
THE OWL.

As they came opposite Mrs. MiIler's
cottage, Mamnie proposed that they should
ask MUary to join themi.

ISbe'l1 be awfully glad to corne, Pini
sure," saîd the Iaugbing Nellie with an
archi glance at Frank.

lit did flot see it, and even if be did,
it would have spoken no mneaning to billm.
But lie was tather abstractedi tîis eveniing,.

By no nieans disinclined to yield to
bis mierry cousins, lie turned the boat's
bead towards the ba.-ký. Mamnie landed

eand soon returned witb M\ary, wbo looked
fresh and sweet as the rose which, slie wore
on lier breast.

Now~ the silence wvas broken, and put-
ting aside bis own retiections, %whicb had
brougbt a tînge of nielancholy to bis face,
Frank joined in the talk and Iatugbter.
Soon Mary w~as asked to sing. Sbe did SQ,
but insteadl of tbe lively hall ad requested,
sang, a simple little bymin to the J3lessed
Virgin. Neyer had bier voice sounded
sweeter to Frank, for it barmionized per-
fectly wvith bis present strain of thought.
Her beauty seemied etberealized, and it
;vas as thougbi an angel sang.

What gave Frank suich exquisite illeasure
biad an opposite and depressing influenct
on bis youna lady cousins. They were full
of itti and ilîi spirits, and "- this kind of
tbing was too slow fer tlbem." Mentally
voting Frank and Mary " too awfuhly tire-
sonie for aiiythingy," tbey soon requested
to be put asbore.

As Frank rowed M-ary borne, but. few
words passed between tbemi. He intended
to tell ber to-nigbt tbat he 'vas going away.
Slie would he sorry, lie supposed, in sisterly
fasbion. He would also speak to bier of'
Stanley M\cKenzie.

They sreîpled tromi tbe boat and walked
towards the bouse in silence.

'- here is iny miother? " iNary inquired
of tbe servant wh'o brought tbemi ligbts in
the l)arlor.

IGone out, ,'iss, to Mrs. l3yrne's," %vas
the reply.

"Won't you sit down, Frank ?"

"Thank you," leaning against the mian-
tel, IlI tlîink I can talk better standing,"

He plunged at once into bis subject.
«II arn going away next weekY' Mary
appeared to be nervous and ilI at ease.

IlSo soon, she said in a low tone, I

tbougbit you 'vould remiain at borne this
winter."

"I1 sbould like to very niucb, but,
wben duty calîs w~e miust obey,' "said

Frank trying to seern cbeerful. "SbaHl
youi be sorry ?»

Slhe could only miurmiur, Il 0f course."
"B3ut before 1 -oI miust speak of scnme-

tbing tbat concerns mie very nearly, and
tliat .effects you as W~eil."

Why shculd bier bands tremble so, hie
wondered, could she guess what was
coniing ?

He paused a moment before continuing,
Mary, Stanley McKenzie loves you."

tier cZ1 , toiand was nervously twistixîg
she flot look at bini ? \Vas sbe angry
that lie sbould speak to ber of tbis ?

At length she said very shortly. "Did
bie ask you to tell nie this ?"

lNo, but I gujcssed bis secret, and
cbargied bimi %vtb it."

lie liks a noble heurt, Ma li" e %vent
on, féehngly, «' Hol is wvorthy of you Can
you not iia-ke bim sonie return?"

\Vith agitation that could no longer bc
concealed, Mary rose and nmoved towards
tbe door.

[)azed as is a blind mani wben bie first
belioldc: the ligbit of day wvas Frank Byrne.
as tbe trutb at last flasbed upon bis mmiid.

CcShie loves me !"» There was exultation
in tbe tbougbt.

Advaîîcing, towards bier witb out-
stretchied arnis. " Mary, dearest i\lary ! »
bie exclairned, Il I bave distressed you.
Forgive mie!

W~hat nad %vords lie mnight have xtc~
lie knew not but sbe spoke again and iii a
tone wbicb 'vas firmi and icely cold.

IlI do flot love Stanley îàMcKenzie, nor
can 1 ever love himi "-but here bier voice
broke into a wail of sorrow.

CcO Frank ! how could you be so
bliid - .

lier tears wvere falling fast, and Fiank,
darting forward, would have clasped bier
in bis amnis, but sbe was gone.

Mecbanicahll, like one in a dreani, lie
lef t tbe bouse and wvalked, to bis boat. It
was flot tili lie biad î,ulled into the middle
of the strearn, that hoe could begin to îlîink.
Th~e bittèmness of his reflections rnay
readily he iniagined:

"lFool, maidman that I ivas, uiot to see


