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And they were all thore !

And up to the very last sho had—yes,
now she knews ho had-hoPed agninst
hope that something, something, would
happen to let her, aven her, bo there too.

er father had looked uneasy—had that
meant anything? her mother made an
inquiry or- two—did they refer to this
point ? Last of all, heraunt Susan had
privately interrogated herself as to the
real reason of her remaining behind?

Janet had responded breathlessly with
what she believed to be tho truth.

It was, sho had said, an expensive day’s
pleasure, and sho fancicd her father
thought he had spent a guod deal already.
Then her lips had pnrte<§ in her eagerness,
and she had fixed a pair of hungry eyes
upon hor aunt, the while her heart had
beat in an ecstasy of anticipation.

Mrs. Greybrooko had said nothing,

“Perhaps she will go quietly to Papa,”
Janet had whispered to herself. *‘Papa
would not mind if she did offer to pay for
me.  She is better off than we are ; and
she is such & near relation that he could
not be affronted.”

And almost immediately afterward her
father’had come in, and with simple wile
the poor child had offered him her seat in
the window beside her aunt, and had sto-
len out of sight and hearing, not to be
any hindrance in case of a private word
heing desired- This had happened latein
the evening of the might before.

1t had been a second blow, but httle 1n-
ferior to the first, when bed-time had come
and there had not been a word said to re-
verse to stern decree of fate.

All was now over; hopes and fears wero
alike at an end; and for more than an hour
after the thin smoke of the departing
steamer, had disappeared,the forlorn Janet
lay like one stunned, staring with wide-
open eyes into vacancy. Sho felt so sorry
for herself. She had a kind of strange
pity for her poor self. Nothing could
ever give her back this butterfly day that
was to have been. No aftor-juys could
make up for the loss. i

Some-how she knew that through all
years to come she would grieve for this
poor girl who was lying here, and whom
no one else seemed to compassionate at
all. She would know what this poor girl
had suffered. She would never think of
it a8 nothing, as a mere trifle which would
s0on pass out of memory. She would re-
rmember how the poor little heart had
wrung, and how the eyes had poured forth
and how the hot cheeks had geen glazed
with tears. 'Would it not seemn wonderful
that no other soul had cared whether
Janet cried or not ? ;

At length Janet rose.

The sun was shining more and more
brightly, and so full of stir and bustle was
the merry world below, that there would
have beenno chance of further repose
even had such been desired.

“I will go out-of-doors and sit on one
of the garden seats,” murmured Janet, to
herself, ‘‘Aunt Susan never comes down
till half-past nine, but I cannot stay an-

other wholo hour in bed. It is only oight
o'clock now. Eight o'clock, and thoy
have beon gono more than an hour! Oh,
dear! Oh, dear]

But in spite of sighs and sadnoess, she
roso up and dressed hersolf. Somo fancy
induced her to put on the tweed dress—
Stronachan’s dress  Afterward she ofton
wondered what had ever made her think
of doing so. The twoed was too hot for
8o warm a day on shore, and only the in-
vitable acean breozo would have made it
accoptable on board of a _steamer.

But the frock becamo Janet, and sho
took it down from its peg in tho ward-
robo and thon donned the hat to match.
Alsu, sholaced on tho boots that should
havo trod the Staffs shore, and smiled a
littlo melancholy smile to herself as she
did so. ‘I willearry out the makebeliove
all through,” she eaid.

When fully equipped, it was a relief to
leave behind the small bare chamber with

its plaintive associations, and step down- |

stairs to see what others-were dving. Not
that she cared what others were doing—
thera were no *‘others” there whose doings
wero worth the thinking about; but still
she found herself noting this and that.

She noted that the hotel seemed very
empty, while the bay, on the other hand,
appeared to be unusually full. She noted
that the large,beautifully appuinted steam-
yacht which had come to anchor late the
previous night, had sent out a trim gig,
which was just approaching the shore; and
she noticed that in it was a kilted High-
lander, at sight of whom her heart gave a
throb, for ho reminded her of her cousin
Stronachan. .

Then she turned away, and found a
seat under shade of ono of the few trees;
where, looking out in the other direction,
she fell to thinking and musing once more.

A voice broke in upon her reverie,

A voicel Whose voice? Who hailed her
in familiar tones as ‘*Janet”? Whose step
approached from behind? And whose hand
caught hers as a swift torrent of words
fell upon her ear? )

A few moments before she had been
reminded of her cousin—was it then,
could it have been, Stronachan himself
whom she had seen, and—and—

I say Janet, what luck that you did
rot go in that boat! I—hum—missed it
myself somehow. But there was a beast-
ly crowd, and we should not have enjoyed
it at all. “‘And now, what do you think?’
(eagerly). Such fun! My uncle Stewart's
ymb—-t}mb one over there—came in late
last night, and I have just been on board
her; and she is off to Staffa in half sn hour,
and he wants us both to go. Your}auntr
can give you leave—or, betterstill, I dare
say she will go with us. I am commis-
sioned to invite you both." .

¢But-—but how did you know I had not
not gone with the rest?”

¢Oh, I~well, fact is. I was down at
tho boat,"” allowed Stronachan, somewhat
shamefacedly. ¢I thought if you were
going, I would not bresk faith with you;

but as soon as I found you were nut
there.”

Janct turned away her head.

] did not scem to care,” adaed the
speaker.,

There was un awkward pause.

“Wo must not wait now,” cried he,
however, in another minute. “I prom-
ised my uncle to be back in half an hour.”

“But Aunt Susan could never be ready
in half an hour.”

O, if she will go, I could just run back
and oxplain. He is with the gig now.
am sure he would wait for your aunt. Of
courso half an hour wasa figure of speech.
But do you think she coufd he ready in
an hour? We should breakfast on buard,
you know,”

“Oh, yes.” cried Janet, starting, to her
feet.

*And you think she will go?”

“I really think she will.  She almust
went with the rest. It was unly the
crowds, and the fear of its being & bad
day which prevented her. Now that she
secs what a day it is"—

“Yes, adeard calm. She nced not to
be afraid even of a swell.”

“And in a yacht"—

“And such a jolly yacht, Janet! Every-
thing is splendid from tog tu stern , and
only a few old fogies on board—iny aunt
Stewart, whe is a benesolent old soul, and
some elderly Glasgow men, rather vulgar,
but quite inoffensive —oh, it will be first-
mto% Do run and hurry your aunt. Tell
her I'll be back here in exactly an hour.’

“But are you sure they can wait?”

“I am sure they will wait. They will
be rather pleased, don't youknow. Mrs
Greythorpe is a fine lady, and my uncle
will be awfully flattered if she goes in his
yacht, when she would not trust herself
on the Staffa boat.”

“Yes—-yes.”

“Fly then!” But still he detained her,
‘I say, Janet, were you—weren't you—it
was not your doing, was it, that you did
not go with tho rest?”

“Oh Stronachan!”
proachful amazement.

“All Tight,” said he cheerfully. 1
thought not; but I wanted to be quite
sure. Nobody said anything, you know.”

“And—and—what did you say to
them?” She was longing to hear this; and
as the two were now on the move toward
the house, time was not being wasted
over the inquiry.

CONCLUDED NEXT MONTH.
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It's a fool hoss that don't know who's
boss.

A colt'll frolic in the mornin'; an old
hoss at night.

'Tain’t allus the purtiestgirl that kin
make theé best flapjacks.

A feller that's honest with himself'll be
honest with his nabors.

You wanter watch the feller that's
allus keen fer a hoss trade.

A balky hoss. an’ a kickin' cow make
ots o’ trouble on the place.

Open eyed, re-




