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HE NEVER-to-be-sufficiently-belauded
picnic of the Sunday School which the
I Browns attended was to take place
immediately and Vanessa was to inherit
at last the advantage of belonging to a
church-going family. To Vanessa’s mind
there was nothing doubtful about the
outward forms of religion. No intellectual slur was
cast on her character by going to church every Sunday
njorning. What people described as a church was to
her a thoroughly satisfactory condition, opening
straightway on a golden heaven, swept by angels’
wings and melodious with the very hymns they sang
in Sunday School. In the meantime she could attend
a picnic once a year, to her the natural accom animent
of religious privileges. Her presence at the picnic
was all the greater blessing, since this was the first
time she had been allowed to go.

For other reasons Vanessa's picnic created a swirl
of feeling in the Brown family. M. Mark Brown,
Esq., had reached a climacteric of his own. He had
been deputed by a responsible church court, called
a diaconate, to attend to the conduct and well-being
of the Sunday School at the picnic, when they were
likely to bring the least credit on any one connected
with them. M. Mark Brown had every appearance
of being a man of iron; but he, and his wife, knew
better. The reputation had  been thrust on him
without any desire for it on his }mrt, but he would
have been considered a failure if he had not lived
up to it. Mrs. Brown, who was equal to any number
o(PChurch Courts, provided as soon as their children
could be taught anything, that they should all believe
in the emotional elevation of their parental relative.
Other fathers might be affected by the minor catas-

IL.---THE TOY ROMANCE

ANESSA was being converted into a needle at

her mother's knee. This was what happened on

Saturdays when a feminine view of life seemed
more important to Mrs. Brown than it did the rest of
the week. But just as Vanessa was being lulled into
an entire .acceptance of the world as a seam with a
pricked finger under it, a group of excited voices, each
one making the same remark, began.to travel up the
Brown stairs. What they said was, ‘‘ George Pride.”
Vanessa reflected that the front door bell had rung
a short time before. But she had been a needle then,
she had not noticed it. Priscilla, Maud and Hector,
each of whom took the warmest interest in anyone
who came to the front door, evidently had. Hector

reached the door of the room in which they were .

sitting, first; but Priscilla interposed an elderly
sisterly hand in the region of his knees and swept
him away, as conclusively as Hector ever could be
swept away. Hadn't Priscilla opened the front door?
By dint of much rehearsing on the stairs, the George
Pride chorus arrived in a concentrated thud.

“George Pride wants to know if Vanessa can go
out sleighing with him. He's come to take her.
With his hand sleigh. George Pride wants to know
if Vanessa can go out on his sleigh. It's George Pride
and he wants Vanessa. He says can she go?”

Mrs. Brown turned solemn, pathetic even, when
she heard of George Pride, while Vanessa gazed at
her with a swelling conviction that she was an un-
worthy little girl. = She wasn't quite sure that she
remembered who George Pride was, probably a
brother of Benny’s, now that she came to think of it.
But evidently his coming had reminded her mother
of Vanessa's inherent wickedness. She knew her
mother felt very sorry about it, and so did she.
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