
THE BUTTERFLY ETUDE
How a Small Girl Prevented an Elopement

By JEAN GRAHAM

"It's a study by Chopin. It's called 'The Butterfly
Etude. "'

'mi glad it's called that. It sounded just like
bu.tterflies-white ones."

"You fanciful littie Puritan! Do you know that
we re going to, be chums? And l'im Rot goinig to cal
you Rebecca. It's too harsh."

"I've always hated it," I said vigorously-for a
person who has had a fever. Then 1 was frightened,
for Aunt Hester might have been in the hall and Re-.
becca was my grandmother's name.

"Don't be afraid, honey," said the voice with avelvet Iau[h in it, "she won't be home until seven
o'clock.1 think ift's foreign missions."

" I don't like them either, " I said, with a wonderfutl
increase of courage. " I can't bear those mnaps of the
world, with the Christians marked in red and the heath-
ens in black."

"Il'm af raid you haven't the Conway mouth. Aunt
Hester says I haven't a single Conway feature. But
you're feverish, and I mnust go away."

"'Wifl you play it again?" I asked.
"'The Butterfly Etude.' 0f course, you funny

child. Now, be good." Her lips just touched xny
cheek softly, lilce a fiower-ever so different f rorp Aunt
Hester's peck. Then she went downstairs and played
that Iovely butterfly thing again until I saw the sweet
peas dancing to it. The music changed to, the softest,
mournfullest notes that were like the pies in October,
and then there were solemn chordsat knew were
hyms and prayers. How could Aunt Hester think
that Cousin Perrine had been brought up almost as
bad as the heathen. She was just making the piano

Other nit. It was a strange song about cliffs andthe sea anid waiting for sorne one where the poppiesare born." Perrine sang it and then was quiet for a
logtm.1fl owridwe h turned her head

"Cp ousi?" ie ' aflysorr>y. Could 1
(l 1"HelP me! You dear old-fashioned child! Betty,dar, I'm very miserable." She came over and kneitdown beside me with her face close to mine on the pillow.

I just stroked lier cheec and then said:
"I know I'm not very old yet. But I've been solonesome somnetimes that 1 can tell how it hurts. ThenI love you, Perrine-better than anyone else." Itwas harder than you would thinlc to tel l er the last,because haif of me is a Conway and the Conways keeptheir feelings to themselves.
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