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The uplifted legs shifted themselves: Don't bhe fancitul,
my friend, don’t adorn your narrative ! ” i .

Mr. Needy looked up reproachfully.  «The devil tka(» you,
Olaf, if you don’t want to Liear, why—say so#«that;:s all: it
is only because—-really--I have to tell you the facts. )

“ (o on!” with godlike patience Olaf f;pOk(?, and then with
still greater serenity, as Needy handed him a glass ()t‘hot—:—
lemonade which he had meanwhile been preparing, “Go
on, or I'll hang you.” ‘

"‘O\Virzlll, we c;vilked on together, and she talked ‘swccﬂty ()t;
one thing and another. She told me she had been .:;lmppmg
and T asked her if she liked ¢shopping.” ‘Oh'! yes, shyo, s:ud,‘
‘it displays so many ditferent phases of human nature. Oh!
If you could have heard the words coming in all gravity h:on}
her rosy lips,” and Mr. Needy went oft into an hysterica
titter. )

ltl“e'll'hen she told me she was tired—and now for the joke.
‘T would have ridden up,” and she turm:d lngr eyes w’uw‘crmt/g/
upon me, ‘but I left my purse at home.” ¢ Shopping _\VI(?}]OU}E,
apurse was the thought that occurred to me. Lthink it strfxc}
her too, for she quickened her pace a little. Howf}"/]e[l,f -
replied that though that might be ’unfiortun:mte for hel:, sti ! f'm‘
me, ete., and ‘it is an ill wind, etc. Well—a—we we-n;: nof .k(luy
from her door, when she drew her pocket-handkerchie (}u}g \;
trom her muft and something fell. T stooped to pick it u{).
She had paused for an instant and then passed on. , \tht"(}o
you think it was? A pretty little red morocco purse, M‘t.}z
oxydized silver clasps. Oh! shall I ever forget that purse!
What could T do? I hadn’t the moral courage to give it tf)
her—1I couldn’t keep it. She was walking on; I had to ogeté
take her. By Jove! I was wild. T slipped it in my pocke
and joined her.

Her head was averted—she drooped ; the
light of the street-lump discovered her flushed cheeks and
She was terribly cut up ; she turned her
as if awniting her doom. I talked
away—Heaven knows about what. She could lmrd'ly spenk ;
I saw the agony she was in to think she had been found out.
‘ Well, good night, Miss Lincoln,” T said, * I am 1n.debted} t()-
you foyrt%his delightful little chat.’ She smiled fzuut]y~—11.(,}
eyes couldn’t meet mine. ¢ Good night,” she answered, and « mi
appeared within the sheltering portals.” Mr. Needy seizec
his glass and drank long thereof.
“Ts that all 7” came in a heavy v
of the fire. . -
“Not quite,” and the narrator, 5 fing hrough
hig luxugant’hair, said bashfully : “You see I felt deh;muyba)
flattered, but terribly uncomfortable. I did not know 3?\ °
give her’the purse. DBut an idea struck me, and next day

sent it over to the college and had it left w}i)th the rtna,s\rqu:
ith strict injuncti at it was simply to be given to hliss
Wwith strict injunctions that i w};g e e snow

Lincoln. That afternoon the sun ‘ o snow
1 ast blue dome above was....atem!
ooked warm ; the vas dor bove Wik . AL
was making for the College; Miss Lincoln was s ing
from it. Wil she eut me!’ I mused. ¢Will her u.n.]x‘xts
"Peqentm;ant thus revenge itself, or wﬂl her m;mgx;}:lulﬁnshz
conquer? Perchance the humiliation will be greater than he
¢ qb W hed one another. She was
an  bear.

We steadily approac ther. She was
1°°king straight before her in assum‘ed uncon.sqog;ne%su ,t }]lzi
blushes calle?l forth my ownT—]-her }qiswwgelrl'leetr}g}ller—-face rer
Whol i ras agitated. 1en, ah! we meb ; her
la‘xzde ; rl?:‘?l;-i;nr;lowa%ds me flushed and smiling, bl}e just beaﬁe;i
and c;ied outbin a fresh timid voice, Pleasant a :?;:Og(r)]l’)ilit X
Needy" Tt had been a struggle but her nati ° 1o evei
came out you see. 1 don’t think she will he”to me again e
for the sa,,ke of enjoying my-—a-—my socIl{e.ty.friend ciowd the

Needy viewed his friend—smiling. is
fire—. lino. ' ]
. Th; (v):xjgllsltl‘,ﬁ% blustered without, l:::gs ;Egt:&r;(:o;\;ss gﬁ:ﬁgd
In ¢ . The music of the careta ¢ ] inded
In tlolchgfridor as he laboriously accompanleq a sﬁ:itﬁfrg rgg;
to the bosom of his family, gathered together n
to e S
(g}llzflegfz.t up_regarded the smiling Nteedy tlg)vléghtlgﬁtl};ut
: i ;¢ about eleven to-morrow. - =,
E(;g;?ll;:scalirll?i E:;Zfl?: :gﬁ!%? and taking his hat and stick, he

Made his exit.

tremulous lips.
_head slowly round to me,

oice from the other side

running his fingers through

r worthy spouse, ashe stood

“Tom,” said Mrs. Caretaker t0 “eat them fellows gone yet ?”

i i ¢ jsn
Warming his huge, red hands,
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“Jes gone, | guess  there's the door slanmnin,”

“Theyre up late enough of nights anyhow -1
lookin” after the hody as well as the brain.”

Mrs. Caretaker was not without opinions.

“Them’s the brains as ull rule this here country after a
while : they Jee to be cultivated.”

“1s’pose so - and the good woman sighed.

I

From the warm red depths of her favourite armchair Miss
Seagram discontentedly surveyed the artistic draperies of the
handsome drawing-room cwrtains.  On her lap lay Laokoon
and a German dictionary 3 on the table at her side a stemmning
cup of coflee and a plate of fresh eracknels invited her discus-
sion.  But neither German nor coflee, it would seem, could
offer her consolation. A sudden peal of the door-bell, however,
interrupted her reverie ; Miss Seagram rose to her feet just as
the door was thrown open—and love and light and hope pre-
sented themselves in the shape of Kdith Lincoin.

“Oh! you wretch you,” cried Miss Seagram, eagerly flying
to her, “1 have a great mind not to speak to you. To think
that you could leave me alone all this time, shut up in this
house-—sick, too ! Oh! Edith, you darling, I'm so glad to see
you. I thought you had forgotten me. Why didn’t you come
hefore 17

“T was ashanied to come, positively ashamed, Lizzie. Il
tell you all about it.  You poor girl—but indeed you look
ever so much better.  You are better, are you not ?”

During these little outpourings they embraced one another
fervently, andrbeing now sufliciently uncomfortable, repaired
to the eapacious armchair.

“Well, do tell me,” continued Miss Seagram, rapturously
gazing into the grey eyes so close to her own, “tell me all
about it.  What happened to you ?”

“Oh, nothing, 1 went down town the day after T saw you
and bought your purse, just the kind you wanted and ”

“Is there anything to be ashamed of in that?”

“No,” returned Miss Lincoln, lightly, “but on my way home
Flost it —F got it again though, and here it is,” so saying she
pulled out a red moroceo purse.

“You found it then ?”

“No--not exactly. I don’t know where, when, or how T
lost it. I had it in my muff quite safe, but when I cane to
look for it, behold ! it had vanished like & tale that is told.”

“How odd !"” said Miss Seagram, laughing.

“No, my dear, but it is odd that next day it should be
handed to me in the common-room over at the college, and that
no one should know whence it came.” ’

“0Odd ! Ishould say so—just left there for you ¢”

“Just left there for me,” nodding gently.

“Lam glad anyway, for it is just lovely, Did you sce any
one down town ?”

“No person——much—it was so cold out,” and Miss Tincolu
gave a little shudder.  “T was too cold to look at anybody. 1
met that friend of yours though, what is his name ? Scedy
no— Needy,—DMr. Needy.”

“Did you? oh! where?” enthusiastically.

“On King—1I was just about to hail a car when T rememn-
bered I had no money, and at that moment Mr. Needy came
up. [ inwardly hoped he was not coming my way, because |
was too weary to talk. He makes me tired, anyway.’

“Oh! KEdith-I think he is so nice—so interesting ; he
really has more in him than a dozen other men.”

“There may be something ¢n him, but there certainly is
not much ¢f him.”

“Oh! How can you, Edith? He is so different from other
men—so free from conceit—so0 generous. I know he is incap-
able of anything mean—incapable of attributing mean motives
to people, or anything like that, you know. Why, he is just
splendid !

“I won't quarrel with you, dearest, but I find him a bore;
though I confess I did beam on him the other day when T met
him on the lawn. Having just got back your purse, you
know, I felt in such a good humour with the world in general
—1I believe I would have called a friendly ‘good day’ to
Mephistopheles himself. However, let us talk of something
more interesting.”

And very cheerfully the moments slipped away.
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