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,Mr. Mostyn laughed outright. and as .straight as an7arrow. Her face.was
'Not very..much, I should say, as far a9I eabsolutely colorless,; and her hair was an

know anything'a tobem. By Fanny M. Pierce.) white as now. She.wore..a.shortwalfstéd,

But I s'pose God could make an angel She sat on the clif gang dreamHy across' old-fashioned gown of tàe style o many

look -like anything he liked, couldn't i e- the biue water to the litte rocky ind upon years ago.
Which the waves broke ln great masses of Myrtilla,' she said severely, 'I am sur-

'ýYes, -cild; I suppose so.;. but wbatcn Urhc'tewavsboeI retnass
echlI pet ang but wacn- white foam. The little is'land always had prised that .you should have fargotten yur

'nection' 1s' there between angelsandpolicea peculiar fascination for Myrtilla. en splnning. I;.shall expeet you.tospin an ex-
a little girl she had pebplei it with faires tra amount.. to-niLorrow. Yu neglect your

'Oh, 'cos I thouïrht God would send an and genil and other wonderful folk, and had best friend when yu; neglect lour..spiniting
angel ta show me the way home to mother, loved ta imagine that in every crack. and wheeL
same as he sent'one to let Peter out of pri- cranny of the rocks lurked a falry palace or a Another reason-why Marm Gay as called
son. But I s'pose it's ail. right. I 'spect captive princess. That was long ago, and queçer by er neighbors was, that she chose
hé's an angel underneath.' Myrtilla was too-old . for 'airies now, but to live as her mother had done before hier..

At that moment they stopped at as open from force of habit whenever she. sat on the She would not tolerate so modern an inven-
door, and, with a cry of joy, Dot darted up- cliff her eyes.would turn tow*ards the.islanic. tion as a stove.in her house, but, used her
stairs? Mr. Mostyn following more slowly. She was thinkng very deeply now, and her great fireplace instead. Several straight
He stood for a moment or two at the door tboughts were not altogether happy. In fact backed chairs, a huge four-poster bed, and
of the room she had entered, watching the there was a rebellious feeling struggling for a smnall spinning wheel completed the furni-
scene within. Dot had thrown herelf on mastery in. er heart. Life was so dull, so ture of the room which Myrtilla entered. How
her mother's bed, a~nd for some time the sick common-place! Other girls bad such happy, Myrtilla 'hated that spin ning wheel! Day
woman was sa fully occupied in caressing pleasant lives. so full of books, of school, and after day she wàs obliged ta spin a certain
ber recovered treasure that she did not see a .thouEand little pleasures' that make. girl- amount of wl and -t knit Eo mucb on the
the stranger. It was, as he had guessed, hood sweet. Myrtilla's existence was .ne stout warm .stockiñgs which she and Marm
his brother's child, who had come ta him ln round of eternal monotony. To be sure, she Gray wore in the winter. She knew that
the fog-that brother who, throùgh a series "hal the island of the sea, and.now. that it hardly one of the other girls of the vilige
of mistakes, had been wrongfully accused was autumu the glowing maples and the had ever seen a spinning-wheel, and as for
of a criminal offence,.and who had, only gleaming hickories, whose jeaves glittered kmitting bluë:-yarn stockings and.vearing
escaped prosecution for the sake of the fami- Ga in the a!terncon sunshine,. but Myntilla.' thcm, tue, why, the othen girls would open
ly nane. At lcngth Mrs. Mostyn looked.uP, did net think a! these things now.. She their eyes l amaement.
aud- .only. thoughit bow gloriaus it. would. bie to In -this raom. aise was Mari Gray's small

Wilfred !' she exclained in surprise. leave the hundrum' little village ia which lb c o t b a t l

'Yes,' he said, coming forward. 'Can you she lived to go away ta some good school, grims.progress,' ai' a few polemical works
ever forgive me, Rachel ? But, indeed, I and thenp wh
had no idea you were in England. Why wonderfully.learned and'good. How much Myrtilla, howcver, bad a few treaures of

didSync leveya bein?'might she flot accompllsh ln Uie world' then! bier own; a book af fairy « tale,avolume a0did Sydney leave. you behind ? .ytls

He bai no choice,' she repicd. 'Wc She could sec herseif dressed ln 'a saft, *Mrs. Br6wning's poems, and a cop'y We Ten
strgged nliingI arly no hw, orwhite m.uslin dress, a bunch of roses in,'lier nyso;n' s vors "Oc _yrtiihatiitstruggled oný living I hardly know how, for -s )i i -'"aàt ïe'-to

theeyersaferDo' brt, utatlathand and i a shell camb in bier bain (just' like iwrite a poem hierself. Sghe had'i eeaýorédi:hree6 years after Dot's birth, but at last

he had ta go. andi he means us ta jo.in. him c tl ho had came t6 the ta de
soon.1 village, last summer had worn), stebpin.g for- sunset on thc water. She had sent fler'paon

'ltnwn donr 1'groncdward ta. receive 'ber diplomna at thixàl a ! .tl effot ta the countyý paper,' andhe
' If I had oilly knoiivnIl nff' a!Ibd nya distlnguishcd professor. But'this wvar ôflly verses bnci beeni ver piitI rturnéd ta

Mr. MÔstyn. 'We hunted anil adve'rtiBëd as. ý.popyr
Mn.Mosyn.'W butedandadertsedasa drcarn, andi at the thaught of' tic' lavely ber. Mauy ' d bitter v,'r -th' tear ta

soon as we found out our mistake, but--'a e e rstt
soYa eu found ut Vauri ite d but-'h white dress Myrtilla loD]kec with a sigh at she shed over that rejected nianuscrlpt.
'You found it out?' she interrupted. 'Oh the brown-ehed gown which she wre, Now Myrtilla was Ooh;ing sionately.tu

thank Gc! ta Go Dot, darling, fa-er already t smoth go away te sool, hcre er loè f lean-
ther can come home now., Looki, here is a ar
letter frn him; it has just come. - Oh it ing and books wuld' ha Ùatified, but it did

Is te much joy ' and she fell back Oihaust- I guess I'd better go home,' she thougbt. n& cm as-If this would ever 1e.

ed o mucr ' il Gran cmar i will be w ndering w ere I ar. She made no reply taMarm Goayws reri-
cd u br illw.Poor graudlmarml ! 1 wondcr wby sbe's so manci, but moveci naiselessly. abouit the roarn

'How have you lived ail this time ?' ln- quor? I wish that wc caulcie jugt like preparing tcir erly supper. Afer supper
quired Mr. Mostyn, looking round the bare othen poople for once she wasbed the dishes and swept the f.oor
little room, after same further explanations. Ebe turned arauud and walked resolutelY anci lit the candlea. Then mari Gray reac

His sister-in-law pointed with a smile ta awaY frm *the clU! tbrough the caarse grass a chapter out a! the aid bbie, and by elght
a sewing machine and a pile of unfinished ia a littie path wbich'lcd thraugh a, grave a'clacl the inhabitants of the dingy little
shirts in the corner. 11-shrt l hecoseo! 'scrubby pino trees. The brec-ze blew ber bouse*werç' fast aÊlecp la. bed.

''You lived by that !'.he cried. 'O God ! soft hair about ber'face and braugbt the cal- It seemec ta Myrtilla that she h ad only
forgive me ! Why didn't I try harder ta 'or ta brown cheeks, and altogethen, lu spite le p when sheawake with
find you out? But I never dreamt you of ber shabby dress, yon 'would fot have a feelinP as if a mountain was pressing down
would have remai.ned in London. Anid how wishcd ta see a prettier gil than Myrtilla. on ber choit.
could I, how could any one have believed At làt she reached a tiny hluse that bnci She coui hardy get ber breatb. Dic
Sydney guilty of such a deed ?' once been whit. There were 'i blinde 'on she el smake ? She spnang fn ie

'I've had such a lot of -a'ventures this the bouse, but anc migbt catch a glirpse of bcd an d began ta .roPe r way tbrough the
morning, Dulcibella dear,' remarked Dot ln the sliding shutter inside the diamand-paned biinding smoko ta the doDr. Where was the
confidence to a rather dilapidated specimen door? She could nlt find. l Now ehe'
of the doll tribe. * And such a queer angel hbusa with tiny gravelled paths and' two Stumbcc against a chair, now agaidst tha
brought me homc. I 'spect he'd got wings long, oblong-shaped flowen beds. la 'these The srale was choking ler. At
and white clothes and things of that kind becs wcne still standing a few belateci pinks, last, tbk Gad! be band touched.tÉe cold,
underneath, but outside he'd got black clothes Lame hardy rigaldsan a slipeny knob of the doon, and ché was out
with big, bright buttons on them, and such coloned dahlias*and a great patoli a! rankly in the entry. A man Ïas struglinÉ ùp tie
a'culiar bat. Wasn't it funny ? And only growing mignonette.
thinkl We're going to live in a nice house Myrtilla oPened the dooi ofthe bouse with arrls and.plungcd down the stains Wi-b ber.
with Uncle Wilfred-that's anoher funny some hesitancy, for she knew that sheobad 'randmarrn; sie asPe, 'le she safe
thing, I found an uncle this morning-and spent'a long time on the eliffs and feares tîe maa answered licarsoly.
fathers' coming horne, and mother's getting a reprimand from ber graudmother. K Elow gaad and sweet the out-do2r air scm-
w'ell, and such a lot of nice things are going grandmother was known ta. the villagens as cda!ton the cruel scorcbing hent with;n
to happen. You shall have a new dress, 'queer Man Gray,' because Éhe chose to 'It must .ave bcon a spark from the flro-
too, my dear, iother says -so, though Uncle lîve nftcr.ber own.fashion lu this littîchouse, place,' Myrtilla hearel of.the ncIghbors
Wilfred laughs and says I'd bètter have a away frei cvery anc. It Was nunired. that say as.th ma set ber an the groünd. She
new doli, anfd not that 'd'lap'dated old thing.' Mari Gray. bai moncy, bt no one rcally heurd a sob bcbiad ber, and turning arouncl
Fancy. calling you a d'lap'date: old thing, knew. she saw 'Mrm Gr#, ber -Whitebain stneam-
my. ' dear, dear, darling Dulcibella ! Yes, Whcn Myrtilla openec the door, Mari ing.aboutber shaulders wring-ng-ber bauds
mother, dear,' il a louder tone, 'I'm just com- Gray turned anound with a look of dispîca-i lber agony. Myrtilla ra ta ber grand-
ing, only I wanted' to tell Dulcibella quietly sure on ber thin, wbite face. Somehow motheranc wound ber arns about lir.
about everythiag,c'os she 'mnstn't be start- Man Gray always gave.une.the Impression There, thene, grandmarrn, she sa.d, 'don't
lad or "citec, you' lnow.'.' bo whiteness.. She was varytr nahl anc n thin minM a it s muchr ptcasia dn't cryr'


