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pie, only to luil thern to sieep again
with a sense of poetlc pleasure in a
picturesque and allen life, gave to the
ioneiy preacher of the winter Wind-
over the littie start of anxiety and re-
sponsibility wbich assassinates rest.
Hie thought :

"Another crew in !Is it Job ? Or
Bob ? Or Jean ? Will they go to
Trgawl's, or get home straight ? I
must be off at dawn to see to this."

Bayard was in bis roorns, resting
ai ter one of these unresting nights.
Hie liad set forth at daybreaki to meet
an incorning schooner at the dockzs. It
had become his habit, whenever he
could, to see that the fishermen were
personaliy conducted past the dens of
Angel Alley, and takzen home sober to
waking wife and sleeping chiid. ln
tbs laborlous taskz Job Slip's help had
heen of in--redible value. Job was
quite sober now ;and in the intervais
between trips this converted Saul de-
iighted to play the Paul to Bayard's
little group of apostles. Yet fIo did
not pose. lie was more sincere than
most better men. Hie toolc to decency
as if it had been a new trade ; and
the novel dignity of missionary zeai
sat upon hlm like a liberal education.
The Windovèr word for wbat bad hap-
pened to Job was "re-formation."
Job Sli-p, one says, is a reformed man.
The best way to save a rascal is to give
bita another one to save; and Job,
who was no rascal, but the muin of a
very good fellow, briiliantly illustrated
this eternal ]aw.

Bayard bad corne back, unusuaily
tired, about noon, and had not left the
bouse since bIs return. IHe was read-
ing, viith bis back to the light, and
the sea, in bis ears. The portiere of
mosquito netting, whicb bung, flow at
the door between bis two rooms, was
pushed aside that he migbt see the
photugrapbed Leonardo as he lilied to
do.

A knock had struec the cottage door,
and Jane Granite bad run to answer
it. She was in her tidy, blue gingham
dress, but a little wet and crumply, as
was to be expected on a Monday. She
bad snatcbed Up a wbite apron, and
loolied likie an excellent pariour-maid.
For sucb, perbaps, the calier toolz ber,
for practical' tact was not bis most
obtrusive quaiity. lie was an elderly
man, a gentleman; bis mouth was
stern, and bis eyes were hind. Hie
carried a valuable cane, and spoke with
a certain air of autbority, as of a man
weli acquainted wltb this wor]d, and
the other, too. He aslied for Mr.
Bayard, and would send up bis card

jazine and Review.

before intruding upon hlm ; a cere-
mony wbich quite apset littie Jane, ani
sue stood crimson with embarrass-
ment. Her discomfort was flot de-
creased by the bewildering presence of
a carrnage at the gate of ber mother'>
garden. Beyond the rows of larkspur
and feverfew, planted for the 'vase on
Mnr. Bayard's study-table, Mr. SaIt's
best carryail, splendid in spring
varnisli, loomed importantiy. Pepper,
with tbe misantbropy of a confirmed
dyspeptic, drew the carryaii, and
ladies sat witbin it. There were two.
They were covered by certai- strange,
ricb cariage robes undreamed of by
Mr. Salt ; diiii sillk biankets, not of
Windover designs. The ladies were
both handsomely dressed. One was
old ; but one-ahb one was young.

"Mr. Bayard is in, my dear." The
voice -of the caller rosi over the
larlzspur to the carryall. "Wiii you
wait or drive on ?"

c We'll drive on," neplied tbe
younger ladyT rather hurriediy.

"«Helen, Helen," coxnplained the
eIder. <'Don't you know that Pep-
per is ai raid of the electrie cars 'Vve
noticed borses are tbat live in tbe
same town witb tbem."l

Helen did not laugb at this, but ber
eyes twinkled irreverently. Slhe
,%vrapped berseif in ber old-gold silký
blanket, and turned to watcb the sea.
She did not look at Mrs. 'Granite's
cottage.

The dignified accents of the Pro-
fessor's voice were now wafted over
the larlspur bed again.

" Mr. Bayard asks if the ladies -will
not corne up to bis study, Statîra ? It
is only ont short flight. «Will you do,
so V"

Sirnultaneously Bayard's cager face
flasbed out of the doorway ; and be-
fore Helen couid assent or dissent, bier
mother, on the young man 's arm, wvas
panting up between the feverfew a.nd
into thie vûtg.HAlen followed iii
meek amusement.

The stairs were scarcely more than
a sbip's gangway. hirs. Carrutb po-
iitely suppressed ber sense of borri-
fied inadequacy to, the ascent, and she
ciimbed up as brave]y as possible.
Helen's cast-down eyes obsenved the
uncarpeted steps of old, stained pine-
wood. She was stili silent wben tbey
entered the study. Bayard bustled
about, offering MNrs. Carnuth the bony
rockxing-cbair witb tbe turkey-red
cushion. The Professor bad alneady
ensconced himseif in the revolving
study-chalr, a luxury wbich bail been
reeently added to the room. There


