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he had brought most of the books he

went ii!
^"' '""'• «* "P^''*'' the door and

wom^t'h''if''
°° *?' '"P "' ' "*«P-'«''Jer sat thewoman he had come to see. She was in gray linen

apronr" ""*' ."''' »"'' '""^ ^^ « "IS
o«rT,^ r*"'''"

^" '•'"» the dust she had beencarefully blowmg or brushing from a preciou. shel?of damtily bound volumes of authors' proofs The

SpL^Trn ^'' '^'''^' "^^^ « childlike youth!fulness which Grace at any other time would havebe n q„,ek to observe. J„st now she had paused to

S h^d ma7"
"'"' ^"^ '"^"'' "' »- '-t-loved

C lllr "V ''^^' P''^^ °* *•>« "Excursion."She looked up, and, coloring, dropped her skirts overa pair of neat ankles, and came down quickly from

trrconir''^^'""^^--'''^''-'^'-
''I was dusting your books," she began- "it isquite impossible to keep out the dust. Praj^ excusemy appearance." It certainly needed no excuseWithout any word of greeting, he said: "I came toget a book, but I also wanted to see you "
"What is it J" she asked, and then, hastily "Can


