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MATT.
A TALE 0F A CARAVAN.

(Cont itec.)

Mr. Monk staxtcd and frawned.
Her friends FI bie said-"l What friends ?"

"Why tbemn as owns bier," continued William jaues. "IIf îhey wasn't
aIl drowned ln the sbip wbai she came ashore fram, they must be sorti-
wbecr. Maybap somte day tbey'li find bier and reward me for bringin' bier
np e gaad gal-that's wbat I allus bell bier."

"lSa that's what you always tell btr, do you ?» returned Monk, grimly.
"Then you'rc a foo for your pains. The girl's gat no frieuds-baven't I told

you that before ?
IlCertiinly you bave, Mr. Monk," returned William Jonces, rncekly;

"but look ye now, I tbink "à-

IlYou've no right ta tbink," tbundered Monk; you're not paid for
thiukiog; yau're pald [or kceping the girl, and wbat mare do you wanti
Matt," he continuced lu a softer tone, "lcame ta me."

But Matt didu't bear-ar at auy rate, <lad not beed ; for she miade no
movement. Then Monk, gazing intently at bier, gave vent ta the samo
remark as William Joncs bad donc a few hours before.

Il Vhoie bave you been to-day," bie s2id, "Ita have on ibat frock P'
Again Ilatt hung bier hcad and was silent. Monk repeaîed the question;

aud seeing that bc was dclermined ta have an snswer, abe tbrcw up hier
bead ddfiantly aud said, wiîh a tone of pride in hier vo-ce

"II put it on ta be took 1"'
"To be took ?" repeated Monk.

- Yes," reîurned Matti; "1ta have my likeness tntoh. There be e painter
cbap liere that lives in a carL ; bals loak it."

It was curlous ta note the changes in Mr. Monk's face. At first bie
tried ta appear amiable; then bis face gradually darkened int a look ai
angry suspicion. Mati neyer once wîthdrew bier eyes tam hlm-hie very
presence seemed ta rouse all that was bad inulher, and she glared ait hira
îbrougb ber tanigled lo-:ks in niucb tbe same manner as a shaggy terrier
puppy might gaze at a bull wbich it would fain attack, but fearcd on account
of ils superlor strenglb.

ilMatt," said Mr. Monk again, "lcame bere."
This time abe obeyed ; she rose slawly ram, bier seat aud went relucîantly

ta bis aide.
"oMalt, look me in the face," bo said. "Do you know wbo ibis

painler is 1"'
Malt sbook ber bead.
"How many limes bave you seen bim ?"
"Twice."

«"1And 'wbat bas bie said ta y ou ?"
"A lot o' things."

H1e asked me wba xny mother was, and 1 bold bîm I badn't gat noue."
Mr. Mouk's face once mare grew black as night.
"ISa," bie said, Ilpoking aud prying aud asking questions. I thougbt as

much. He'a ascoundrclly vagabond !"
"No, bie ain'î," said Malt, bluntly.
"Malt, my girl," said Mr. Monk, taking no notice of ber interruptioni,

"Iweuî you ta prozrtse me something."1
Il What is i ?"
"INat ta go near Ihat painler again t"
Matt shoak bier bead.
IlSba'n'L promise," sbc said, Il ause 1 shall go. My likeness ain't took

yet-be takes a tim-, hie dlacs. I'm go! ng ta put tbem things on to-morrow
and bc look again."

For a moment the light in bis cyes Iooked dangerous, then bie smilcd and
patted bier cbeck-at which cares8 sho alicank away.

"What's the niatter ?" bc asked.
"Nýotbing," aaid Matt. IlI dan't like ta be pullcd about, thaî's aIl."'
"You mean you don't like me l'à

"IDon't know. Tbat's tc;lin)g."
IlAnd yet you've no cause ta halo me, Malt, for I'vc been a gond friand

ta you-and always shail, becausc I like yau, Mait. Di you undcrstand, 1
like you ?"I

Sa aniaus did bie stem ta irnprtss Ibis upon bier that 1,o put bis arms
arouud bier waist, drew ber towards bim, and kissed ber on the cbeck, a
ccrcmauy bce bad nover performed before. But Mati seemed by no racass
ta appreciate the bonor ; as bis lips toucbcd bier checks Ba shivercd, and
,when he reascd ber she began rubbing at bbe place as if ta wipe the îoucb
away.

if Mr. Monk noiiced thia action on the part of the girl, bie deemcd it
prudent ta take no notice of it. He aaid a few more pleasint tbings ta
MatI, and again patted ter chek affictionatcly ; then bc le& tbc cottage,
uixg Wialiam Jones with hxm. Tien minutes later WVilliam Joncs returrned
alone.

«-Whcre is bie?" sskcd bIat.
"IMauing àNr. Monk, Matt-hbc egant 1" said Willisr.a Joncs.
111Gene for good ?" dam&udcd Mlail, impatieuîly.
"No, bic ain't, Mat; be'll bc down bitre to-morrow, hc will; and you'd

teit bc at home 1"
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Matt saa nothing tbf e tirne; she only turned away sullenly and
sbrugged hier shculders.

hlatt," eaid William Jones, presently.
il I "

CIMr. Monk sceme uncommon fond of you, hie do."
Matt reilected for a moment, then she replied :
IlI wonder what he's fond o' me for, William Jones."
CIWeil, I dunno ; causeche is, 1 suppose," relurned'William joneo, baving

no more logical answer nt bis command.
IlTain't that," said Matt ; Ilhle don't love me 'cause !'m me, Vlir

Jones. Thcre's eummat cisc, and 1 should just like to know whiat that
summat le, I should."

William Joues looked at ber, conscioue thit there was a new develop.
ment of sagac:y in lier character, but utterly et a loss to understancl
wbat that new*dcvelopment aneant.

,CHAPTER VI.

ALSO CONCLUPFS WITII à XUSS.
When Mett awoke the uext morning the first thing she did .. to look

around for hier Suniday clothes, which on retirlujg to test she had caratf!ly
placed beside ber bed. Thcy wvere gone, and in their place lay the habili.
ments sbe was accustomed to we&.r on bier eratie. pilgrimages every day.

Her face grew cloudy; Cille bunted ail round the chamber, but fiading
notbing that abe sought, she was compellcd ta array heraeif as best she
could.

IlWilliamn Jones," sbe said, when site sit with 'hat worthy et a hermit's
breakfast of dry bread and whey, ",wbere's my Sunday clothes l'

William fidgeted a bit, then bie salad:
CIThey're put where you wan'c find 'cm. Look ye now, Matt, you'd

best be after doing sommai useiul than running about aCter a piinter chap.
I was doa on the shore tbis moaing, and I scen heaps o' wood-you'd
best get somte of it etore nlght 1"

Matt gave e Bnort, but said nolhing. A few minutes later ber benigu
protector left tbe cottage, and after hie bia disippeered Malt issued forth
but instead of beating the shore foi fitewood, as Bht had b:cn lold te do,
she ran acrosa the fields to the painter.

She found him already establishcd at his work. The fact was lie bad
been for some dme strolling about with bis hands in bis pockets, and
scanning the prispect on every side for a sigbt of bier. ]Iaving gai tired of
this characteristic occupation, bie ai length s3t down ta put e l-ýw touches
to tbe portrait. Seeing thai bie was unconscious of bier approicbi, Malt
crept up quiolly bebind h:,-% and look a peep at the picture.

11cr black cyca dilated with pleasure.
"Oh, ain't it beautiful 1" she cxclaimed.
"Sa you bave corne at last,*' said l3rinkley quietly, going on with bis

painting.
Sho nmade no ruavement and no furtber sound; sa bie cantinucd:
"IPerbaps, now yau have came, you'll be gaad euough ta slcp round

tbat I may continue my wvork. I arn longicg ta rctresh my .memary with a
slgbt of your face, Malt."

CIWeil, you can't," said Matt,;C "tbey're locked up 11"
IlEh-wha's lockcd up-ny memory or your face.
It was clear Matt could not appreciate the b3nter. She saw bim smile

and guessed thst be was laugbing at bier, and ber face grew black and
mutinous. She would bave slunk off, but bis voice atopped hier.

"lCorne liere, Mfatt,-" be said. IlDan't bc silly, child ; tell me what's
the matter, end-wby, wbat bas b.ecorne of your splcndid raiment. Your
gorgeous Sunday clotbe 1"

Didn't I tell yau t-hcy're lacked up."
"Indeed 1"
"Ycs, William Jones donc It 'cause bie told hlm. 11e don't want me to

came and be took."
"IOh 1 Tell you what it le, Mati, wve wvll bave aur owu vay in spItt of

îbcm. For ibe presenit this picture shall b: put aside. If in a day or so
yau can again don your Sunday raimant, and sit Io me agalo in them-if
not, I dare say 1 shali be able to finish the dress from mcrnory. Thaî por.
trait 1 sball givo ta Yoeu. In the m-cantime, as 1 want anc for inyscif, 1 will
paint you as you are. Dlyou approve t

mati nogatde ber liea v!gorously.
IlVery well," said J3rinkley. IlThen we wi' get 0:0."
Ha remavcd *roui his casel and carefully cavercd the portrait upon wbicb

hae bad been wîcrking. Then hie put up a frcsb cardboard, and sat down,
invitinig Matt ta do the salu.

With 'ia disappcarancc ai tbe Sunday clothes the girl's Btiftocss stemed
ta bave disappcared aise, and she became ag2ln a veritable cbild of nature.
She looked mare like a shaggy you-ig p3ny f res-a trom a race on the moue-
tain aide, as sha threw hersaIt on the griund in an attitude wbîch was ail
pictnresquancss and bcauty. Then, with lier plump sunburnt band, she
began ta carc!cssly pull up thc gras;, wbulc bier b.ack cycs scirchecd aItar-
nately the ptopr-ct ana the p2iute's face.

Presently sho spoke:-
Il H saja jour a pryio' ecaundrel," she said.
]3rinkley looked up sud smilcd.
"Who is Fe, M£%att ?",
"Mr. Monk," abo replied, and gave a jerk wtb lier bead in the drec-

tian of Moukshurst.
etOh, indccd," said Drinklcy. Il Is my amiable equestrian frienid, fi
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