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WHEN Papay Sick

Whot prpit’s sich, ms gowtiess wikon !
Such awll, awlul tin s it mukes,
o gpenky i, ol ! dacn lonesome Lokes,
And gived anch glrantly Klind oy pronns,
Aud rolls hix ey ex wund bolde his head,
And mnhea ma hielp lim wp o e,
Whllo St nud Brldgod run to 4
Hot wator Hags Lo Wi hna o
Azvl [ mnust get the doctor qulch -
Wa have to Jamp witn papn's sivk

L

Whon papit's glek wn s 1o stand

Right sido 0. the It and hold iy bt

Whllo 8bt sl W W fan aa’ fan,

For ho siyn hw's 4 dyim’ man, '

Andt wants the chidbhien roand nim to

Bo thore when st fain’ pu gets
througl'

Ho gayy ho wunts to say goud bye

And Kb ay adl i then hedt Qe

Thon moany .l s4vs lis * bronthn's
thick',

It's awlni v ol whon papa # slek

Whon papi's slek he acte thnt way

Tntil ho hems e dostor sy,

“You'vo only got a cobl, know

Yow'l! ba all fight i day or so”

And than—wall, sy, 1 cught to see,

T dfferent aa he ean be,

And growls and awears from poon to
nmght

Just C‘enuso s dluner alw't
rhght,

And all o does t3 (uss and klek—~

cooked

' ADAUGHTER OFNATURE

- LHE WEEKLY FREEMAN.
Chapter kL

There are wary who bollsr o with me
thut nuturo—the \lsiblc unture of hul
angd dale, of runuing wator and fleet-
tng clouds, of sunshino and storm and
tompost—when It gets the chanco of
mouldiug a charaoter, shapes it to its
own image, anid makex it fu very truth
aq interpreter of uli s own mysterl-
ous passlon. Often tho Interpretation
goed no {arther thau to the neart of
tho belng himsolf whom uature has
thus nursed in her lap, (ot be, haviag
no volec, cannot siug tu tho world the
wonderous songs over  throbblug
through his braln; but somotimes her
noreing becomes, as it wers, & shorp
to chant her melodiow, welrd and other-
eal, to ears that wonder and but
vagooly understand.

Aann Dattnes hud  been mothorlesa
trom tho hotr of her birth, for In that
hour hor wmother's soul had Joosed its
bonde, thoreforo her upbringing  de-
volved ontirely upon her romajning
parent. He was a rugged, sllent man,
who had married late In e, How to
nanago the baby wus a problem to

. him; ho solved it by procurlng an ol
derly woman, sliont and phlegmatic as
filmeolf to nurso tho clild nad with
that task to act as housckeeper. From
the moment of her coming ho seented to
torgot the exlstonce of his Httle daugh-
ter, and a8 tho yoars passed away and
Anna merged futo glrlhood he nevor
obanged In thig respect. 8mall won.
dor that tho malden grew up In awe
of her father. He seldom spoke to her
oxcopt to glve some order or to ask
some neeessary question, and when ho
dld his face nover wore o smile. T do
not doubt hio loved the girl in apitd of
all bls grlm ways, but some thero are
who know not how to «how tholr love.

Thoy lved In a farmhouse In a re-
mote corner of a southern shire. The
noarest liabitatlon was milesa away.
boyond tho gray mountalng which shut
tn tholr lttle valloy from the world
—thoso eame gray mountalns that
towored nud kopt guar' over the dark
and gloomy lake, fnt. whose depths
Anug was wont to gaze with au lndo-
tinablo souse of longlng. Tho scream
of tho ottor in the murales, tha tlap:
ping of the heron’s wing by tho reedy
Iakeside, the swish of tho wild geese
over her head In tho ovenlng. the coo-
ng of tho pigeons in the ivied ruins
near her home, wure sounds infinitely
more fawilinr to her cars than hunan
voloed, for visltors to hor fathor were
of the fowveat, and when they como the
gilent hospitallty with which they
were recelved dld not induce conver-
eation. On theeo occaslons Anua,
from o tur coyner, would sarvoy the
atranger with curlous and frightoned
eyes and wonder what the world be-
yond the mountalns, of which Ufe-
beth In o moment of confidence had
onoe told hor, was like, But sho nev-
er longed to be of thut world. Her
Nte, freo as the air, was a happy one
among the mountalns and tho valloy
and the waters, Lisboth nover ox-
pocted hor to nsslst in the houvsowork.
Hor rather spent his days svandering
trom slope to slopo, swhoreon o ragged
hordsman or t«wo Jooked after lis
sheep, but ns to hls daughter's move-
ments ho pald no attention. He let

7 her .grow us just as froa as tho birds

that tlew abovo his head and quito ae
gnorant. Lisbeth, Indeed, besldes her
prayers and catechivm, had taught her
to read nnd write, but of what prae-
tical w0 was It to be able to rend
when the houss contalned no ook hut
an old Bible? But Annn lhad anothoer
and greater teacher. Porched on her
tavorite high rock over tho dark lake
sko learned lessons, morbid perhaps,
but nono tha less deop and lasting.
The &ir for lier wae full of intolilgible
voloes. She knew what tho scream of
the wild mountain birds meant. Every
elgnal, avery varled noto of the‘fea-
thored ‘trlbe had for her a distinct sig-
nlflcation, She knew what the ripples
ou the lake woro saying as they play-
-ed hido and eeek on lts bosowr and the
Jsunshine  wildiy darced betweon.
‘When ¢tho loaves stirred (n tho breese
she know qulte well that thoy were

/" enly trombilng for joy bicause thelr

friond, tho soothing, slaking raln was
near. Oh, what joyous thinga thoso
leavea could murmur, and yet how
thoy could wall and moan In tho.sore,
Ootober. And as for the winds, they
. “were her friends {ndeed. What volces,
werry aund plalntivo, sho heard in thelr
sighlog, volces, reador, of whith I,
and you. too, perhaps, aro too dull to
catoh the slighteat soand.

It 18 not wonderful that with no oth.
or teacher Anna's chavacter was but
a human reproductlon of nature. With
every mood of that tcachor sho ayme
pathlzed litnosoly, In tho summer,
when a.! was gay and joyons, Annn
waa sprightlsy as n faley, yot if a
thuaderatorm camo on ol hor bright-
nows vanished and shoe becama, wure

vharged with gioom  and depresston.
I the winter she wan niwngs grave
and wont abont with o serlonn braw,
et the bright, {rosty dads brought
bavk her cheerfaluesy,  bat not  the
hght gaiety of tho  aomiaer ‘Phos
with (vory change i the nantmots
world Vuna chapged o, sho was
prslonnte with nutures ousdton vatm
With her acttied ealin, joyous Witk her
sunny joy, utnd luguld with her heavy
faguor A through 1L ail o Inward
foree waas coustuntiy urging her to un-
burden hersott ol thoughits with which
the clouds aud the winds woere charg-
fng her aood, but she, belug only an
untutorad wndden, BEser dreaned of
putting these thonghis lito words She
lad no books by which ghe could learn
the menaer  of writhyr  down  her
drenmig gy, and, extepta Uy or two
Ahe had learned fron Lisbetn, she had
b v o plien of pracucal postiy (that
sonnds paradonieal, I3 poetry  over
practieal )—but of the pontry which
goos nie farther thane the imagination
whe pos b a veritable mine.

This wag It was m which Anna’s
Ble W~ passed up o the age of nine-
teen, when Jwer father, who wis very
ol (o1l tuto bis death slekness, “To.
wards  tho end  he scemed troubled
about s daughter, §le said thix one
evenlng to the garl heeself, bug she,
ot understanding that he was refers
rig to the manner In which ahe had
been brought up, berught him to be
at peace with her When satlafled
that o was dying he bade her bring
him pen and paper, as he  wished to
writo to s brother, o doctor, In o
large town In Lancaslme,  sllently
Anna dh] as she war required, bug with
wonder ln hor heart, tor she knew not
t11] now that sho had an uncle.

“T will ask him to como to me beforo
T die, Anun,” said the okl man, ng she
propped htn up nnd sev the writing
materlals bofore him. “I want him to
promlse that ho will take care of you.'

Three daye dragged along and atil
the old man Ungered. Gn tho ovenlng
of the fourth the two women watch-
ing by tho bedslds were startled by
tho nolwe of wheels outside. Opening
the door Anan saw approaching It
qulckly a man drossed ln a  garb
which, though but the ordinary attire
of n professtonal man, was new and
atrange to hor. She guessed this was
her uncle. :

‘How I8 ho? How 13 my brother?”
he nsked cagorly, as ho cutered.

“1 ferr death le near.” sho answered,
n Fer aluw, gravo tones ; “thnt come to
i and you will sce.”

You aro my nelee 7 questloned tho
doctor, uoting adwmiringly  the clear
cyer aud broad, whito brow of the glrl.

“1 am Annn Daines,” sho sald, pre-
cading him into the room.

The dylng man was peering anxlone-
1y towards tho doar, for he, tao, had
heard tho car arrlve, As his oyer fell
on his brother the shadow passed from
}:ln {nco and he breathied a sigh of re-

tef,

“'George,” he sald, weakly, with an
e'fort oxtendlug one feoblo haud, "yaou
hava como at Inst. Thank God I”

““Yes, John; T am glad that we are
friends even now, and tha dooter
proased the enld hand and pushed back
tha swowy locks from the alrendy
damp and clammy brow.

Then Annn Jeft the brothers estrang-
eod for long years—though she knew
naunght of that—together. We shall
not pry into thelr reconclitation. Suf.
flco 1t to say that when, it an honr
Inter, Auna came In, alie found them
&t hand In hand, and her father's
fncs wore snch & happy look that sho
could not holp feellng gratitude to-
wards hor uncle for bringlug 1t theres
THe )ived lor a day or two longer, dur-
ing which his brotlier was assiduously
at his slde. Death camo when the sun
wae einking behind tho mountain and
all tho world was atllf ; his soul parted
from ita clay prison quletly, peacetally,
na tho yellow leaf drops from the tree
in autumn.

Anna’s grief was intense, for though
ho had aver beert told and indlitferent
towards hor, yet he was hor fathor
and one of the two human belngs that
mado all her world, and on whom,
therefore, shie Invished har love, The
doctor trled to comfort her, but ehe,
truo to the tenchings of her mother,
Nature, apont hor sorrow to the ut.
most tension. Dut whon the priest
came, the old prieat, whos2 church lay
beyond tho valley, from whose hands
aho had received first communlon and
overy communion slnce, she allowed
herself to be soothed and consoled with
higher, holler thouglits than even na-
ture can Inspire,

They laid the body to rost In the
shady churchyard by the Inkeslds,
where the shiort lnp of the wavelots
la hoard the softest, and where the
storm chauts fte  wilerdest funereal
dirge,

Chapter 1I.

Imagine, reador, i you can a girl
brought up as Anna had heen, trans.
ported to the busy, throbbing heart of
4 buey manufacturing towsn, and re-
flect how such a change would affect
hor chnracter. Yot 1t wns so. The
doctor, deapite har pleadinga to bo left
at Benlevin. had brought her to live
with him, He could not, ho aaid, leave
her thoro alone with Licboth ; her fath.
or had given her Into hig chargoe, #o it
wa« necessary thnt she should come
awny. He lnd intonded selling tho
Iarm, If indecd a purcbnser conld he
fonnd, which was donbtful, but at the
irl's atartled entreatles o consented
to rotain 1t for a timo at least, leav.
Ing It in the care of old Lisvoth and
tho sheplierds. The doctor was a kind
man, not at all dark nnd stern lke
hor tathor, and really liked his niecn.
But ho could not undoratand why «
girl of her yoara should be passion-
ately attached to her home ar ja ut-
terably miscrablo at lenving it. He
saw that her ideas on most motters
were, an he thonght, somowhat mor.
bid, and he rightly attributed this to
the scolnsfon in which sho had been
nurtured. But there wero tlmes when
the girl waa an utter riddic to him,

The nol«e and buatlo of the town teor.
ritied Auna at first, Sho seeimed Hko
a poor, imprlsoned tird, peoplng in af-
Irlght at the continual stream of peo-
plo In the street boneath hier window,
In apite of her uncle’s unlform klndness
hor splvits drooped lowor day by dav,
8ho longed to brathe hor own pare
mountaln alr agaln, to kear the little
Inmba bleat on the slopes, to watch the
light ripples sond ncross the inke,

Compared with All thewe thengs thut | fuig ¥ ~ho e1ll,

e hind dost s comforta with which
st was surroutdod wers aa o0 much
ashes I hor eyes. The lage, richly
Turakshed houe seeme d to her a prison
suotting hee I rone ald she doved.

Ouno mornlog s swis vittimge at the
window, sazlug as ussul up into tho
Hette patelr of sky  dicecnitie abosvi
the  housetopm. Hev  fave looked
strangely white and wan. Preseatly
hor naele cnwe in, puliing on hiy gloves,
Notlelng ber wenry look he ingd g
hand Kktudly on lier henrd.

“Why do 3you ook =0 miernble, An-
na? Ave't dou happy b 2

“Happy "' she ceied C liere wheree
there are 1o Witk o bitds, no trees,”
il shie gazed 2L mm In surprse

“Ruat, ehthd, smelhy we enn be happy
without these thung.  Whs dow't votr
g0 out into the garden ™

“Oh, 36 seddens me Gne iears Lhere
no birds, no tender voees, no gontie
whnds Tt Is not free

“Chill, child, you  are too morhla ¢
it telt yon w » though. I'm off to
a patient several wles In the coun-
tey, Jfust get on sonr tnngs and come
with me. It will do son good.”

A Jook of sndden pleasure shone in
Anna‘s exes and tho dootor chuckled
to himsel! as &hie hurp. Y away to zet
ready. e had found a key for her:
she should aceompany Wim henceforth
on all his drives.

But the zood man wwas doomed to Mis-
appointwment, The country around B~
thickly dotted with cottages and farm.
Nouses was rlch and pleasant to he
sure, but it lacked the rugged wild.
newn, the majestic loneliness which An-
na loved. She was stlent and despond.
ent.

“Well,” asked the doctor, “shat do

|

Lover b book,

I must resd 1t again
Lo mywoll and then L shan kLow it by
heuwrt,

AL it aventin shs ape nt pourlag
Wien ten e cam>
Nho tun e the dostor  with shinguge
oy
s, bt eried, TURNOW L ol Ruw,”
and to bl andikgutshed astonishnens
WHo eepeated Lie whiole canto from .
glnnng o end, Rever loaving out n
winglo Ve,

Fho ddoctor guessed he was on the
VIRDL track a dast, and ab hiv aewaro

wotments e desoted to fostertng in
e girl a taste for Hwerature, e
W 0L tonz 1 notleing theet passuges
W whicl Batare waw repeosented an
Yoing anhuate and feeling, exeited e
utmost enthosnesin, for example, the

openinge nea of the fitth ot ol the
SLay” m whtel al? aatare s dep'-ted
as mournlng a great poet’s  death -

Tues which she murmiiod ovrr o
over with fond spmpethy
From Scott, having obs o here

hor taste fav, he tet ber on to Words.
worth. [ she had bee. cliarmed be.
face, shie was fascluated, speliimsnd,
now. She re.eled by the falio yet pan-
slonato lnsplrations of Natme s traest
poct. fler unele soon saw  that his
guldanee wak no lagger neeessaey, and
satisficdd thet a desp and growing in-
torest waw (UWng e wind to the ex-
cluslon In @ great meagrure of fantas.
e lmaghungs. he left hor 1o herell,

Sho beeame an omnivorous reader,
but poetry 1t was that ranght deepest
root in her mind, at which the doctor
knowing hor so wel), wan not surprised.

One day they were discuseing Shel.
lex's poemd, whirh Anna was reading
Just then,

“What a luxnrionr Imagzination he
1" sho sald, “yet ho lncked the

you think of thix borlood 2"

“Ah,"” eho replled with n sigh, “it is
protty, no doubt, but there 1& no free.
dom here.”

“Freedow !
child 2

“\Why, uncle, you must surely know
what 1t 13 to feol you are slons on A
mountaln top, wheeo yoa can almost
touch the clouda and tancy you see the
angele flving near heaven’s guten. You
fees o pure, 8o ralaed above the world.
And then all you hear there—~sounds of
carth aud alr that 1l your heart to
rapture.”

“Annn, Anvual" crled the doctor, In
real distress. “'Can‘t vou see thut this
{8 )l hinaginntion--the strange fancies
of a mind undiscipltned by sozial in.
fluence. It 18 soclety you need, chitd.
You mnst make friends, *

Sho shivered and shrank from him.

“But 1 don’t want to—I could not”
—she began, but he Interrupted her
with:

“But you must, Anun. It Is for your
own good. Don‘t you seo that?”

Dr. Dalnea hiad numeroas friends In
B——. Hiz wife, dead threo ten yeors,
had beet o native of the place, and
lier relntives woro only too willing to
introduce Anna to their Jittle set, and
went about tho task hopefully, But
they soon dlscovered that the child of
nature was as a caged blrd in the
mldst of a flock of barnyard fowl. She
1A not understand them, nor they her.
Her extreme sensithreness to every
pagsing emotlon  they regarded with
wonder. 8he shrank from meecting
people and never ventured out iuto the

What dJdo you mean,

I}
noble purity which marks every line of
Wordaworth.”

“And Wordaworth's strongth, too,"
added the doctor. Then, after a mo-
ment's “Nence, he sald thoughtfaily ©

‘Annn, it seems to me that Fou must
be a poet ; your mind le so full of poet-
ry. Why don't you try to write?”

“Write 1t 1" she echoed, In surpriso:
“but I don’t know how. And yet,”
meditatively,  “often there are
thoughts which press heavlls on me
tor expression. If T only know how to
bring  them forth. TUnele, will you
tonch me 7" she euddenly asked, with
that truatful look she always turncd
on him.

“Why, I can searcely teuch sou to be
n poot, Anua, for there {8 nothing of
the poetic In me. But [ will instruct
i\iou In the rules of versification, if you

ke.”

And having mado clear the path, at
the almplicity of which sho wondered,

he left tho rest to herself as before.
It any of the divine tire hurned in her
breast, ha argued, she required no guld-
ing hand to glve It Wee, Nor wane he
wrong. Anna eagerly avalled of this
hitherto unknown channel fnto which
to unburden her mind of the weight
of passiug, tender and gloomy, with
which nature had been charging 1t
slnco childhood. It rolied forth s o
continuoug atrenm of poesy, now clear
and pellucid, now axollen nnd turbld,
hut luvariably heautiful with the sur-
posMne beauty of the teacher from
whom sho drew her Inepirations. And
tho doctor, to whom alone these writ.
ten were d, marvel

streaty except from shecr selty. At
flrst the doctor's frlenda langhed at
ter thoidity nnd sald sho would soon.
grow out of that, but months glided
by and she was the same timld Anna,
with the saiac yearning look in her
ayes. and the same ‘longing in her
heart for the heautifuil Benlesin,

“My dear.” sntd Mrs. Rice-Smith to
her confidential friend, “that ntece of
Dr. Dalnea I8 Incomprchensible. She
Is hopeless, In fact. Why, the girl
trembler It you look at her, and when
by dint of tact you sucoeed In making
her talk, sho only romances awny
about rocks and clonds and Inkes, No-
thing cleo scems to Interest her.'*

“Poor child! What a plty!"” sald
her friend, good-naturediy, “and she
1s 80 pretts, too, only sho does not
seom to know it."”

The doctor, too, was beginalng to
seo that hin second plan was a fall.
ure. Ho wnas sorely troubled 1bout
Anna. He had resolved to take her
back to Benlevln In August, his vaco.
tion wonth. That he knew would
please hor, but would not the seconq
coming Away be mora palnful than the
first? To Anna's unfolgned rollef he
no lonzor required her to meet visl.
tors. For a few days he left her to
hor own devices. Then one evening an
iden struck hini, It wae curfous that
1t had never ti! now occurred o him
to questlon Anna as to the educntion
she had recetved. He walked atraighit
to where she was sitting passively In
}t‘ho garden geat and sat down beside

er,

“Anna,” he asked,
1wend

Sho looked at him inquiringly, then
answored slmply :

Ol yes, of conrse, I read my pray:
or book.”

“But do you not care to read any.
thing eleo—pootry, for Instance, or
atorios 7

8ho shiook her head,

“We had no books 2% home savo the
Blble, and that I did not understand.
It novor occurred to me thad1should
Hko to read. But perhaps if I could
understand the words I should.”

“J am sure you would,” cried the
doctor, engerly. “What Jdo you say 1!
I read aloud and explalued to you hs
T went aloug. A nature such as yours
e sure to delight In poctry.” .

“Do you think 8o, unclo 2" snid Anna,
with Interest. “Oh, then I do wont
to road.”

Tho doctor earefully considerat what
o solect fur her. Pootry, he declared,
was surer ¢~ capturs her fancy than
prose, The pletaresque and atriking,
ho knoew, appeal beat to cultivated
wminds, And in his eetimation no poot
combinnd theve qualities with slmpil.
city and elegance moro admirnhiy than
Seott. He cboso the “Layx ol tho Last
Minstrol" .

The doctor was right. Anna fol-
lowed hia glow, clear utterances with
tho most rapt attentlon. Ho soon
found &ho had no trouble ibeut grasp-
Ing tho poet's meaning. He oot
through one whole eanto at the first
reading. Closing the volumo ho look-
&1 at Anna ag It to rend her tmpres.

“do you ever

slons ont hor face. e had aever seen
hor Jook o hiappy. “Oh, It i8 enchant.

ed at the depth of the pirl's genins
hnd the richness of her Imaglnation.
Fle clearly saw that she was a born
poetess and often thought that If her
tintdity conld Yo overcome and sho
conid be fnduced to publish, the volce
of the Nterary world wauld vote her
nt once among the first ranks of liv.
ing poots. Bat for the most part his
only fecling on the matter waa one of
sladness for the happy chango that
han come over Anna. She no louger
went nbont twith a moody face anda
laggIng atep, for now she kunew how
to dlscharge herself of all that was
welghing down her splirits, and this
knowledge wan 80 preclous and enabled
her to bring forth euch delicious frulte
that 1t banished every feoling save
that of happiness.
Chapter 111

Fivo years slipped awvay and Anna
atl) Nived with the doctor. She had
developed into a tender, sympathetic
woman, vory different from the nn.
tutored girl we have known, for read.
Ing and etudy and writing had broad.
ened and cultivated her mind and toned
down her unnsual character. But In
one respect she was atlil tho same, Her
years of ellent Intorcourse with
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suve wiat of her aneie, s
strong averston to. She shunncd 1t
with sl the cagerness of & <hy, tiad
natare. And S0t was that the wortd
Kuew her not, ad the ten of gt that
did kttow her externnily griasels misun.
derstomt her. The doctor alone aacw
the rare worth of that tender, poret o
heart, and Hke a wise man appreciats
od it at ite true value,

L was evenng towards the ead of
May, and Anun, with a mand, was bus-
ty engnged in packing, for they were
to start for Deulevin em the morrow.
Tho doctor wak growing fechie now,
and had deelded to spend the entire
summer at the farm, theretoro Anna’s
heart war gay and snatehes of songy
cxcaped ner 1w am she arranged mat.
ters for the journey.

Prewently hier anclg entered the room
holding in hin hand an open lettor.

“Annn” he sald, “you have often
heard mo speak of Rupert Woyman, @
nephew of my wite's? Well, when 1
was lust tn London, 1 saw his health
wae quito broken down and urged him
serlously to tnkea reat. A8 ho has ua-
unlimited coufldence in twe, and a8 wo
nro beslden fast friends, 1 invited him
to Benlovin for one of tho summer
monthe. At first ho decllned, and ¥
auspect 1t was because of you. Now,
hawerer, he writes saying that if Mise
Dalnes hus no objections he would very
wmuch wlksh to come. What say you,
Anna? You will make the little sacrl-
fice, will you not, and I may bld him
welcome 2"

Annn looked a little disappolnted,
but smiled cheerfully at her uncle’s
last worde.

“Ot course, wo must not be inhosplt-
able, uncle. 1 darveeay Mr. Woyman
will not Interfere much with me.
Everybods scems to know my pecull-
arltlcs 80 well,” she added, rather sad-
Iy,
)"an Four uncle knows you for the
noblest girl In England, and If he had
his way everyono else should know 1e,
t00,” and he left the room to writs to
Rupert Werman.

Tho fart that they shonld have =n
gnent da..ped Anna's pleasurs nt the
prospeet of A threc monthe stay
among hee native mountains. This Ru.
pert Weyman she know durlug his vis.
{4 to hix friends in B— had frequent.
1y called at hor uncle's house, but she,
according to her custom, Yad not made
his acquaintanoe. She had never seen
him. She had heard the dootor say
he wak @& very clever man, sub-editor
of & high-claes magazine and an essay-
Ist of 1o mean capaclty.

Rupert came when they were sottled
down at Benlovin. She was surpris.
od to fiud him n modest looking young
man, with a pale, intellectual face.
Strange to say, from the first moment
of mecting rho felt quite at easo in his
company. Perhape tho fact that he
never looked at her, nover scomed to
notice her at all, was the canso of this,
But, though pleaalng her at the outeots
after n few days this lne of conduct
began to dlesatiafy her, Mr, Werman
she roflected, mnat have a 7ery poor
oplnion of her, must think hor verv
stupid, and she knew she was not that.

But Rupert Weyman thought far
othorwive, He had been watching her
cloeety unobeerved, studylog her face,
notlng how eho epent her tlmo, re-
marking the books sho took with her
on her rambles, noticlag even that she
pover went withount notebook and pea-
cll, And he had'drawn his own conclu-
glons thorefrom. This svas no ordinary
woman he was convinced. It was
worth while trying to break that bas-
rier of timid shyncas to discover what
lay beneath.

One day she aat writing on her old
favorite rock she saw Rupert scram-
Vling up the stecp amcent from the,
lake. She would have stood up, but sho
felt that he had already scen her, and
doubtlesa he would turn nway present-
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Phe friniehip thas opened, feew and
cartied with the o0 en saaitn F o Jaya,

fupert, hAnowing that the anrat way
ol gainime another's conlic e ix by
confidinz in them, <pohe trecly to A
of e B, his work, his hopes, his awe
plratlons. Giradually e det her on to
wi Jam of hersell, and he was rewanl-
od by the complete unvelllug of hee
heatt to bis gaze, MHe conid only look
on el womder,  What passton, wheae
tnderness, what Imaginatton  were
heve! In her every thought he could
pinnly trace the mouniding tinnd of the
maestle teacher, who had fashioned
her chagacter, With a fecling akin to
awe hLic lstened to Anua’s account of
her glooms, happy chlldhood and  tho
friends thereof.

No wonder she was different (rom
other women!

Then he drew her on to the world
of books. Anna soan® understood that
he was an admirer of her beloved
Wordaworth,

“Yes,” she sald, “I agreo with you.
In my cetiinatlon Wordsworth is the
poet uf nature ‘par excellence,' "

“With one exception, though,” mald
Rupert. “To my mind he does not
come up to Eman Kesloe. Have you
read any of his poetry ?~he Is a now
genlus, you know,”

“Yee," faltered Anna, with a swift
glance up into his eyes. “You think so
highly of Esman Kesloe 7

“I do," he replied, enthusiastically.
“‘Ho is Nature's own chlld, Interproting
her every mood with divinest under:
standing. Do yon know,” he added,
vaguely, “his poems remind me of you.

“0f mo!’ she crled. flushing hoMy.
“Why of mo?*

“Becituse when you speak of the
dreame and fancles of your youth you
seem but echolng Kealoa's thoughts. He
ts ovor In my mind when I hear you.”

“He,” she repeated. “‘Ia Kealoe & man
then 2"

“Why, of course it {s a non-de-plume
for nubedy has any idea of the post's
fdentits. Dut from the deileacy of his
ideas I often think that Esman Keeloo
{8 renlly & woman. Annal" ho ex.
clalmed, with swiden conviction, *I
have made a discovory. You are Ks.
man Kesloe.”

“11 Why do yon Imagina that tH

“Because 16 must bo so! lecauvso it
{81 No two minds coultl be a0 exactly
u;lro. Come, Anna, tell me, ts it not
802"

Sho stood trembling for a moment,
then, putting her hand in bis, answer-
ed, “Yes.”

“1 know Jt1" he eried, joyfully., "I
knew my darling's Intellect was beau.
titul zs her face. Ch, Annn, my ten-
der, ehrinking Anna, what genius
hides behind thoee timid eyest™

She noted what tn his excitemont had
eécaped hia llps. Shs turned palo as
she heard hls endearing terms, She
drerw her hand away. Suddenly he
know what he had been saying.

“Well, what if It 1s 602" ho crled,
hotly. “Anna, 18 the knowledge that
you are dear to me so repulsive to
You

“Repatalve! What do you mean, Ru.
port 2 she stammered.

"Do rot blnme me, Anpa. How could
I help loving you~loving your grand
pathotic nature? You told mo I was
your first frlend ; but, Anna, I want
something more, 1 want your whole
heart.”

8ho stood sllent and trembling, while
hor color came and went.

Ho bent over her and took her hands
in l{lq.

“Anna,” he mormared, drawing her
to him. ‘don’t you see our symx?:fthle-
arc ones What but force of aympatty
could mnke me find Esman Keeloo in
you? Yon are the ideal for whom I
have teen always searching. Haoving
found you, I will not let you go.*

And ho drew her Into his arme, whera
sho nestled with & sob of jor at her

I¥., To her surprise he app hed her.

“Am T trespassing upon yQur do-
main, Misk Dalnes 7" he asked, taking
oft his hat. *Tho view hero 34 €o por-
foct that 1 am tompted to sit down
and enjog It.”

“Do 60, by all means,” sald AnnA,
with n norvoas flgsh, closing her book,
for fucther writing tvas Impossible.
Thero was siience for some time, dur-
Ing which she felt ancomfortebie and
wished ho wonld go away. He did no-
¢hing of the kind, however, but pree-
entiy surprised her by dbeginning to
talk’in an easy tone, asif ha had
nown her all he life, of tho lake,
and tho cllffs and the grasses—thincs
on which he ehrewaly guessed he would
have lier eympathy. He wae right, for
‘hor enthuslagm aroused, Anon began to
talk, too. Once tho lce was broken the
convercation tlowed fn & natural, easy
straln, The oxpericnce was 3o now to
Annn that 1t was only the rays of the
ectting sun In her eyes that reminded
hor hotw long they had spent thus.

“Ol,” #ho crled In alaem, “unste wilt
bo distressed abont me.* and ahe hure
ried down the hill

“But ho will soon ho glad, too, for
yon and I are fricnds, la it not-eo®*
8ald Rupert, Jooking Into her timid
eyee,

“Yes, If_you wish 1¢ 80" sho murs
mdred, “Tou velll be my tirst friend.”

dngtor war walting for them at
tho door. 1loe looked hig pleasuro when
ho saw thew vomo In tognther.

“Mise Dalhen and T have teen got-

ting to Xnow each other, dootor,” sald
Rupert, gally. The old man smied at
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WIith Rupert's sympathy to cheer hor
on Anna is dally growing lels gesceps
tible to the practical world around her,
and soon she will have the courago to
proclabin who Feman Kesloe 1s. And
the doctor !« happs I the knowledge
that through his efforte her life, ig.
stead of belng wasted by the ..ker of
morbldiees, {s spent in teachlug noble
minds tho deep and solemn lessong
which ahe learned from Naturo's lipe,

~Trit 1ER DEar.—Mr, J, F.
Drugiit, Perth, wiiten: 5 & enaroess
ot wine having been cared of destuess,

y tbe wie of Dx. Tromas' Ecracrsic
Orz, wrote to Treland telling bia friends
there of the cure, In covsequencs I
;eeeiwd 81 order to mand bsif's dosen
i‘oe ;.’E‘m to ‘Wexloza.' Ireland, thix

A woraan likes o bo teld how pn‘n
ts and b o4
oy 2z omely some other
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Farnar Fux, E, L. Doreey, Kath.
arion '}!;ynxu Bl;n\‘?onb. M. A, % t,
« Eqan, ard all the forem 3
olio writers covlibate io “&.:‘r g?yh-'
s0d Qitls’ Own," the new fllustrated
Catbolic Mcathly. 75 centa in postage
Mawps, snh to Broaiger Brothers, 86
Batolay 8b.. New York, in the oasient
way {0 pay for & year's subscripiion.




