the night Mies 
Ferrol hsd the whole genealogical tree by 
heart. They were * amazingly prolific 
family, it seemed. There was Uncle 
Joeiah, who had ten children, Uncle 
Launder, who had fifteen, Aunt Amanda, 
who had twelve, and Aunt Nervy, whose 
belongings comprised three seta of twine 
and an unlimited supply of odd numbers. 
They went upstairs together and parted st 
Miss FerroVa door, their rooms being near 
each other. ,

The girl held ont her hand.
“Good night!” she said. “I’m so 

thankful I've got to know you.”
Her eyes looked bigger and wider-open 

then ever ; she smiled/ showing her even, 
sound, little white teeth. Under the 
bright light of the lamp the freckles the 
day betrayed on her smooth skin were not

“ Dear me !” thought Miss Ferrol. 
“ How startlingly pretty, in spits of the 
cotton lace and the dreadful poleaaise !”

She touched her lightly on'the shoulder.
*’ Why, y* are as tall aa I am !” she 

•aid.
“Yea,” the girl replied, depreesedly ; 

“ but I’m twice ae broad.”
“Oh no—no such thing." And then, 

with n delicate glance down over her, she 
■aid—“ It la your drees that makes yea 
fenoy so. Perhaps your dross-maker does 
not understand your figure,"—ee if such a 
failing was the most natural and simple 
tkiag in the world, end needed ealy the 
(lightest notifying.

“ I have no dsezs-mnker,” the girl an­
swered. “ I make my things myself. Per­
haps that ia it.”

“ It is » little dangerous, it is true,” re­
plied Miss Ferrol. “ I have been bold 
enough to try it myself, sad I never suc­
ceeded. I oould give you the address of • 
very thorough women if yen lived in New 
York.'

" But I don't live there, you see, I wish 
T did. I never shell, though. Father 
could never spare me.”

Aeether slight panes ensued, during 
which she looked admiringly at Miss

Ferrol. Then she said “ 
and toned away.

But before she had crossed the oorridcr 
she stopped.

“ I never told you my name,” she said.
Miss Ferrol naturally expected she would 

announce It at once, but she did not. An 
air of embarrassment fell upon her. She 
seemed almost averse to speaking.

" Well,” said Mies Ferrol, smiling, 
“ what is it ?”

She did not raise her eyes from the car­
pet as she replied, unsteadily :

“ It’s Louisiana.”
Miss Ferrol answered her very com­

posedly :
» The i

Itself in the

The name of the State ?" * -I
“ Yea. Father os me from there. ”
“ Bat you did not tell me your surname.” 
“ Oh I that is Rogers. Yon -you didn’t 

laugh. I thought you would."'
“ At the fires name ?” replied Miss Fer­

rol. “ Oh no. It is unusual—but names 
often are. And Louise is pretty. ”

“ Soit is,” she said, brightening. “ I 
never thought of that. “ I hate Louisa. 
They will call it ‘ Lowizy,’ or Lousyanny.’ 
I could sign myself Louise, oogldn’t I ?”

“ Yes,” Miss Ftrrol replied.
And then her protégé •. said “ good-night" 

for the third time, and disappeared.
CHAPTER II.

She presented herself at the bed-room 
door with a timid knock the next morning 
before breakfast, evidently expecting to be 
taken charge of. Miss Ferrol had felt lure 
she would appear, and had, indeed, dressed 
herself in momentary expectation of hear- 
ing the knock.

When she heard it she opened the door

I am ^ad to see you}" she said.* “ I

of surprise showed 
vs. It had never ee- 

mured to her that she might not oome.
Oh, yee," she replied. “I never oould 

go down alone when there wee any one 
who would go with me.”

There was something * her mind, Mias 
Ferrol fancied, and presently it burst forth 
in a confidential inquiry»

Is this dress very short-waiated ?" she 
a^hinit with great earnestness.

Meroifol delicacy stood in the way of 
Miss Ferrol’e telling her how short- waisted 
it was, and how it maltreated her beauti­
ful young bidy.

“ It is rather short-waisted, it is true. ”
“ Perhaps,” the giri went on, with a 

touch of guileless melancholy, “I am 
naturally this shape.”

Here, it must be confessed, Miss Ferrol 
forgot herself for the moment, and ex­
pressed her indignation with undue 
fervour.

“ Perish the thought !" she exclaimed 
“ Why, ohild ! your figure is a hundred 
times better then mine."

Louisiana wore for a moment a look of 
absolute fright.

“ Oh, no !” she oried. "Oh.no. Yonr 
figure ia magnificent ” .

1 • Magnificent I "sohoed Miss Ferrol, giving 
way to ner enthusiasm, and indulging m 
figures of speech. “ Don’t you see that I 
am thin—absolutely thin. Nothing 
would induce me to appear la full 
drees. I am always clothed to my 
eats. But gap things fit me, and my 
dress-maker understands me. It yonr were 
dressed as I sm."—pausing to look her over 
from head to foot—“ Ah !” she exclaimed, 
pathetically, “how I should like to sea 
you In some of my clothes !”

A tender chord was touched. A gentle 
sadness, aroused by this instance of wasted 
opportunities, rested np* her. Bat in­
stantaneously she brightened, seemingly 
without any particular cause. , A brilliant 
idea had occurred to her. But she did not 
À veal it.

“ I will wait,” she thought, “ tin til ahe 
is more at her ease with me."

She really was more at her ease already. 
Just this on# little scrap of conversation 
had done that. She became almost affec­
tionate in a shy way before they reached 
the, dining-room.

“ I want to ask yon something," she 
laid, aa they neared the door.

“ What is it?”
She held Mias Ferrol beck with a light 

olaapnn her arm. Her air was qnite-tragic 
in a small way.

V Please say ‘ Louise,’ when you apeak 
to me,” she said. “ Never say * Miss 
Louisian»’— never—never !”

“ No, I shall never say * Mias Louisi­
ana, ' ” her companion answered. “ How 
would you like ‘ Mise Rogers !’ ”

" I would rather have ‘ Louise,’ ” she 
said disappointedly.

“ Well,T’retamed,Miw Ferrol “‘Louise’ 
let it be.”

And “Louise” it was thenceforward. 
If she hsd not be* so pretty, aoinnooent, 
and so aff. ctionate and humble a young 
creature, she might have been troublesome 
at times (it occurred to Olivia Ferrol), ahe 
clung eo pertinaciously to their chance ac­
quaintanceship; she was so helpless and 
desolate if left to herself, and so inordin­
ately glad to be taken in hand again, Shh 
msde no new friend»,—which was perhaps 
fist orally enough, alter all She had.no­
thing In common with the young whs 
played ten-pins end croquet and rode ont 
in parties with their cavaliers. She was 
not of them, and undeistoodlphem as little 
as they understood her. She knew very 
well that they regarded her with roomful 
tolerance when they were of the ill-nntnre4 
class, and with ill-subdaed wonder when 
they were amiable. She could not play 
ten-pins and croquet, nor oould she dance.

“ What are the m* kneeling down for, 
acd why do they keep stopping to put on 
these queer little eaps and things ?” she 
whispered to Miss Ferrol one night.

“ They are trying to dance a Germ*,” 
replied Mies Ferrol, “ and the mu who is 
leading them only knows one fleure.”

Ae fer tiie riding, she bed be* need to 
riding ell her life ; bat no me naked her 
to join them, and if they had done * she 
would have be* too wise,—unsophisti­
cated as she was,—to accept the invitation. 
So where Mise Ferrol Was seen she wae 
seen also, and she wae never so happy as 
when she was invited into ’

the morning or 
have be* ocu­
list* to Misti 
of life in the J 

el celebrated per- 
n up* her.
Mies Ferrol 

doubts ae to the
____ _ of them, sod the

rest she had never heard of before.
“ You never read * The Scarlet Let­

ter!' ” asked her Instructress up* *• oc-

She flushed guiltily.
“No,” she answered. “ Ner—nor 

any of the others."^*
Miss Ferrol gexed at her lilutly for a 

few moments. Th* she asked her a ques­
tion in a low voice, specially mails wed, so 
that it might net alarm her.

“ Do iyoa know who John Stuart Mill 
ia?” she said.

No,” she replied from the dost of

“ Here you never heard—just heard— 
of Raskin?”

" No.”
“ Nor of Michael Angelo ?” «
“ N-no—ye-es, I think eo—perhaps, but 

I don’t know what he did. ”
“ Do you,” she continued, very slowly, 

“do — you —know — anything — about — 
Worth ?”

"No, nothing.”
Her questioner clasped her hands with 

repressed emotion.
“ Oh,” she dried, “ how—hew you bavd 

been neglected 1”
“ She was really depressed, but her pro­

tégée was so much more deeply so that she 
felt it her duty to contain herself and re­
turn to cheerfulness.

“Never mind, "she said. “I will tell 
you all I know about them, and,” -after » 
pause for speculative thought up* the sub- 
jeot,—" by-the by, It i*’t mu*, and I will 
lend you some books to read, and give you 
a list of some you must persuade your 
father to buy for you, and you will be all 
right. It is rather dreadful not to know 
the names of people and things ; but, after

She was checked here by 
tien» scruples. If she wa 
young mind in the path of learning *d 
literature, she most place before her • 
higher standard of merit than the some­
what shady and slipshod one her eagerness 
had almost betrayed her into upholding 
She hsd heard people talk of “ standards” 
end “ ideals," end when she was kept to 
the point and in regulation working order, 
(he could be very eloquent up* these sub­
jects hefrself.

“ You will have to work very seriously," 
she remarked, rather incongruously and 
with a rapid change of i oeitioa. “ If you 
wish to—to acquire anything, you must 
read o meoientiously and—and with a pur­
pose." Shti was rather proud of that last 
clause. , X

“ Must I ?” fcquired Louise, humbly. 
“I should like to—if I knew where to 
begin. Who was Worth ? Was he a 
poet ?”

Miss Ferrol acquired a fine, high colour 
very auddroly.

“ Oh,” she answered, with some nnensi- 
nees, “ you—yon have no need to begin 
with Worth. He doesn’t matter so much 
—really.”

“ I thought," Miss Rogers said meekly, 
“ that you were more troubled about my 
not having read what he wrote, th* about 
my not knowing *y of the other.”

“ Oh, no. Yon see—the fart is, he—he 
never wrote anything.” '.

“• What did he do ?" she asked, anxious 
for information. -

“ He—It irot < did,' itia • does.’ He-
makes dresses.” ■

“Dresses!"
This single work, but no exolsmati* 

point oould express its tone of wild amaze­
ment. «

“ Yes.”
"Amsnr
“ Yee.”
There was a dead silence. It waa em­

barrassing at first Th* the amsz»m*t 
of the unsophisticated one begu to 
itself ; it gradually died down, and became 
another emotion, merging itself into in-

wore quite a 
reigned. She '

was a great 
it is to be eup-

" Does”—guilelessly she Inquired—“he 
make nice ones ?1 '

“NioeI” echoed Miss Ferrol. “They 
are works of art ! I have got throe in my 
trunk.”

“ 0-o-h !” sighed Louisiana. “ Oh, 
dear !”

Mias Ferrol rose from her chair.
“ I will show them to yon,” she mid. 

“ I—I should like you to try them *.”
“ To try them * 1” ejaculated the ohild 

in * awe-stricken time. “ Me ?”
“ Yes,” said Miss Ferrol, unlocking the 

trunk and throwing back the lid. “ I have 
be* wanting to see you in them since the 
first day y* came.”

She took them rot and laid them np* 
the bed * their trays. Louise got up from 
the floor and approaching, reverently stood 
near them. There was a cream coloured 
evening-dress of soft, thick, olose-e] 
silk of some * tique modern sort ; it 
gold* fringe, and golden flowers em­
broidered up* it.

“ Look at that,” said Mias Ferrol, softly 
—even religiously.

She made» mysterious, majestic gesture.
“Oomehere,” she said. “Yon must 

put it on.”
Louise shrank back space.
“ I—oh ! I darant’t,” she cried. ' “ It is 

too beautiful !”
“ Oome hero,” repeated Mies Ferrol.
She obeyed timorously, and gave her­

self into tne hands of her controller. She 
was so timid and excited that ahe trembled 
all the time her toilette was being per­
formed for her. Miss Ferrol went through 
this service with the manner of a priestess 
(fficisting at * ' altar. She laoad 
up the book of the drees with the 
slender, gold* cords ; she arranged 
the antique drapery which wound 
itself around in close swathing folds. There 
wee not the shadow of e wrinkle from 
shoulder to hem : the lovely young figure 
V»I revealed in all its beauty of outline 
Tnere was no Sleeves st all, there was not 
very much bodice, but there 
deal of effect, and this, 
posed, was the object,

“ Walk across the floor, ” commanded 
Mies Ferrol.

Louisiana obeyed her.
“ Do it agaiq, ” said Miss Ferrol.
Having been obeyed for the second time, 

her hands fell together. Her attitude and 
expression could ba said to be signifie*! 

‘only of rapture.
“ I said so ! ” she cried. “ I said so ! 

You might have been born in New Yoik! ”
It was a grand climax, Louisiana felt 

it to the dyptus of her reverent young 
heart. Bat she oould not believe it. She 
was sure that It was too sublime to be 
true. She shook her head in deprecation.

“ It is no exaggeration,” said Miss' Fer­
rol with renewed fervor. “ Laurence 
h hr self, jf he were not told that von had 
lived here, would never guess it. 1 should 
like to try you on him.”

“Who —is he?” inquired Louisiana. 
“I* he a writer, too?”

“ Well, yea,—but not exactly like the 
others. He is my brother. ’’

It was two hours before this episode 
raded. Only at the sounding of the second 
bell did Louisians escape to her room to 
prepare for dinner.

Miss Ferrol beg* to replace the dresses 
In her trunk. She performed her task in 
* abstracted mood Whro she had com­
pleted it she stood upright and paused a 
moment, with quite a startled air.

“ Dear me !” she exclaimed. “ I—actu­
ally forgot about Raskin !”

CHAPTER III.
“heis different,”

The seme evening, as they sat on one of 
the seats up* the lawn, Misa Ferrol be­
came aware several times that Louai*» 
was regarding her with more thu'jordinary 
interest. She eat with her hands folded 
upon her lap, her eyes fixed an her face, 
and her pretty month actually a little open.

“ What are you thinking of ?” Olivia 
asked, at lrogth.

The girl started, and recovered herself 
with * effort.

“ I—well, I was thinking about—au­
thors,” she stammered.

" Any particular author ?" enquired 
Olivia, " or authors as a class ?”

"About yonr brother bqing one. I 
never thought I should see any one who 
knew * author—*d y* are related to 
one I"

Her companion's smile was significant 
of immense experience. It was plain that 
■be waa so accustomed to living * terms 
of intimacy with any number of authors 
that ahe oould afford to feel indifferent 
about them.

“My dear,” ahe said, amiably, “they 
are not in the kart different from other 
people/’

It sounded something like blasphemy.
“ Not différant I” oried Louisians. “ Oh, 

rarely, they most bel Isn’t—Isn’t yonr 
brother different ?‘*

Miss Ferrol stopped to think. She was 
very foad of her brother. Privately she 
considered him the literary m* of hie day. 
She was simply disgusted wh* she heard 
experienced critics only calling him 
” clever" and " brilliant" instead of 
“ groat” ud “ world-moving.”

“Yes,” she replied at length, “hebdif-

" I thought he must be," said Louisi­
ana, with a sigh of relief. “ Yon are, you 
know.”

“Am I?” returned Olivia. “Thank 
yon. But I am not * author—at least”— 
she added, guiltily, “ nothing I have writ­
ten has ever been published.

“ Oh, why not ?” exclaimed Louisiana.
“ Why pot ?" ahe repeated, dubiously 

and thoughtfully. And then, knitting her 
brows, she said, " I don't know why not"

“I am rare if you have ever written any­
thing, it ought to have be* published, ” 
protested her adorer.

“ 1 thought eo,” said Mise Ferrol “ But 
—but (Ary didn’t. ”

“ They ? ” sohoed Louisiana, " Who 
are * they ? ”

“ The editors, ” she replied, in a rather 
gloomy manner. “ There to a great deal

wouldn’t un-
____________ tt."

“ They regret it afterward," she re­
marked,—" frequently.”

From which Lonsisns gathered that it 
was the editors who were so overwhelmed, 
*d she oould not help sympathising with 
them in secret. There was something in 
the picture of their unavailing remorse 
which touched her, despite her knowledge 
of the pa trot fart that they deserved it 
and could expert nothing better. She waa 
qmte glad sfb* Olivia brightened • up, as 
she did presently.

“ Laurence ia handsomer than most of 
them, and has a more distinguished sir,” 
she said. “ He is very charming. People
always say so.”

“ I wish I could see him,” ventured 
Louisiana.

•• You will see him if you stay here 
much longer,” replied Miss Ferrol “ It 
is quite likely he will oome to Oakvale.”

For n moment Louisiana flattered and 
turned pale with pleasure, but as suddenly 
she dycoped,

“I forgot,” she faltered. "You will 
have to Be with him always, and I shall 
have no one. He won’t want me.”

Olivia sat ud looked at her with deep­
ening interest She was thinking again of 
a certain whimsical id* which had beset 
her ssveral times since she had attired her 
protégée in the cream-coloured robe.

" Louise,” she raid, in a low, mysterious 
tone, " how would yon like to wear dresses 
like mine all the rest of the time yon are 
here!”

The ohild stared at her btonkly.
“ I haven’t get *y," she gasped.
"No,” said Miss Fe ’ “ '

tion, “but/have.”
She rose from the seat, dropping her 

mj a tenons air ud smiling encouragingly.
“ Corns with me to my room,” she said. 

*• I want to talk to ton,1
If ahe had ordered her to follow her to 

the stake it is not at all unlikely that 
Louisiana would have obeyed. She got up 
meekly, smiling, too, ud feeling sure some- 

r very interesting was going to happen. 
‘............................... i the least, b ut she

Bnt Louisiana did not smile sr blush, ae 
she had expected she would. She rat very 
quietly, showing neither pleasure ner shy­
ness, end seeming for a moment or so to be 
absorbed in thought.

In the evening, when the stage* rame 
in, they were sitting * the front gallery 
together. Aa the old rattletrap» bumped 
and swurg themselves up th» gravel drive, 
Olivia bent forward to obtain a better 
view of the passengers,

“He enght t< 
said.

Louisiana laid her hud on her arm,
“ Who is that sitting with the driver ?” 

•he asked, ss the second vehicle nassedthem. « Isn't that----- ” P
“To be sure it ia lH 

Ferrol

•nght to be among them," ahe

Ferrol with dellben-

pictur
little

She did not understud in the least,bût she 
was quite tractable. And after they had 
reached the room ud shut themselves is, 
she loud that it wae something very in­
teresting whioh was to happen.

“ You remember what I arid to y* this 
morning?” Miss Ferrol suggested.

“ Yon said so many things.”
“Oh, bat you ounot have forgotten 

this particular thing. I said you looked 
as if you had be* horn in New York.”

Louis lus remembered with a glow of 
rapture.

“ Oh, yea,” ahe answered.
" And I said Laurence himself would 

not know, if he was not told, that you had 
lived all your life here."

“Yes.”
“ And I said I should like to try you on 

him.”
» Yes.”
Miss Ferrol kept her eyes fixed.* her 

ud watched her closely.
“ I have been thinking of it all 

morning,” she added, 
try you on him.”

Louisiana was eitont a moment. Thu 
she rooks, hesitatingly :—

“ Do you me* tant I should pretend 
---- - ” ahe began.

“ Ok, no,” interrupted Miss Fend “Not 
pretend either *e thing or the other. 
Only let me dress y* as I choose, ud 
then take rare that you ray nothing what­
ever about your past life. You will have 
to be rather quiet, perhaps, ud tot him 
talk. He will like that, of course—men 
always do—ud th* you will learn a great 
many things from him.”

“It will be-a very strange thing to 
do,” "said Lousiene.

“It will be a very interesting thing,” 
answered Olivia, her enthusiasm increas­
ing. “ How he will admire you 1 ”

Louisiana indulged in one of her blushes.
“ Have yon a picture of him ?” ” ft
“ Yea. Why ? ” she asked, in some ear- 

pi toe. ■-
“ Because I should like to see his face."
“ Don you think,” Mias Ferrol said, in 

further bewilderment, “that you might 
not Idee him?’.’

“ I think he might not like me.”
“Not like you 1” oried Misa Ferrol.
“You 1 He will think you are divine— 

when y* are dressed as I shell dress you.”
She went to her trunk ud produced the 
icture. It was not a photograph, but a 

crayon head—the head of a bud- 
some man, whose expression was a singular 
combination ef dreaminess ud alternées. 
It was a fascinating face,

“ One of his fnenda did it,” said Mias 
Ferrol “ Hie friends are very fond of him 
ud admire his good looks very much. 
Tory protest against his being photo­
graphed. Tney like to sketch him. They 
are always making * studies ’ of his head. 
What do you think of him ?”

Looiaiua hesitated.
“ He is different,” she said at last. " I 

thought it would be."
She gave the picture back to Miss Ferrol 

who repriced it m her trunk. She eat for a 
few seconds lookingdowwat the carpet and 
apparently seeing very little. Then she 
looked up at her companion, who was sud­
denly a little embarrassed at findisg her 
receive her whimsical pUnning so serious­
ly. She herself had not thought of it as 
being serious st all. It would be interest­
ing ud and amusing, ud would prove her 
theory.

“I will do what you wut me to do,” 
raid Louisiana.

“Thu,” said Miss Ferrol wondering at 
u unexpected sense of discomfort in her­
self, “1 will dress yon for upper now. 
You must befcin to wear the things, so 
that y* may get used to them."

CHAPTER IV,
À NEW type.

When the two entered the rapper-room 
together a little commotion was caused by 
their arrival. At fint the supple young 
figure in violet and gray waa not recog­
nised. It was not the figure people had 
been need to, it seemed so tail and slen­
derly round. The reddish-brown hair ' 
combed high ud made into soft puffs ; it 
made the pretty head seem more delicate­
ly shaped, and showed how white ud

{raoeiul the back of the slender neck was. 
t was several minutée before the problem 
wae solved. Th* a sharp young 

exclaimed, eotto voce :—
"It’s the little country girl, fat new 

clothe*/-in clothes that fit. Would yon 
believe it?”

“D*’t look at your plate so steadily,” 
whispered Mias Ferrol " Leu back ud 
fan yourself aa if y* did not hear. Y* 
must never show that you hear things.”

“ I shall be obliged to give her a fei 
hints now and then, "shehad raid to her­
self before hud. “ But I feel sore when 
she woe oatches the one ahe will take it.”

It really seemed as if ahe did, too. She 
had looked it herself long ud steadily 
after ahe had been dressed, ud wh* the 
turned away from the glass she held her 
heed a trifle mors erect, and her cheeks 
had reddened. Perhaps what she had 
recognised in the reflection she had 
had taught her a lesson. But she said 
nothing. In a few days Olivia herself was 
surprised at the progress she had made. 
Sugnlns as she was, she had not been 
quite prepared for the ohuge whioh had 
taken place in her. She had felt rare it 
would Be necessary to teach-her to control 
her emotions, but suddenly she seemed to 
have learned to control them without being 
told to do so ; she was no longer demont- 
strative of her affection, she no longer 
asked innocent questions, nor did she ever 
apeak of her family. Her reserve was 
puzzling to Olivia.

“ You are very clever," she said to her 
one day, the words breaking from her in 
spite of heradlf, after she had sat regarding 
her in silence for » n few minutes. “ You 
are ev* cleverer than I thought y* were, 
Louise."

“ Wee that very otover,” the girl asked. 
“ Yes, it waa,” Olivia answered, “ bnt 

not so clever as yen are proving yourself.”

exclaimed Misa

She would bave left her seat, but she 
found beret If uetsined. Her companion 
had grasped her wrist,

“Wait a minute ! " she said. “Dm’t 
me 1 0h *1 wish I hsd not dwe

Miss Ferrol turned ud stared at her in 
amazement.

She spoke in her old, uncontrolled, 
childish fashion. She was pale, ud her 
eyes were dilated.
B“ What is the matter?" said Miss Ferrol, 
hurriedly, when she found her voice. " Is 
it that you really don’t like the idea ? If 
you dw’t, there is no need of our carrying 
it ont. It was only not sense—I beg your 
pardon for not seeing that it disturbed you. 
Perhaps, after all it waa very bad taste in 
me-------- ”

But she was not allowed to finish her 
sentence. As suddenly as it had altered 
before, Louisiua’s expression altered again. 
She rose to her feet with a strange little 
smile. She looked into Miss Ferrol’e 
astonished face steadily and calmly.

“Your brother has seen you sad is 
owning towards us,” she said. “I will 
leave y* We shall see each other again 
•trapper."

And with a little bow she moved away 
with an air of composure whioh left her in­
structress stunned. She oould scarcely re­
cover her equilibrium sufficiently to greet 
her brother deowtly when he reached her 
side. She had never been eo thoroughly at 
era in her life.

After she had gone to her room that 
night, her brother oame ud knocked at 
the door.

When she opened it ud tot him In he 
walked to a chair and threw himself into 
it, wearing a rather excited look.

“Olivia,” he begu at once, “ what a 
bewildering girl I”

Olivia sat down opposite to him, with a 
composed smile.

* Miss Rogers, of course ?” she said.
* Of coures,” he echoed. Anff then, 

after s panes of two or three seconds, he 
added, m the fame he had used before, 
“ What a delightfully mysterious girl !”

“ Mysterious !" repeated Olivia.
1 There is no other word for it ! She 

ha* such u adorable faoe, she looks so 
young, ud she says so little. ” And then, 
with serions delight, he added, "It is a 
new type !”

Olivia begu to lugh.
“Why are you laughing?” he de­

manded.
ig ef it all the “ Because I sms ae sure you would say 
I should like to that,” she answered. "I wse waiting for

it.”
Bnt it to true," he replied, quite vehe­

mently. “I never saw anything like her 
before. I look at her great soft eyes ud 1 
catch glimpses of expression which don’t 

to belong to the rest of her. Wh* 
I see her eyes I oould fancy for a moment 
that she had be* brought up in ■ convent 
or had lived a very simple, isolated life, 
bnt wh* she speaks end moves I am be­
wildered. I want to hear her .talk, bnt 
she says so little. She does not ev* 
danoe. I suppose her relatives are serions 
people. I dare say yen have not heard 
much of them from her. Her reserve is 
so extraordinary in a girl I wonder how 
old she is ?”

" Nineteen, I think.”
“ I thought so. I nevir saw uythiug 

prettier th* her quiet way when X asked 
her to duos with me. She said, simply,
' I do not duce. I have never loathed.’ 
It was ts if she hsd never thought of it ss 
being u unusual, thing. ’’

He talked of her all the time he remain­
ed in the room. Olivia had never sera him 
so interested before.

The fascination is that ahe seems to be 
two creatures st once,” he raid. “And 
one of them is stronger than the other ud 
will break out ud reveal itself one day. 
I begin by feeling I do not understand her, 
and that ia the moet interesting of all be­
ginnings. -I long to discover whioh of the 
two creatures is the real *s.”

When he waa going away he stopped 
suddenly to ray :—

“ How was it yra never mentioned her 
in your letters ? I can’t understand that. ’’ 

“ I wantrd yra to see her for yourself,1 
OHvin answered. “I thought I would
Wttte”

“Well” he said, after thinking a n 
ment, “lam glad, after aU, that yra did.”

CHAPTER V.
“ I HAVE HURT YOU.”

From the day of his arrival a new life 
begu for Lonisiua. She was no longer 
u obscure ud unconsidered young person. 
Suddenly, ud for the first time in her life, 
ahe found herself vested with a marvellous 
power. It waa a power girls of a different 
class from her own ate vested with from the 
beginning of their lives. They are used to 
it ud regard It as their birthright, Louisi­
ana was not used to it There had been 
nothing like it attending her position as 
“that party gal o’ Rogerses.” She was 
soonetomed to the admiration of men she 
was Indifferent to—mu who wore short- 
waisted blue-jeu coats, ud turned upon 
their elbows to stare st her as she sat in the 
little white frame church. After making* 
effort to cultivate her acquaintance, they 
generally went away disconcerted. “ She's 

ighty still’’ they said. “ She haint got 
ithin’ to say. Seems like thar aint much 

to her—but she’s powerful party though.”
This was nothing like her present ex­

perience. She began slowly to realize that 
she was a little like a young queen now. 
Here was a mu such as ahe had never 
spoken to before, who was always ready to 
rod savour to his utmost to please her ; 
who, without any tendency toward senti- 
mental nonsense, wee plainly the happier 
for her presence end favour. What oould 
be mere assiduous ud gallut than 
the every-day behaviour of the well- 
bred, thoroughly experienced young 
mu of the period toward the young 
beauty who for the moment reigns 
over his fuey ! It need only be overhis 
fenoy ; there is noneoeseity that the impres­
sion should be uy deeper. His suavity, 
hie ehivalrio air, his ready wit in her ser­
vira, are all that oould be desired.

Whu Louisiana awakened to the fart 
that all this homage was rendered to her 
as being ralyAhe natural result of her 
girlish beauty—as if it waa the simplest 
thing in the world, ud s state of affaire 
which most have existed from the first— 
•he experienced a sense of terror. Just at 
the very first ahe would have be* glad to 
escape from it ud sink into her old ob­
scurity. ”

“It does not belong to me,” she said to 
herself. “ It belongs to seme one else— 
to the girl he thinks I am. I sm not that 
girl though ; I will remember that.”

But in n few days she calmed down. She 
told herself that she always did remem­
ber, bnt ahe ceased to feel frightened ud 
was more at ease. She never talked ver 
much, but ahe became more familiar witi 
the subjects she heard discussed. One 
morning she went to Olivia’s room ud 
asked her for the address of a bookseller.

“I wut to send for some books ud— 
ud magazines,” she said, ooifnwdly. 
“I wish you—if yon would tell me what 
to send for. Father will give me the 
money if I ask him for it.”

Olivia sat down ud made a list. It 
was • long list, comprising the best peri­
odicals of the day, ud several standard 
books.

When she handed it to her she regarded 
her with curiosity.

“Yon nets to read them all!" ahe 
asked.

mi
no!

“Isn’t it time that I should ? ” replied
“$611-.** *g°<xl plan,” returned 

Olivia rather n/rnptly.
"Perhaps it WSS T,r7 clnmty in me,” 

•he used to”say to hifteit, "Perhaps I 
don’t understand her, after all,”
. But she ooald not help looking on with 
interest. She had never before seen Lsu- 
renoe enjoy himself eo thoroughly. He 
had been working very herd during the 
pert year and was ready for hie holiday. 
He found the utter ldlenesr, which was 
tiie chief feature of the place, a good thing. 
There was no town or village within twenty 
miles, newspapers were a day or two old 
when they arrived, there were very few 
books to be found, and there was absolutely 
no excitement. At night the bud brayed 
in the empty-looking ball-room, and a 
very few young couples duced, in » 
desultory fashion end without uy cere- 
mony. The primitive, domesticated slow- 
ness of the place was charming. Most of 
the guests had come from the far South st 
the beginning of the season ud would re- 
main until the close of it ; so they bad hsd 
time to become familiar with each other 
ud to throw aside restraint.

“ There is nothing to distract one," Fer- 
ral said, “ nothing to rouse one, nothing 
to Inspire one-nothing! Itia delicious ! 
Why didn’t I know of it before ?”

He had plenty of time to study his sis­
ter’s friend. She rode ud walked with 
himself ud Olivia when they made their 
excursions, she listened while he read 
aloud to them as he toy on tbs pass in s 
quiet corner of the grounds. He thought 
her natural reserve held her from express­
ing her opinion on whet he read very 
freely ; it certainly did not occur to him 
that she was beginning her literary educa­
tion under his guidance. He «raid see 
that the things which pleased him most 
were not lost upon her. Her face told him 
that. One moonlight night, ae they set 
on u upper gallery, he begu to speak of 
the novelty of the aspect of the country as 
It presented itself to u outsider who sew 
it for the first time.

“It is a new life, and a new people," he 
add. “And, fay the way, Olivia, where 
is the new species of young worn* I was 
to see—the daughter of the people who 
does not belong to her sphere ?”

He turned to Louisians
“ Have yen ever sew her ?” he asked.

“I most confess to a dubiousness ou the 
subject.”

Before he ooald add another word Louis- 
iana turned upon him. He could see her 
faoe elearly in the moonlight. It was 
white, and her eyes were dilated and full 
of fire.

“ Why do yra speak in that way ?” 
ahe cried. “As if—as if aneh people 
were so far beneath y eu. What right have 
yra-------- ”

She stopped suddenly. Laurence Ferrol 
was gazing at her in amassment. She rose 
from her seat, trembling.

“ I will go away a little,” ahe said. “ I 
beg your pardon—and Miss Ferrol’».”

She turned her back upon them end went 
away. Ferrol eat holding her tittle round, 
white feather fu helplessly, ud staring 
after her until she disappeared.

It was several seconds before the sitonce 
wae broken. It wae he who broke it.

* I don’t know what it means, he said, 
in a low voira “ I don’t knew what I 
have done 1 ”

In a tittle while he got np ud begu to 
roam aimlessly about the gallery. He 
(tolled from one end to the other with his 
hands throat in his coat pocXets. Olivia, 
who had remained seated, knew that he 
waa waiting in hopes that Louisiana woo d 
return. He had Been walking to ud fro, 
looking as miserable as possible, for about 
half u hour, when at last ahe raw him 

see ud torn half round before the open 
or of u upper corridor leading out upon 

the verandah. A black figure stood re­
vealed against the inside light It was 
Lonisiua, and, after hesitating s moment, 
she moved slowly forward.

She had not recovered her colour, but 
her manner was perfectly quiet.

“ I am glad you did not go away,” she 
said.

Ferrol had only stood still st first, wait­
ing her pleasure, but the instant she spoke 
he made a quick step toward her.

“ I should have felt it a -very hard thing 
not to have ae* yon again before I slept” 
he isid.

She made no reply, ud they stalked to­
gether in silence until they reached the 
opposite end of the gallery.

“Miss Ferrol has gone in,” she said 
then.

He turned to look, ud raw that such 
waa the exse. Suddenly, for some reason 
best known to herself, Olivia had disap­
peared from the scene.

Louisiana leaned against one of the slen­
der, supporting pillars of the gallery. She 
did not Irak at Ferrol, hut at tiie blackness 
of the mountains rising befere them. Fer­
rol could not look away from her.
“If yen had not oome out again,” he 

said, after a panas, “ I think I should have 
remained here, baying at the moon, all 
night.”

Then, as she made no reply, again he be­
gan to pour himself forth quite recklessly.

“ I cannot quite understand how 
I hurt you,” he said. It seem­
ed to me that I must have hurt 
you, but even while I don’t un­
derstand, th- rj are no words abject 
enough to express what I feel now end 
have felt during the last half hour. If I 
only d»red ask you to tell me----- ”

She stopped him.
“ I ou’t tell you, ” she said. “ But it is 

not, your fault—it is nothing you oould 
have understood—it is my fuit—ell my 
fault, ud— I deserve it.”

He was terribly discouraged.
“I to bewildered, ” he said. "I am 

very unhappy.”
She turned her pretty, pale faoe round to 

him swiftly.
“ It is not you who need be unhappy,” 

she exclaimed. “ It is I ! ”
The next instant she had checked her­

self again, just as she had done before.
“Let ua talk of something else,” she 

said, coldly.
“It will not be easy for me to doeo," 

he answered, “ but I will try ”
Before Olivia went to trad she had a 

visit from her.
She received her with some embarrass 

ment, it must be contested. Day by day 
ahe felt toes at ease with her, and more 
deeply self-convicted of some blundering— 
whioh, to a young worn* of her tempera- - 
mut, wae a sharp penalty.

Louisiana would not sit down, She re­
vealed her purpose in coming at enop.

f ‘ I treat to ask yon to make me a pro­
mise," she raid, “ and I wut to ask your 
pardon.”

“D*t do that,” said Olivia.
“ I treat yon to promise that yra will 

not tell your brother the truth until yon 
have toft here and are at home. I shall go 
■way very soon. I am tired of what I 
have been doing. It to different from whet 
yen meut it to be. But yra must promise 
that if you stay after I have gene—as of 
course you will—you will not tell him. 
Mv home is only a few miles away. You 
might be tempted, after thinking it over, 
to rame ud a* me—ud I should not like 
it. I wut it all to stop here— I mean my 
part of it I don’t wut to know the 
rest"

Olivia had never felt so helpless in her 
life. She had neither self-poise, nor tact, 
nor uy other daring quality left.

“I wish,” she faltered, gazing at the , 
girl quite pathetically, “ I wish we had 
never begun it. ”

“So do L” said Lonisiua. “Do you 
promise ?"

“ Y-yes. I would promise uythiug. I 
— I have hurt your feelings,” ahe confess­
ed, in an outbreak.

She was destined to receive a fresh 
shook. All at once the girl was metamor­
phosed again. It was her old ignorant, 
sweet simple self who stood there, with 
trembling lips ud dilated eyes.

“ Yes, you have !” she oried. “Yes, 
yra have I"

And she burst Into tears ud turned 
about ud ran ont of the zoom.

(To k Continued.)

DEPARTMENT]

SLEEP.
{Continued)

sign for a youngIs Its good 
•loop fPnfflh ?

A babe who sleep a great deal 
much more than one who does not. | 
have known many children, who were l 
,^11 end delicate, but who slept | 
greatest part ef their time, become « 
and healthy. On the other hand, I 
known those who were born large ud s t 
-et who slept but tittle, become weak j 
unhealthy. It may be interesting r 
mother to know the » vers g a weight of r 
boni intent*. There ia » paper on the subi 
|e the Medical Circular (April 10, 18| 
ead which has be* abridged in Bn 
wedtde Betrospect of Medicine (July 
Deeember. 1861) The following are I 
meets :—“ Dr. B. von Siehold present! 
table of th» weights of 3,000 in 
(1,686 male and 1,414 female), we. 
Immediately after birth. From this i 
(he which we have not space) it 
that by far the greater number of the 
dr*, 2,216 weighed between 6 ud 8 1 
From 5f to 6 lbs. the number rose froi 
to 268 ; ud from 8 to 8^ lbs. they fell i 
226 to 67, and never roee again at 
weight to 100. From 8f to 91 Its. 
rank frees 61 to 8, rising, however, at I 
lbs.fa>21. Only six weighed 10lbs., one] 
lbs., and two 11. The author has : 
but once met with a ohild 
11| lbs. The most frequent weight ml 
3,000 was 7 lbs , numbering 426. It f 
remarkable foot, that until the weight i 
lbs. the female intente exceeded the as 
in number, the totter thenceforward
dominating............From these its tern
and those of various other authors 
quoted, the o*oln»ira may be drawn 1 
the normal weight of » mature new-1 
Intent to not torn then six nor more thi 
He., the average weight being 64 or 7 1 
the smaller number referring to female l 
the higher to male intenta.” The ram 
practice of a nurse allowing a baby to ■ 
upon her lapis a bad asm, and ought ti 
to be countenanced. He sleeps orator, l 
comfortably, and soundly in his crib.

The younger * infut is the ■ 
sleeps, so that during the 

e is seldom awake, ud th* c 
to take the breast

How is it that much sleep cs 
young child to thrive ah well ? ■

If thee be pain in uy part of the 
or ft uy functions be not properly 
formed, he sleeps but little. On the t 
fa-ary, inhere be exemption from pain, J 
if there be a due pertormuoe of all | 
functions, he sleeps » great deal ; ud 1 
the body becomes refreshed ud mvigors

As much sleep is of such ait antage, 
Infut sleep bnt little, would you adl 
composing medicine to be given to him|

Certainly not The practice of giv 
composing medicine to a young child cam 
be too strongly reprobated. If he does j 
sleep enough, the mother ought to i 
if the bowels be in » proper state, - 
they be sufficiently opened, that 
motions be of s sood colour—name 
bright yellow, inclining to orange cole 
and free from slime or from bad smell, 
occasion ai dose of rhubarb ud i 
frequently the best composing medic: 
ou take.

We often hear of coroner’s inquests i 
intents who here be* found dead in ] 
—accidentally overlaid : what is
the cause ?

Suffocation produced either by Igno 
er by carelessness. From ignon 
mothers, in their not knowing the < 
tows of life, and the vital tin aorta 
free ud unrestricted respiration, not ^ 
wh* babies are np ud about, but 
they are in bed sad asleep. From 
leseneee, in their allowing young 
thoughtless serrants to have the chi 
intents at night; more especially as i 
girls are usually heavy sleepers, ud are 1 
too much overpowered with sleep to i 
to their necessary duties.

A foolish mother sometimes goes to» 
while allowing her ohild to continue ■ 
ing. The nnoansotous babe, after a I 
looses the nipple, ud buries his 1 
the bed-clothes She awakes to the i 
tog, finding, totor horror, a cor] 
aide, vrith his note flattened, and » : 
fluid, tinged with blood, exuding 
lips ! A mother ought, therefore, i 
go to sleep until her child have

The following are a few rules to pre^ 
ns intent from being accidentally over* 
—(1.) Let your baby while asleep 
plenty of room in the bed. (2.) Do| 
allow him to be too near to you ; or 
he unavoidably near you (from the 
■izs of the bed), let his face ba turned tol 
opposite aide. (3 ) Let him lie fairly eif 
* his side, or on his back. (4.) Be 
fol to ascertain that his month be 
covered with the bedvflothes ; and, (5)| 
not smother hie face with clothes, 
plentiful supply of pure sir is as neoe 
whro hefis awake, or ev* more so, 
whro he is asleep. (6.) Never let 
low in the bed. (7.) Let there be no pil 
near the one his head is resting on, leaf 
roll to it, nnd thus bury his head in it. I 
member, a young ohild has neither | 
strength nor the ranee to get out of < 
and if he unfortunately either turn < 
faoe, or buy his head in a pillow I 
near, the chances are that he will be i 
rated, more especially as these 
usually occur at night, wh* the 
or the name, is fast asleep. (8 ) Nl 
intrust him at night to a young | thoughtless servant ‘

USEFUL RECEIPTS.

MUTTON sour.
Boil a nice leg of mutton; take the 

for the soup, add two onions chopped I 
potato, half a rap of barley, Ud two 1 
tomatoes ; season with pepper ud 
boil one hour, stir oft* (as barley ia i 
burn), and, before taking from the fii 
one tablespoon floor wet with cold

NOODLE SOUP.
Add noodles to beef or uy other 

after straining ; they will rook to fiff 
twenty minutes, ud are prepared 
following manner : To one egg i 
much sifted fluor as it will absorb, 
little mit ; roll rat aa thin as a 
dredge vex y lightly with flour, 
ewer ud over into a large roll alioe 
the rods, shake out the strips loosely | 
drop into the soup.

i ONION SOUP,
Fry brown in butter sight sliced 

with a tablespoon flour, put to » tin 
ud stir to slowly four or five pinte 1 
milk (or part water), rat in kettle of I 
water, rasa* with salt ud pepper, : 
add teacup grated potato ; cook from ] 
to ton minutes, and tea-cup sweet 
ud serve immediately.

OYSTER SOUP.
Two quarto water, tablespoon salt, J 

of butter, half teaspoon pepper ; ‘ 
gether to boiling point, add pint 
six rolled crackers, half cup sweet 
Remove as soon as st the boiling 
Serve immediately.

POT AU FEU.
Take a good-sized beef-bone with p 

of meat on it, extract the marrow and 1 
in a pet on the back of the range, oovl 
the beef with three or more quarts of | 
Water ; cover tightly," and allow to i ‘ 
slowly all day long. Tee next day, L 
beating, remove the cake of grease 
the top, ud add a large onion (previ J 
■tuck full of whole cl eves, end then ro 
to the oven till of a rich-brown ca 
a .ding tomatoes or uy other ve_ 
tehioh rae may fucy. A leek or a ■
°f garlic adds mneh to the flavour, 
5**y be added, or vermicelli for a 
J®*t before serving, bum » little 
togat and stir through it. This l 
P®0°li»r flavour ud rich «flour

PEA soup.
of good stock, one 
green pane, one tea.

’ ; soak the peas, if split J 
i boil tender to just < 
rnt them from

itlfe


