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But she did care in a way. That is
her vanity was wounded. It ha
pleased her to hear people call him her
“elderly admirer.” At the outside he
was not more than forty, and did not
look that, but he appeared old to the
young, giddy girl of nineteen.

‘hey. little guessed, any of them, that
it was for the sake of a woman he had
loved many years ago, of whom Madg
Porter reminded him, that caused him to
seek the society of the young girl, and
to listen with a sweet mingling of plea-
sure and pain to her bright, animate
talk, her flow of brilliant repartee.

But when this repartee grew spite
ful and bitter, as it sometimes did, then
he would steal away very quietly, an in-
tensely sad expression upon his face.

Madge soon recovered from his de-
sertion and turned gaily to Cyril Lam-
bert. She liked Mr. Lester, but she
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round her pretty figure. She looked
‘very young in the lamplight, almost as
r niece, with complexion
‘and skin quite as soft,” white and pure.
also had the same bright, unruly
Aunt Kate’s, however,
plentifully streaked with grey. There
the likeness as regards feature ended.
Madge had big, saucy brown eyes, a
straight little nose and small red
mouth. Aunt Kate’s eyes were grey in
color, not very large, but full of hu-
mor, as also were her tip-tilted nose
and wide mouth. Madge was pretty,

d| very pretty, but her face lacked the

‘character and humor heér aunt’s pos-
sessed in a marked degree. Aunt Kate
was the life and soul of the party that
evening. She sang and played to them
in a style all her own. Even Nellie
and Cyril, who had dropped in, it must
‘be confessed, out of curiosity, to see
the “aunt,” were astonished and charm-
.ed, and were ready to admit she equal-
led Madge in wit and brilliant repartee,
but not in beauty.

“She is lovely,” whispered Nellie to
Madge at parting. “I guess I shall
love her no end before long.”

Whilst Cyril, the rogue, teasingly re-
marked, “You must look to your laur-
els, Madge; your charming young aunt
will knock our nose out.”

Madge did not mind. She was al-
ready too much under the charm of
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‘Aunt and niece 80on became gre:t

chums, Aunt Kate reading the young
girl like a book. Even whilst she dis-
approved of the petty vanities and pal-
try ambitions which spoiled the girl, she -
also sympathised with them, for she
remembered herself, ‘alas! exactly the
same at her age. :
. “Wait until you have been througl:
the fire like I,” remarked her aunt onc
day; “that will take it out of you,
Madge.” She smiled sadly as she’
spoke and her sparkling face grew
startlingly pale and quiet.

‘Madge learned afterwards from her
mother that Aunt Kate had an un-
happy love affair years ago, but Mrs. -
Porter either did not knew or would
not give her daughter any particulars,

“] believe it was her unruly tongue
and reckless spirit wihch did the mis-
chief—so beware, Madge,” her mother
concluded, to which her daughter re-
plied with a little saucy grimace.

The days passed happily to Aunt
Kate. She had resolutely put away
all pens and paper, though this was
a great sacrifice, as she dearly loved
her work, and had given herself up
entirely to enjoying her holiday. She
was learning to ride and drive under
Mr. Porter’s and Madge’s guidance, in
both of which she proved herself an
apt pupil. ; :

“l am quite sure I shall not want to
go back to dear old ugly London and
my little flat. Your Canada is so en-
t;ancmg," she declared on omne occa-
sion.

“Then do not go back; stay herel”
cried Madge and her mother in one
breath, but Aunt Kate shook her head.
_ “My work lies there, and, after all,
it is my home.”

A week after her arrival Mr. Lester
called. It was his first visit, and
strangely enough his name had not been
mentioned before her by any of the
family. She had been out for her usual
morning ramble, coming back laden
with wild flowers. She was arranging
a big bowl of fragrant wild roses in
the pleasant morning room, when she
heard a man’s footstep cross the hall
and enter the room. Thinking it was
Mr. Porter, she said, without  lookiig
round: !

“What do you think of my spotls,
George, are not these roses simply
lovely?” :

She heard her name uttered in a
strange stifled voice, and she turned
quickly round, the bowl of roses falling
to the ground with a crash.

“Ralph!” she cried, then reeled and
fell fainting into' his outstretched arms.

Who can wonder at it? Brought
face to face with desperate suddenness
with the man she had loved and lost
twenty years before?

When she recovered, it was to find
both her sister and lover bending anxi-
ously over her. With a tender kiss and
smile, Mrs. Porter left them, for she
knew that after so long a separation
they would have much to say to each




