
ý7 v- e

Nt

#99PEET ORMEPENTEEN

Shat up 1 muttered Bluebell, in the artless vernacular of a
school-giri, half turning her shoulder with an impatient gStum.

The entrance of the tei4Mngs created a divemOny but the dW
contented girl sat apart, wQe the hideousness of ber surroundifflma c>-
came upon her las a new revelation. Certainly, in Canada, in a

poverty"stricken abode, ta@te sSms more completely starved than
in any other country.

Blaebell, in her critical moo4, ùoted, the ugly delf tea-thàgs,
ROD baffly arranged ; the black stove, four feet into the room, with

its pi' rueüing through a hole in the wall ; the ricketty horge.
hair chairs and w blind for the window gave jy on the etreet

where gasping were diving in the gatters for the nearest ap.
roach to water they could find.

Scarcely less repugnant were the-m-any-coloured crotchet--mats
and.anti-maca@sars with which Miss Opie loved to déco*ratethe

apartment; nor was a paper frill adorning a paltry greèu flower-
vase wanting to complete the tasteless tout ememble.

The evening wore on; Mrs. Leigh procSded with the turning
of an old merino dress; Miss Opie adjusted her spectaclesý and

read Good Worà : Bluebell sat down toi the piano and executed a
selection from Rossini's c bleue Solennelle' with forte and fervour.

Yon play very well, child, " ejd M im Opie.
That is fortunate," said BluêbeU, ,, for 1 meau to be a gover-

ness."
"You mean you want a governem," retorted the other. ci Why,

what in the world do you know ?
More than moet children of ten years old. I might get a

hundred dollars a year. Mamma, 1 could buy myself new boots
then."

You are nothing but a self-willed child yourself, unable to
bear the elightest disappointment," said Miss Opie.

«I Never mind," said Mrs. Leigh, coazingly; Il VII sS if I can-
not get you the boots. They will give me credit at thé- store.-"'

No> no; I -know you can't afford it; théy- w-ére new last April.
Mamma is oil to your vinegar, Aunt Jane."

And you the green oung mustard in the domestic salad-
bot-enougi4 and, like :dill. weeds, growing apace."

Then it is field mustard, and not used for mdad," said Blue-
W , anxious for the-last word. And, e"ping from the rSm,


