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I , don't exactly see-but I'l do my best,
Claudo, I '11 try.'

'Oh, don't trouble,' sald Master Claude,
coldly, as with his ha.ds in.his pockets and
his nose in the air, lie miarched towards the
door. 'I can do without your help. But
it's. always the way if a fellow thinks to take
a girl for a chum--'

.But I will-I will !' cried poor Ella, eager-
ly, unable to bear such a tone from lier idol-
Ized brother, Claude. 'I'll go now, Mabel Is
havùig her music-lesson in the drawing-
royam. It's a gcod opportunity.'

She put down lier book and ran up the
sta.irs. Grandmama's keys, left for the first'
Uie, as a* great honor, in the charge of
tru-stworthy Mabel, were hidden avay, as
Ella knew, at the back left-hand corner of
ber sister's top long drawer. She -easily se-
cured these, and then slipped into Mrs. Har-
wood's own.room, which adjoined that occu-
pied by the girls.

The parcel of bocks were lying on an ot-
toman by the window. - Ella soon extracted
two or- three of the coveted crisp white
covers; and then she went over te Mrs.
Harwood's bureau and unlocked drawer
after drawer In search . of'. the five-pound
note. But it was in the upper part, afei'

SHE UNLOCKED DRAWER AFTER DRAWER.

all, tbat she- discovered it, tucked away In
a pigeon-hole, in the same envelope in which
it had arrived. Ella took out the note with
trembling bands, and put back the letter
where she had found it.

The reward for lier trouble was te be call-
ed a 'little brick,' by Claude, but even this,
sweet as It was, did net wholly do away
with an uncomfortable conviction that she
had been doing wrong, and she felt that
she sbould be very glad wben the note was
safely back in the bureau again.,

Claude shut himself up in his room and
work*e-d away at his copying for two or thrce
hours that morning, and at dinner-time
managed by sunadry pantomimic gestures te
convey to Ella the intelligence Itbat It was
geLting on splendidly.

'Where is the note now?' whispered Ella,
anxiously, as soon as she got a chance. 'You
haven't left it anywhere about, have you?'

For answer, Claude tapped his breast-
pocket significantly. Into its deepest recess
the bank-note, folded small, was crammed.

EKrly in the afternoon a school-fellow
called for Claude to go out skating, for the
ice, afEter long waiting, had at last been pro-
nounced thick enough te 'bear.'

The boy was rushing away te get ready,
when Ha-nah, who had been their nurse
when they wero babies, and still looked after
them in a gen-eral sort of way, called out,
'Don't go to the park in that shabby suit,
Master Claude! Your grandma said you
were net te go out of doors in it again.'

'All right, nursie,'. answered 'Claude. 'I'll
get Into my other in two ticks.'

He tossed off the old blue coaat and. trou-
sers and .donned his grey onès witlh almost
the celerity of a professional transformation-
ist, leaving the former, we regret to say, in
a heap.on his, bedroom floor; then down. the
stairs lie clattered again, the front door
banged, and he.was gone.

It was, not until Claude had been enjoying
himself for a good heur upon the ice, that
he suddenly recollected the five-pound note
in the- pockIet of the jacket lie had so un-.
ceremoniously disarded. But, "That will be
safe enough!' lie said te himself, 'Nobody
will meddle with my things while I am out.'

As soon as the boy reached home, how-
over, lie an upstairs to maIre sure tihat all
was as lie left it. ''o his alarm the blue
serge jacket and trousers were now-here to
ie sen.

'I say, nurse, what have you done with
my old suit?' lie anxiously asked. 'Taken
it away to mend?'

'It was not worth :lt, my dear,' answered
Hannah. 'Mistress said it was tb go te the
rummage sale at.the.Deepside Schools, and
as a man came this afternoon- to feteh away
anything .we had 'to spare, I let him have

Claude felt as though he. were suddenly
.plunged into a hot bath. Then be turned
quite sick with fear.

'You shouldn't have sent my- clothes away
like that, nurse, without telling me,' he said,
'There was-there might have been samo-
thing in the pockets.'
. '' made sure of that, Master Claude, for
I felt in every one. 'There was nothing but
your knife, and some bits of colored calk,
and anmold '.badlock. I put 'em all on th
dressing-table;in your rgom.'

'When .s the sale te be?' asked Claude,
with his brain all 'in a whirl of desperate
plans for gettiag the jacket Into his own
hands again.

'To-mnorrow afternoon at 'threei' -hplied
Hannah.-

And Deepside was four miles away.

CHAPTER 11.--AN EVIL COUNSELLOR.

Before Claude Harwood went to sleep
tha>t night lie had made up his mind to get
over te Deepside by hook or by crook next
morning, 'and regain possession of that old
blue jacket, or, at least,of the precious con-
tents Df the breast pocket, which Hannah
liad somehow overlooked.

But, alas for his plans, the first post
brought the information that grandma ex-
pected te reach Rushington by the 10.50
train, and. wished Claude te meet lier at
the rtatio i, and carry lier bag.

'Well, anyhow,' lie thought, '1 can go te
the schools directly after dinner-nobody
will tink it queer of me te wan-t te have a
pcep at the rummage sale-and perhaps I
shall be able te drop upon the jacketLbefore
it ls sold ta anybody.'

But the hope -was rather faint, and"
Claude's appreliensions grew more vivid as
the hour for meeting his grandmother drew
nigh. Full of anxiety, which lie did net
communicate even te Ella, the boy scemed.
se dull and quiet and unlike himself during
his walk home with Mra. Harwood after ber-
four days' absence, that she taxed him -wlth
being unwell, and decided lie had 'one of
his colds coming on.'

In vain Claude protested; ineffectually lie
begged to be allowed te go and sec the fan
at,the Deepside Schools. The wind was in
the north-east, gra-ndma sald, and a snow-
storm threatening; she did net want ta have
him laid up at Christmas.

It need not be said that Mrs.. Harwood was
not in the house many minutes before Mabel
told lier the news about Uncle Fred's won-
derful present.

'And such a nice, kind letter he sent witli

it,' she said. 'il fetch it and show it to"
you. I put It In your bureau to be safe..

Ella glanced anxiously at Claude as their
sister ran . out of the room, but lie was
sharpening a pencil, and did not look up.
Hils face was very white.

It seemed a long time before Matel came
back, and when she did lier cheeks were as
red as Claude's wore pale, and ber eyes ide
with dismay. .'It's gone !' she gapped,
'.Grandna, it i.si't there. Only the envelope
and the letter. My five-pound note is gone!'

'Nonsense!' said. grandma, sha.rply. 'Let
me go.and look.' It cannot have disapi;eared
unless bands have taken ILt. And I have
known an'd trusted the servants for years.'

She ait once rose and left the room, Mabei
close at ber heels. The other two followed,
but at a distance.

'What aill you do?' asked Ella of Claude,
in a terror-stricken whisper. 'It ls too late
te put it back in the drawer now.'

'I can't tbink what we are to do!. I-I
didn't like te tell you before, Nellie, but
that stupid 1-lannab has sent It to the rum-
mage sale!

'Mabel's ba-nk-note!'.
'Hush! someboldy will hear you! Yes;

In the pocket of my old serge coat. We
shall never sec it again!'

'Oh, Claude, let's tell them!' beggcd Eila.
'Lot's own up at once, before it gets any
vorse.'

'No, no! I've seen grandn2a in a passion
once, and 'I wouldn't again, for apything.'

'But perhaps someone else- may 'gel
blamed.'

'No, they won't; you heard grandma say
just now that she had' trusted them fo'
years. No, let's keep muni, and it wil blow
over.'

'There's Susan,' Ella reminded ber bro
ther, still far from easy In her mind as to
tle course le recommended.. 'She'hian't
becu with -us ve'y lIn, and-'

'Hold your tongue, do! You'il get us in
no end of 'a row. They're coming back.'

Susan was the school-room maid, a poor,
uneducated girl, whom Mrs. ,Harwood had
taken into lier employ only a few weeks pre-
viously, as a .sort of charitable expeiment.
She was the eldest of a family of orphans,
who bad been managing for themselves
since the almost simultaneous death of their
parents about eigJhteen months before, -She
was timid and shy, some folks thought net
over-bright la ber mind; but what wits the
poor thing possessed had been nearly frig-ht-
ened out of lier by hier experiences in ber
first place, where abuse from morniag till
night from ber mistress, and net infrequent
flinging of boots, sboes, a-nd other portable
trifies at ber heaI by her master had been
lier daily portion for nearly a year.

Rescued from this miser-r by Mrs. Hiar-

'HER DAILY PORTION.'

wood, Susan naturally fet lier new life
under the kind, if somewhat severe, rule of
the lady of 'The Laurels,' to be a sort of
heaven on chrth, and did lier best te please
everybody about ber.

'The first thing ta be donc,' said Mrs.
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