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Called To Account.

A cheering summet’s sun shone brightly
anme, and mirrored it3 reflection in my
heart. I had arrived atthathopeful age when
all things wear g$heir fairest aspect, when
life itself flows like asmooth unrufled stream.
I had just attained my one-and-twentieth
birthday.

Iwas engaged tobe married to amanl
loved. My chief friend and companion was
the Belle of Rothsey, the envy and admira-
tion of the whale village; her name was
Grace Merton, and she was the loveliest wo-
man in thewerld, in my eyes. I was an artist,
and it was nry delight to sketch the periect
face of my girlish friend and schoeol comy.an-
ion. I was not jealous. How could I bs
Jealous of a bosom friend?

Besides, I had secured the heart 2nd hand
of one of the most envied heirs in Rothsey,
and standing next in suecession to a baro-
netey. What greater stroke of fortune could
I secure had § possessed the most beautiful
face in Ghristendom?

I was not a beauty, but my friends all saw
a something in me; what that something was
Inever had been able to discover. I was
about the average height, of somewhat stout
frame, with dark hair and eyes, and rather
sallow complexion—the very opposite to iy
fair delicate friend, with her goldem hair,
blue eyes, and exquiritely modeled features.
X had no relative in the world, except a maid-
en aunt whomel lived with; but Ihad money,
and, of course, could command a wide circle
of friends and acquaintances. 1 was proud,
and, with the exceptien of Grace Merton, I
never admitted any woman intomy confi-
dence,

*Twas too proud to be jealous, Ihad too
much self-respect; I knew that it I had not
beauty, I had many other higher gifts to
make up for its absence, and I had one of
the prettiest homes in Rothsey. I was hap-
py—alhl too happy to last.

I was, at the commencement of my tale,
sitting on a bench beside the clear brook,
which rippled at my feet; at the end of our
garden, and on which the cheering suurays
reflected two shadows—imny own end aunt
Betsy’s who sat beside me knitting, seeming
more grave and solenm than usual. She was
2 prim spinster on the shady side of fifty, an
excellent and well-disvosed creature, al-
BNOUZH werhaps given to 100k on e shaay
side of things; she had corkscrew ringlets
fastened back by side combs, a florid com-
plexion, and wore green glasses. Obeof the
most unpleasant features in my aunt’s face
was her mouth; it was always set and grim;
it never relaxed on any occasion; no frivo-
lous smile dared to lurk around its sacred
precincts. Shehad long, long big her final
adieu to this world’s glare and tinsel, ’

“Gertrude,” she said, after a long pause,

“I have been thinking over your wish, and X
advise you nof to invite Grace Merton to stay
with you until after you are married.”

1 opened my eyes to their fullest extent,

“Why after?” I asked in astonishment.

“My dear Gertrude, you don’t face the twa
sides of the quedttion; she may be all very
well as a companion; but have you consider-
ed that your intended husband will Le visic-
ing you at the same time?”

Still m perfect darkness as to the dritt of
her argument, I replied:

“Of course, I have considered it, aunt;
surely the house is large enough to hold
both.”

't here was another awkward pause, a shift-
ing of the green glasses, and againa firm
hand on my ar.

“My dear, you won’t untlerstand me; thera
are some women whom no houses are large
enough to contain, Suppose she should be-
come a—a—a rival?” finally burst out my
aunt, turning round suddeuly, and facing
me,

The latter word.instead of having itsusuaal
effect, touched me quite in a contrary diree-
tion. I burst out with a hearty laugh, my
aunt looking on with ‘rigid seriousness all
the while.

“Child !—why do you laugh?” she said, aft-
er regarding me for a long interval. “Is it
su very impossible fer one womanto rival
ansiher; and one who hassuch winning prete
tiness, and—and—?" She hesitated here,
and breaking off into another strain, reming-
ed me that none of our family had ever beem
beauties (whieh fact she herself certainly
bore out) ; remuded me also that wy dark
heavy: features would not retain youth im
them logg, and that wmen were always Fed
away nowadays by prettiness.

Still bearing wy aunt’s unflattering come
parison good-humoredly, I replie’:

“Some men, but not such men as Beroard
MecGregor; besides, Grace Merton is my
friend.” Ilaid emphasis on the last word
“friend,” my ideas on the subject being rath=
er elevated. Tome the word “friend” com=
prised all a woman should be to another—
genuine, true, steadfast, ready to sacrifice
anything and everything. Alas, 1 placed tog
Ligh a stake on fraf] woman's friendship. E
judged others by myself.

My aunt saw that I entirely ridiculed her
caution; she knew that my will was as firme
and stubborn as my friendship.

“Have your own way, Gertrude,” she said,
rising and wending her footsteps towards
the house; “you can never know anybody
until you live with them! But, come.” And
my aunt was a sealed book to me for the resk
of that day.

The following day Grace Merton arrived,
and was warmly greeted by myself, although
received somewhat coldly by my aunt. Ol@
maids are often curious in their prejudices,



