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remained for Helen the lounge, and
Bayard, perforce, seated himself beside-
lier. He did not remark upon the de-
ficiency of furniture. He seerned as
much abo ve an apology for the lack
of upholstery as a martyr in prison.
His face was radiant wvith a pleasure
wvhich no paltry thouglht coul(I poison.
The simple occasion seemed to hirn
one of high festivity. Lt would have
been impossible for any one of these
comfortable people to understand whiat
it meant to the poor fellow to enter-
tain old friends in bis lonely quarters.

Helen's eyes assumed a blank, polite
look ; she said as little as possible at
first ; she seerned acljusting herseif te
a shock. Mrs. Carruth wvarbled on
about the opening ef the season at the
"lMainsail," and the Prof essor inquired
about the effects of the recent gales
tipon the fishing classes. Lt was Bay-
ard himself who boldly approached the
dangerous ground.

"lYou came on .Saturday, I suppose ?
did not know anything about it tili

this minute."
IlW-e did not corne till night," ob-

served Helen, hurriedly. "Mother was
very tired. We did not go out any-
where yesterday."

"The Professor did, il be bound,"
smiled Bayard. "Went to churcli,
didn't yeu, Professor V"

"Ye-es," replied Professor Çarrutb,
hesitating-. 'Il neyer omit divine ser-
vice if I arn on xny feet."

IlDid you hear Fenton V" askied
Bayard, with perfect ense of manner.

IlYes," more boldly from the Pro-
fessor, 11I attended the First Church.
I always look up my old boys, of
course, too. Lt seems to be a prosper-
ous parish."1

"It is a prosperous parish," assented
Bayard, heartily. "Fenton is doing
admnirably with it. Did yen hear
him ?"

"Why, yes," replied the Professor,
breathing more freely. " I heard
Feitl.on. He did well--quite well. He
has not tliat scope of intellect whichi-
1 neyer considered him our ablest
man ; but he preached an excellent
sermon. The audience was net se,
large as 1 could have wished ; but It
seemed to be of a superior quality-
some of your first citizens, I should
say ?"

"Oh, yes; our first people ail attend
that church. You didn't find many of
my erowd there. 1 presunie ?"

Bayard ]augbed easily.
IlI did not recognize It," said the

Professor, «'as a distinctly fishing corn-

rnunity-from the audience; no, flot
from that audience."

"lNot many of rny drunkards, for In-
stance, sir ? Not a strong sait-fishi
'perfume in the Ptirst Churcli ? Not
a wvhiff of old New England rum any-
where ?"

"lThe atmosphere wvas irreproachi-
able," returfled the Professor .with a
keen looch.

Bayard glanced at Helen, whio nad
been sitting quietly on the sofa beside
hirn. Her eyes returned his merri-
ment.

"lFor my part," said Helen. unex-
pectedly, 11 1 sbould likze to see MNr.
l3ayard's cburch-if hie would stoop to
invite us. . . . I suppose," she
added thoughtfully, "lone reason saints
don't stoop is for fear the halo should
cumble off. Lt must be 50 incon-
venient ! Don't you ever have a stiff
neck, Mr. Bayard V"

IlWhy, Helen !" cried Mrs. Carruth
in genuine horror. She. hasf.ened te
atone for ber daugbter's,, rudeness te a
young man who already had enough.
to bear. "I -will corne and bring
Helen myself, Mr. Bayard, to hear you
preach-that is, if yen would Ilie to
have us."

"Pray don't !" protested Bayard.
"The Professor's hair wvo-ad turn black

again in a single niglît. Lt won't do
for you te recognize an outlaw likie
mie, you Unow. Why, Fenton and 1
haven't met since he came bere ; un-
]ess lat tlie post-office. I understand
xny position. Don't feel any delicazy
about It. I don't. 1 can't stop for
that ! I arn tee busy."

The Professor of Theology ýcolouired1
a littie.

"'The ladies of rny family are quite
free te visit any of the places of wor-
ship around us," bie observed with
sorne dignity. "They are net bound
by the sanie species of ecclesiastical

"We must be -oing, mother," said
Helen, abruptiy. Her cheelis were
blazing-; her eyes met Bayard's with
a ray of indignant syrnpathy which.
went te bis head like wine. lIe feit
the light, quick motion of ber breath ;
the folds of bier summer dress-he
could net have told what slie wvore-
fell ever the carpet lounge ; the hem
of the dress touched his boot, and just
covered the patcii on it frorn sigbt.
He had but gianced at ber before.
He looki2d at ber now ; ber heiglitened
colour beeame bier richly ; ber lband-
she wore a ctriving-gieve-Iay upon tue
cretonne sofa pillow ; she had picked
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