THE CRITIC.

AN ANGEL UNAWARES.

(coNCLUDED).

A little quict arching of Lettie’s satirical eyebrows was the only answer.

Mr. Malverson did not appear to have made much progress in his
sketchiog when he returoed home. Lettic was in the kilchen, making a
cake for one of Mr. Clavering’s peusioners, when he came back, snd
walked coolly up the garden-walk and stood before the window watchiog
her for a moment, as she stood at the dresser with her hands in the flour
ang bher sleeves rolled up.

She was slightly surprised to see him ; for instead of a portfolio, he bad
a brace of birds in bis hand and a gun over his shoulder, and he raised bis
hat, emilingly.

“ May I lsy my Nimrodian offering at your feet 1" he said.
cil gave place to the gun this morning, Miss Leitie.”

 But I thought you were goiog to sketch,” said Letile.

# So I was, but the birds tempted me so, I borrowed a gua from a good-
ratured individual, who was willing to lend it to me for a pecuniary con-
sideration, Wil you receive the fruits ?"

* With many thanks,” she snswered. * Briog them into the kitchen, if
you please. I can't come out.” .

Her plnmp, tapering arms were floured to the elbow, and there was a
very sensible-looking white apron tied round her pliant little waist, but the
bakiog operations had brought out all the bright glow on her cheeks and a
sparkle in her eyes, that won an admiriog glsnce from the gentleman as he
haoded ber his spoils.

“ 1 have been unfortunate,” he said, paioting to a rent in hissleeve. “ 1
must thank your sweet-brier for that.”

She gave it a demure little glance of inspection.

It can be mended,” she said. ¢ If you will wait until I have finished
my cake, 1 will come intothe parlor snd dara it for you*’

A thousand thanks !’ was his laughiog reply. ‘* My fitst apeech was a
mistake. I should bave said I was fortunate.”

“ Frank was right,” he said to himself, as he passed up the hall
 Little Miss Lettie is the dash of lemon ia the Dallas negus.”

She came into the parior whea her cake was raked, and mendsd his coat,
as she had promised. It did oot take her very longto do it; but if the
truth was told, I think Mr. Malverson would not have bien sorry if it had
—the long, curling lashes drooped so darkly on the velvety cheeks, and the
small brown fiogers were so nimble.

The remaioder of the dsy the visitor was absect. He was goiog to
make up for lost time, he said, as he took his portfolio, so he did not reap-
pear untll tea-time, and then he found Blanche and Flo discussing the
Norrises. They had just received a letter announcing that their friends
would be with them the next day, and the subject was in full flow when
he entered.

* Norris, did you say 1" he asked, quictly, at last.
are the Norrises of Clitheroe 1*

Flo turned round and opened her blue eyes in a surprise which was any-
thing but dignified ; bat she could aot help it. What could a travelliog
Dick Tinto know of the Norrises 1

« Mr. Norris's country-seat in Virginia is ca'led Clitheroe, I beileve,”
she answered.

* Ah " said Mr. Malverson, coolly, *“ I believe Iknow them. Metthem
at Baden lsst year. The youngest was quite a belle ; they used to call her
Lalla Rookh, for the sake of her dark eyes.”

Flo looked slightly puzzled, and condescended a well-bred survey of her
tncubus. Whocouldhe be? Nots common artist, at least. * Travelling
artist "' had always signified to her somethiog like a sign-painter who would
paint your portrait, be paid for it, aod *‘ sit below the salt.” DBa! persons of
that kind did not often spend their summers at Baden-Baden, and would cer-
tainly not know so much of Annie Norris. Could she possibly have been
making heraelf alightly ridiculouns 1

Nothing but the indefatigable Lettic's coolness saved the sudden silence
from being absurd.  She went on talkiog, as she loitered over her chocolate,
with the casiest 3ir in the world ; but for ali that, she was barely able to hide
the flash of irresist..ble fun which would dance under her lashes when rhe
met Mr. Malverson. quizzical eyes.

Bot when the younz ladies retired for the night the reslrained curiosity
broke forth,

“\Who in the world is he ?” said Flo. ¢ Letlie, kave you an idea ?"

Lettic was at the mirror, “ doiog *’ her hair, and she shook the gypsy-
veil over her shoulders.

* He isa * travelliog sriist,’ my dear,” was her somewhat malicious reply.
“ Don't be too rash, Flo ; travelling artists might go to Baden accidentally
without being gentlemen ; end a3 to knowing Anpie Norris, perhaps he
paioted her portrait.”

“I dou't believe him I* ssid Blanche, who didn't often say aoything.
“It's arrant nonscose. le know the Norrises, indeed 1

“Well, we shall find out to-morrow,” said Flo, with a dubioas expres-
sion. And she went to bed, and dreamed that Captain Malmaison had
turned out to be ao itinerant peddier, a2d lad clopal with the Brid: of
Abydos to Baden-Bades.

Aud ca the morrow they did find out.

“The pen-

“Is it possible they
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Mr. Malverson was absent when the Norrises came, andjaccordiogly the
youog ladies bad an excellent opportunity to pursue their investigatious.
Tht:sy were sitting together at the parlor-window when Flo broachsd the
subject,

* By the way,"” she said to Aonic Norris, * I believe we have an acquan-
tance of yours here—a Mr. Mslrerson who met you at Baden 1ist summer.”

 Malverson !" said Annie. * I don’t reme¢mber him, I'm sure, Maude,"’
—turning to her sister—* did we meet a Mr. Malverson at Biden i

“ We met Captain Ma'maison,” said Maude, * Why do you ask ?"

“'I:his gentleman’s nams is Malverson,” said Flo, “and he is an—
ariist.

“ Then we don't know him,” answered Maude, decidedly.
no one of that name.”

Blanche and Flo exchanged glincos ; but bfors they had tims to speak,
the door opened and the obaoxious gusst made his entrance.

He came forward smiling sud with ouat-stretched hand, and both the
fair visitors rose with exclamations of pleasure.

* Captain Malmaison 1" exclaimed pretty Aonie, gaily. “ Who in the
world thought of meeting you? Why dida’t you teli us, Blanche, or was
it a surprise 3"

The gentieman shook hands cordially, his handsome face as cool as ever,
and then he turned to Flo.

I must ask your pirdon for my uniatentional deception,” he aaid, with
just a touch of quiet satire in his low voice. * Mc, Clavering made a
mistake—though a slight one. Iam Pierre Malmaison.”

Flo only bowed. She could do notbing more.

Maude and Aonie had so much to say that it was fully half sn bour
before Pierre Malmaison found an opportunity of excusing himself to Lat.
tie, but he managed it at last.

As they passed out of the room to go to dinner, he detained hsr a
moment on his arm. * Oaght I to ask pardon?” he asked, mischievously.
“You shall judge.”

Lsttio colored,

“ I thiok you ought,” she said, Jaughiog in epite of herself.
think it possible you are excusable.”

 Frank sent me,” he explained, taking the tips of the pretty fiogers he
had drawn through his arm, and looking dowa into ber brilliant face.
¢ He told me to como and *see Lattie.” 1 cimsto sece Lettie, and behold
the result ! A friead of Mr. Clavering's had sent word to him that a youog
arlist was coming to Ambsrs.de, and would be glad of his patronage, etc.,
snd because I chanced to carry a portfolio, and mike soms 10quinies about
the scenery, he arrived at the nataral conclusion that I was his friend’s
proteye  Now, Miss Lettie, am I to blame for Mr. Clavering’s mistakes, and
the sudden apirit of mischief which prompted m. to encoucage them }
Perhaps I may sometims explain to you that I had a deeper motive—if
you will give me permission—but before we go to dinner, say you wul for-
glve me.

Now, it is not a natural thing {o suppose that she would say she didn't
forgive him, so she looked up from uoder her black cyelashes, and lsughzd
and said, ** Yes ! .

Aud Captain Pierre Malmaison led her in to dinner, quite forgettinz to
release the little fioger-tips uatil the last mameot at the diwniog room dooar.

Of course you know the end. Without such an end it would not have
been necessary to write the story. Six months afier the Normses' visn,
Frank came home to hand over Lettic to Captain Milmaiswa, ooly oac
remove from a peerage, and with twanty thousand p=r anoum bssides.

Flo and Blanche acted as bridesmsides, and looked beautiful—* real
Dislias beaatics " Bat to this day they have not forgotten the dreadful mis-
take they made when they entertained an angel usawares.

" We met

“Bat I

If you ara at all cariaug by tey romething naw, write Parcy 3. A. Tisar, Atlauta Cigm
Manufacturing Association, 221 Barciagton St., Halifax, for particulars

“THE UNDRESSED KID”

Hapnk Barr, the vateran cow-puocher oa the rangs, gave the youth his
desigoation. The Kid, who was also referrod to as the Brat, the Jofant and
* That Young Cub,” bad bsca playing soms prank on the grizzled aad testy
Mr. Barr, and Hauk, by way of delicate reference to the palpable fact that
the parential bed-slat or trunk-strap had been allowed to get dusty batweco
““ whalings"” when 1bc infaot had been of yet more tender years, bastowed
upon his tormentor the sobriquct by which he was ever after known.

It had not been that the Iid's years were so few—he was twenty-two—
but he was, oh'sach a “kid” He had evidenlly miogled with men for
scveral years, but the associstion did not seem to have rubbed off any of
the marks of extreme youth, at Icast in his Db:havior, and no one cver
thought of smiling, even when Shorly Flemiog, the boss’s youngest brother,
aged cighteen, addressed the Kid by onc of his numoerous dimioutivea.

Qsc could not help likiog the Kid in spite of his pranks, for he was
always so good-natured and obliging. If he was ready to cut up a hiir
brush and scatter the bristles io some tired fellow's bunk aboat bed-tims,
he was just as rcady to do double duty in case his victim happened to be
ill,

On the occasion when he stuck zhoc-maker's wax on Hank Ban's

A CONSIDERATION. :
Grataruex, My brether ruffered from sumnmer complaint and was extremely weak.
Vo tried many remedien lnit with-mt eife 8. At last tny auat adeised us to try D1

Wo cuzsider it 2aved Lis life, Miss Averatve CRITIESINY,

aldwiz, Ont,

Fowler's Extract of Wild atranleny, aud before he had taken ono botide he was cured ] -




