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on Mr. Dexter's mind. The very tiniest
of tiny matrons is Mrs. Dexter, and pro-
portionately proud of her six fool son—
1 gentle little soul;, more used to asking
then granting favours, more accusiomed

- to obeying than being obeyed.  Onoe of
the docile sort of little women who

always mind their men folks, whether
as fathers, husbands, or sons, and who
do as they are bidden, like good grown-
up children, all their lives.”

“Yes, Franky dear,” says Mrs. Dox-
ter folding two mites of hands on her
lap ; “only please sit down; dear:  You
make- me nervous, fidgeting about so.
What isit ?”

“You are going to Boston this after-
noon, mother 2"

“Yes, dear. As I return to Georgin
s0 soon, I must go to Boston at once, if
L goatall. T really must go, you know
dear, having so many friends there, and
coming north so seldom. And then 1
have such a quantity of shopping.”

“ How long do ‘you propose staying
in Boston ¥ S .

* Well, two or three days, or a- week,
* Certainly not fonger. . Your poor dear

uncle hates being left alone, and yon
have annoyed him very much, Franky
dear, by your prolonged absence this
summer. e says there is no gratitnde
or mnatural feeling left in the world—
young men .are all selfish and head-
strong alike. You really should be cave-
ful, Frank dear, it will not do to aronse
him, and” there is so much at stake.
More than once have T caught him talk-
ing to Lawyer Chapman about Laur-
ence Longworth——" v

“Never mind about that, mother,”
cuts in Frank, impatiently, striding up
and down once more; “1'll make that
all right before long, T shall ho home
for good in 'less: than a fortnight.
Mother,” he comes back. abruptly and
sits down beside her,: L ish you would
ask Miss Landelle to go with. you to
Boston.” o :

“Yes, dear ?” says Mrs: Dexter, in-
terrogatively, but more placidly if pos-
sible than before,” “ Miss Landelle? I
will'if you'say so. What a pretty crea-

. ture she is—the prettiest I think 1 ever
SAW ” .

all his honest face flushes ahd brightens
- “TPhank you, little mother.” Yes, she is

S

“Do you really ?. Frank cries, and |

beautiful as an angel, and as sweet and
as good.  You will love her, mother—
No one can know her and~help it—so
will my uncle ! .

“Your uncle, Franky dear!l” says
Mrs. Dexter, opening hor innocent litile
eyes; “he doesn't know her you know,
and is not likely to, so how can he, you
know 2"

Frank laughs. e has a subtle plan
in his head of which the trip to Boston
is only the initinl step, bul he'is not dis-
posed to take his mother into his conti-
dence at present. Old Jamos long-
worth is certainly in - the pitinbly be
nichted state of not knowing Marie
Londelle at present, bub oul of that’
depth of darkuness his nephew proposes
to rescue him,

“ Would she like to come, do you
think 2" inquives the lady. ! should
like to take her very much. There is
always a sort of distinction in chaperon-
ing a new beanty—people take so mueh
notice of one, and gentlemen are so
very attentive, and then [ dislike. travel-
ling alone. - Tshall be . pleased to take
her, Tiank, if you really think she will
be pleased to go.” = .
"¢ Mother - mine,” Mr.  Dexter cries,
“my conviction i, that you are without
exception the most charming little
woman in the world. - Like to go? I~
am cerlain of it—I haveit from her own
lips—TI—in fact T asked her yesterday,
and she said she would be delighted.”

“Qh! Youdid. Well then, IFranky
dear, nothing remains but to obtain Mis.
Windsor's consent. I presume she will
not object 2" o 3

“J don’t- sec why she should,  You
will put it to her, mother, as a personal
favour to yourself. = Say you have taken
such afancy to Miss Mavie—which will
be true, won't it? ~And that she is look-
ing pale—which is true also—and needs
a change, and that you will prize hor
company so highly, and all that. You
know what to say—women always do.
And, mother, suggest to Miss Landelle
that” as you may remain a weelk, and
will be out a great deal, shopping cnd
making. calls all day, and going-to thea-
tres and places in the cvening, she had
better take a box.” SO
“ Bat, Franky dear, we are not going
to theatres and places. . We 'shall have
no one to take us.”




