
CANADIAN COURIER

CLVa ýiLa1l, slîmi figure in a 'White jerseysulit anid stripecd red and white socks, stood
wîtb hianging' bead and hands behind him,
in suilleni silence.

"Do yan, Clive-- Ms Fullerton inqutired, the
suggestion af tears ini bier voice. "Do yoni tbinik it
is nice of you ?-do you tbink it is gentlcmnanly?

Evnputting mie out of the question, is it l-einig kind
ta your father? Yauir father asked me ta corne and
live witb him bere-to be a wite ta bim and a nia-
ther ta you-ta kve yoti bath and make yau bappy,
dear. Hie wants nie ta be happy, too, bttyou wan't
let me. Is that nice and rîgbht of a little boy, barely
eigbt? We ought aIl ta be happy together-ever sa
happy, but yau won't let uis. Daddy doesn't want
to part with you; I don't wanit ta part witb. yau.
But you niake us so unbappy.'

SÉe leant forward in ber chair, and put ont ber
biauds ta bim.

"Came bere," she said geutly; "came bere,
Clive !"

"I dou't want ta, thank yau," be miurmured,
looking up at ber fuirtively unrder bis eyehids.

"Wýoni't yau ?" shé pleaýdd
"I left my Teddy-bear sornewvhere, an' I don't

kniow wbere, an' I want ta go an' find it," be said,
uinder his breath.

"I will carne and belp yaut look for it in a minute,

"I tbinik I know, wbere it is; you conldn't find

She drapped ber cbin juta the palmns of ber
bands, and sighed.

"Wby will you persist in callin- mie Miss Talbat
ta the servants ?" she asked, "That is another
thing I don't like. You called me Miss Talbot ta
your father, taa, for be told me."

"I' thotught you were," lie niurmured, treading.
down one sock witb bis other foot.

"Sa I was, but I arn not naw: when I married
yaur father I becamie Mrs. Fullerton - mammna.
Why won't yau call nie 'mammna'?"

H e looked up at ber swiftly, then dawni again.
"1\y mamima's dead," he sai.d stautly.
"But I am yaur mammra now," she faltered, ber

lips trembling. "Anid 1 want yau ta be my own
little boy-I want ta love yaui, ta play with you,
have fine games with yaui. Tbink af the fun we
couild bave, if you didn't always shun me-ileyer
came wbere I arn. Clive, dear, yaur father loves
mie; wau't yaui love me, too ?"

"I expect Sarah will find rny Teddy-bear, ani' I
didn't want ber ta," muttered Clive, pulling up bis
sack.

"The end of it will be that daddy will send vorn
rigljt away," she said emphatically; then ber voice
trailed off': "and be will feel I have parted you,

cleax

sure, could make him a better wife, or no
servants-"2

"Thanks for your commendation, Sarab, but you
needn.'t say mny mare. Lt is a matter of perfect
indifference ta me whetber yau tbiînk Mr. Fullerton
made a mistake or not wben be married, me; wbat
I regard as so serious is that you, wbo bave charge
of Master Clive, sbould bave so little discretion as
ta make such a remark in bis pres.ence, knowing,
as you do, the difficulty we are baving witb bim
and bow sharp be is. I am sorry, very sarry, but
you- will make tbe necessary p reparatio4s ta leave
,my service tbis evening."

"Well, I neyer 1" gapd tbe astonisbed womau.
"Dismiss me for a little tbigh keta?

"Don't be mistaken; it is not a little'tbing! And
don't, tbink I arn treating you harsbly, Sarab; I
will pay youi two months' wages in lieu af notice,'
and can give you an excellent character. But, under-
stand me, you have'said in Master Clive's hearing,
and be bas remernbered it, tbat bis father made a
mistake iu marrying me; you put into wards tbe
tbouigbt or feeling wbicb bas been rankling in bis
mind tbese weeks past-tbe feeling which bas been
evolved froxu bis loyalty ta, bis own mather. By
enabling birn ta express that idea you-have given
it sncb a bold on bis little imagination as taý treble
aur difficulty in eradicating it, and every time he
saw you-every time youwasbed and dressed bim,
put him ta bed-be would remnember it, and it would
scon becorne a fixed principle of bis little life tbat
bis father bad mnade a mistake in marryng again,
He wotild regard you as an ally, an abettor; he
would do sa instinctively.

The second Mrs. Fullerton paused, drawing in
ber lips, and glanced dawn at the hemn of Sarah's
apronl.

"'I'm sure, m'rn, it isn't as bad as that." stam-
mnered the maid. balf crying; "I never-",

"It mnay seeni absurd that I sbould make tbis
explanation to vou, Sarah," said Mrs. Fuillerton,
looking up into the woman's face again; "but I pre-
fer that thau you should tbink I arn an unjust, harsb
mistress; I arn flot. I love that littie boy' as though
bc were rny own cbild, and he must be recandiled
ta me. Wben he wilI came ta me and voluntarily
put bis littie arms round rny neck and calI me
1mamma,' I shaîl be only too pleased ta take yau
hack iuta my service. But while bis mmid and
beart are in the balance, it wouild be most danger-
ans ta bave you here. Daes be-does he always
refer ta me as Miss Talbot ?"
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ýlways," Sarah answered brakenly,
tears with a corner af ber apron.
says 'she'-'she says she wants yau,
.nes be's quite rude, that I shouildn't

1though it's quite cbild-like."

)u Lynda, like bis father does."
he done with that fur monkey 1

wa.s dead, m'mn, sa hc buiried it the
course, I dug it up and rnade it nice
it in bis cot wben he was asleep.

ing he'd torn it ail ta pieces, and
the room."

ox oi bricks ?" Mrs. Fullerton in-
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seen him for more than a minute ail day. 1 t is,
strange how he avoids me now."

She did flot misunderstand the challenge hi,
tane rather than bis words conveyed, and she turni-
ed back from ,the door slowly, to give herself a
space to consider how she should meet it.

"I am very sorry, Bernard," she said gently.
"am doing my best."

"What do you mean? 1 don't understand what
,vou mean, dear," he returned, almost stammering
in bis confusion.

"Oh !" she exclaimed softly, drawing hack iota
the room and resting ber elbows ah tbe top of the
piano, "don't let there be any attempts .at deceptiani
between us, Bernard; we are botb conscious of
what is going on."

His eyes fell before her fixed scrutiny, and,
taking a pipe frorn bis pocket, be moved across to
the mantelpiece; then, apparently recollectingtbey
were in the drawing-room, he put his pipe away
again, and turned to ber:

"If you think that obstinate little beggar's goirig
to make trouble between us, dearest," be'said, witbl
an effort tospeak carelessly, "then you're'jollywL
wide of the mark." He laugbed, and glanced ait ber
swiftly. "'Fon nîy word, 1 wonder be didn't forbid
the banns!"

"My dear," she answered gravely, "be bias."
"0f course, you're talking nonsense," be said

reflectively, after a short pause. "You baven't beeni
out to-day, I suppose; you neyer talk nonsense ex-
cept when you've been cooped up indoors."

"You know I'm not talking nonsense, Bernard."
she replied earnestly; "and I don't want yau ta
pretend this is nonsense; I want you to realise it
iîs a tragedy, sa that yau may figbt againstit. Sooner
or later. -I shall win'Clive's love-sooner or later.
My sole fear is tbat it may not be until I bave lost
-yaurs. Oh, you, may lauigb! But you know as
well as I do the trend of events - how we are
drifting."

"D'yau mean, that that mighty atom is-that 1'
mere wilful çhild like that is likely to estrange usý"
be cried, witb boisterous good-buimour.

"Bernard. yau bave already begun to shutn Ile
because be does."

"Begun to'sbun you, Lynda ?" he repeated ini-
credulously, regarding ber wonderingly. "Oh , yoil
mean-ob, well, you seerned Sa, interested in the
book, that-that it didu't occur to mie that yotl
would care to came."

"It bappened on Tuesday also; it bas bappenied
quite frequently of late. And there are othex
signs."

"Nonsensel 1» e exclaimed impatiently. "Dofl't
talk sucb utter nonsense, Lynrda. f took Clive otf
witb me on Tuesday, and vou know-vou know-'ý

"Yes, I know," she said quickly; "he would not
have came if I had. So you shuinned tue becausE
be did, dear."

"Oh, corne! You're unireasonable," he cried.
"No, no; not in the least. I don't want yen tc

nezlect hini for mTe; but I want vou ta see-tC
realise the danger. We are driftinz apart. Ber-
nard-we, wba love eacb atber, wýho love that littl(
mnan so much; we are having aur lives endangere
by that littie life that lies between us, I want yot
ta realise it, so tbat von may-"

".My dear girl," said Fullerton, in a strawgc
vaice, squaring bis shoulders, "you are talking lik(
a threepenny navelette. IY'you mean ta suggesl
that a man of tbirty-seven catn have bis love de-
flected fram such a woman as you by a child ol
seven? I-l'Il give hirn a jolly good tbrasbing, a»i;
end his nonsense once and for ail. Shun you ?
the little microbe! I-1- neyer heard of anythiig
ta equal it in ail my life."

"Still the f act remains. I would not-"

"Then it sha'n't remain !" be cried. "Hiean
I will have an understanding-at once, too."

She barred bis way ta the door, puttingbe
hands on his broad shaulders, and loaking iip il't
bis face.

"Vni ritint enTntnromise with such anai


