
Fe n roick's Career
The girl turned away, and Fenwick, glancing at herjn^d.smay. saw that she was on the pent of in'd:gnant
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'''''''''''' ^he was a small.
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^'*^ ^ ^^^"' ^""^l^d ^"d drawnfrom wh.ch all smiles seemed to have long departed'Even m repose, her expression suggested hidden anxSties-fears grown habitual and watchful; and when shemoved or spoke, it was with a cold caution or d. trustas though m all directions she was afraid of whatThemight touch of possibilities she might set loose.

She looked at the picture, and then at her daughter.
It s not flattered." she said, slowly. "But I can'tsay tt isn't like you, Bella."
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sa d the daughter, scornfully. She stooped and threwa shawl round her shoulders; gathered up some working matenals and a book with which she had been toyingduring the sitting; and then straightened herself withan air at once tragic and absurd
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'^^ ^^^^^ '^ the
oainter. I d rather not sit again, please."

I shouldn't think of asking you, Miss Morrison "
murmured th. young man. moving aside to let herpass.

•'Hullo, hullo! what's all this:" said a cheery voice

Z'l^r
"^^^^--^— youo.to.. IsLsi^

think riTn ^f^ ''^ '^° '°"'"' P"P^' «° I should

fo^the door "'
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But her father caught her by the arm.
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