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"It's your turn to tell me a story,now," he reminded her, and then lhe
sh ivered sudden ly.

'1t won't be a Lorrid one, -will iti?"
lie entreated. ' Not a fairy tale about
goblins or dragons, 'cos they are iiasty
and make me dream bad things.".

«'I'11 tell you a true one, aiso, darliig,"
$he told him. "Lt la rather a sad oiie,
but it won't frighten you. It's only
about a littie child and.a girl."

"A grown-up girl, like you ?"

"Yes, a grown-up one. She was quite
old, about twenty-five, and she wàs mar--
ried when she was very young, and
wbule Bibe was stili young Blhe had a
littie child-a boy."

"Whiat ivas bis name ?"
"«Ris name was Cyril, and 'when he

was quite a tiny baby Le seemed s(%
strong and rosy and well, but after a few
years he began to get delicate, and at
last the doctor told bis Father and
Mother that le was consumptive,

l «'What's 'sitmptive ?"
«"Not strong. t means that be wouid

ote n be iii, and that perbaps quite soon
ho mighit die, aîid-and-after a bit he
did die. Ho~ was just four years old."

Tlîe. child was gazing!.straight in front
pf bini, with dreamy eyes fixedon the
rippling sea.

«IAnd was sbe very sad about it, the,
poor lady-his, Mummy 1 mean."* -

"Very. HIer husband was away at
the tifie, right out in Canada, and after
thîe little boy's death she felt she
could't stay la England any more, and
so slîe decided sbe would go out to.Can-
atia too, and join ber husband tbere,"and
that then they could corne back home
to England together after-after--she
had got over ber little, boy's death a
bit."

"IAnd tben ?"
«Tien on the sLip going over she met

a little cbild. t was just wbea she was
feeling dreadfully- lonely. You seher
own little cbild had only been in Heaven
a very few weeks, and she had left ber
Mummy and Daddy and ail ber friends
ln England, and she bad no one on the
boat with her so she was of ton left
alone. - And somebow the companion.
ship of the little boy cbeored her. He
was a boy, and she had al*ays been
specially fond of little boys. And this
particular one reminded ber in some
ways of-ber own littie one whom she
had lost, and-and."

But she got no further, for thé cbild
was looking up at ber, and there was a
light of understanding in Lis eyes. Or
was it only her fancy? Was it pos-
sible that a child of seven could under-
stand?

111 don't want you to go away," Le
whispered, and se feit bis slim little
form nestling dloser to ber, and a must
swam before lier eyes.

"Do you like niy story, thon 7" she
asked hlm, and she put ber arma about
Iilm and cuddled bim cdoser atill.

"Yes," very aoftly, and with a little
short gasp.

"And can you gueis who tbe lady
is?"

"lYes," softly again.
lis blue eves were fixed dh the wavoa,

and he soemed to be dreaming of in-
nurnorable things. Then of a sudden
Le jumped up with an excited little cry..

"Oh, look, tbere's a ship. How lovoly.
Do corne and ace it please."

"isan't it a lovely boatT" Le exlaimied
ocstatically, and drew a deep sigh of
pleasure.

And she found bersoîf watcbiti.g andr
wondcring, for who cati fatbom the mar-1
vellous workiigs of the mind Of a little
ch ild T

And so a wlsolo week passed away, andi
ail to)o soon the last day came. The1
boat put in at Halifax and the big girls
was to land thero, but Basil and bise
parents were going furthor on. DirectlyN
after breakfast that morning she found.
hlm waiting outside ber cabin door., She
bad her bat and coat on, ail ready toa
go on shore, and she held a case in either
liand. Wlien she saw the little boy
tiicre sbo put ber luggage down a no-
nient and stooped and kîssed him on the
cheek.

"Are v ou going to sav good-bye tof
me. darlîîsg?" sile asked lm. "Tli boat
j: in port, and 1J may not hiaVe the1
tciaice to see you any more.",
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But! hé would flot Messlber. Instead
a troubled look came into bis blue cyci.

"dComée up on deck with me," hie told
lier. 'i want to be wit 1 you. Can't I
be with Mummy and Daddyaad you ?".

And hée took hold of bier band to drag
bier off, then notjcedber caseg and im'e
mediately pickéd them Up.

"ic au carry them for yau," bie said,
and commenced- to stagger along under
the wéight of them, for lie -%as very
alight for Lis seven years. But even
if hé found thomn heavy, Lie would not
let lier take themt front bila. At hast
up on deck lie plaeed them down again,
and turned to the girl and looked up into
lier face.

'il want to bé witli you," lie re-
peated, and slipped Lie little band into
bgr's.

"You muet keep near Mummy and
iDaddy., darling," she told him. 61 would
nover forgive mysoîf if you got lost ia
thé crowd. I can't take you with me
you know, but Fll write to you. W'ould
you like to write?"

"'hl write you stories, shaîl I, and
send them, through thé post?"

Then after a pausé-
"Do you know whiere 1 live 7"
Shé repmted bi& address ia Antigua,

and lie gazed up into fier face.
eP1ve got another addrea beaides that."
"cWhat is it 7"

"Then we are la England we ]ive at
"TeGables." It's "Tbe Gables," Mius-

well Green, Luton Park. No, 1 think
it's Luton Park, Muswell Green. And
noxt Septejaber when I go to boarding
achool it will be "St. Mildred's, Tua-
bridge. Will you send me lotters when
I go to sebool 7"

4Certainly 1 will. FLl write ail théaddreses down inmy book so that I
woa't- forget tbem. l'hl always remein-
ber you. Will you try and remember
me, dear littIe one ?"

Tben a delighted little cry of "Daddy"
as thé Colonel came in siglît. HéLe ad
corne up on dock ia search of Lis smahl
son, foarful lest in thé crush of passen-
gers ianding hée migbt perbaps gét lbat.
lhe child ran to bim eagerly, and
band in band thé two of them ramne
up to thé girl again. Lt was pretty to
ace thé affection which éxisted bétweén
thé Colonel and Lis little boy.

"And so you're going to leavé us.." thé
Colonel remarked, aeddressing thci girl,
wbile Basil looked from one to another
with eves fuîl of a tender liglit.

"But. she's going to write to me,
Daddy. Sbe's going to send me stories
through thé post."

And just then thé girl bhad to hurry
away to sec after soute luggage in dis-
pute.

c'l'Il see you later to say good-bYe,"
ahe called out to thé Colonel, and thé
child, but she nover did, for Laîf an
bour afterwards wben thé order was
given fpi' passeagers to land et -once,
they were nowberé to Lé found. Juit
as thé lait paîsenger was on shore how-
ever, tbey reappeared on deck again.
The girl waved to tbem, and the Colonel
was thé firit to notice and respond. Thon
lie stooped dowa and whispered somne-
thitig to thé child, who ran to thé sbip's
aide and waved Lis band.>

"lThank you for playing with me,"
Lis little voice rang out, sounfding faiat
as it carried on thé breeze. "'Don't for-
get to write."

,And lie waved again, while ibe stood
on sbore and watchied hlm ujîtil the sliip
moved slowly away and site could sec
liie tiny form no more.

Tben aLe turned bier face landwards.
Sbé isad plit foot la a new country, the
land of sîîow and moutîtains, and glor-
bous suinset glows. To ls& it seemed a
land of promise, and her beart, which
so short a time before lîad been sad and
empty, beat now with a wonderful
warmth.

"Ships tbat pass in the night."
Sbe was going one way and thé chihd

anotber, and it was unlikely tlîat their
paths would ever (ross again. But theré
la such a tlhing as Memory, and gazing
out silently upon the new country to
which she Liad so lately corne, the' girl
imprinted upon bier memory foreve-r,*thto
face of a little child-thé cbild, who in
bis love and innocence, Lad brought life
back once more to bier lonely, acliiig
Leart.
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