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th dress smehow. Couin Aunt Pyi-
to is a friend o fiers, I kiowe. ivu
liard lier speak of the pour littlo thiig,
iand say sie weau a regiiar trump. Pet-
halps I iniglit vrito Cousin Anne. tell lier
about the whiole trouble, send lier tn
pounids or so, which ought to pay for tho
dress, and get lier to givo the muoney to
Miss Lorrîsmer as thoughli from herself
Tho poor chid w'il hate to knioow tlit 1
saw lier crying. Tho best thiiig I cau do,
for both our sales, is to go away."

Beforo March wvent down to liakfast,
latt tfih next mnrning, he wrote to Lady
Paynton, inclosing his chequo for Se
gumeas, with explanations and a re-
quest.

March had certainfly admired Henri-
etta Millard's stately beauty, though ho
had nerver committeil himself in any
way, d had feitno emotion for lier
wohîicwasakinto love. Hobad thought,
perhaps that she would look well ait tli
hradof his table, and that fo miigit io
wrorso than ask her to b his vife; but
now, since the episodo oSfhu spoiled
Lall-dress, his mind-sfio sd nover guon
su deep us his heart-had nîo room for
fier image.

Lady Paynton wvould receive his letter
on tho third morsing, he calculated. In
threo days more, Miss Lorrimer would
hear frois fier, and Marchf rejoiced that
Lt was to run down from hi% own placo
in an adjoining county, and sprnd tho
folloing "Saturday to Mondîîy " wvith
a friendwrithinamileufWanley Grange.
ie said nothing of this prospective vîsit
to th Millards, but ho theught if ho
ralled on Sunday afternoon, in a friendly
andi informai way, Le should stand tio
best chance of meetinsg the governess.

liardly ever had lhis eart throbbed so
unevenly as it did wlien ho preseited
himseff at the door of Wanley Grange o
the day and at tfhu tire ie had planned.
Mrs. Millar and the yoîing ladies Lnd
wealked over to seu the vicar's wife, wiho
was ill, but-yes, Miss Lorrimer was just
coming up tho drivo now.

It was a momentous instant when
Mardi held out his hand to tholittle girl
in brown. Ono glance tod fhim that tho
jyousness ho hid hoped for waslacking.

It as only too plain that sho had been
crying again to.day, though aoL ougfht
certainly to have got Lady Paynton's
letter. A great wavo uE colour swept
over herfaceass lilted hereyestohis.

"Sir Valentino," she stammered "1-
I'm glad you've come. I wanto par-
ticularly to see you. I Leard froin my
godmother thismorning, and bymi.-tLae,
a letter froi you ta her had been in-
closed. I read somerthing in it before 1
know fromr whorm it was, or that it liad
not been sent for mo to see. You-you
meant ta bo very kind, very considerate
and-I thank yout, but I cannot and teili
not aie this money."
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Her hanuîd vent to fier pocket for Lady
Payntoni's letter, but fie caiugfht the suis,
satmn-smooth wrist beforeise could carry
out fier purpose.

Tieo children wrere ail threo collected
at tho other end of the drive, examining
aninvald pony. He ianf sie were fprac-
tîcally aluer, but-ie liaif not muîch
time.

It was onîly natuiral tfhathreshould lose
his head.

" 31y darfinîg," le fearur himseif sy-
ing, os thouigi it hitd beei the voice of a
stranger, " if you will only loto me as 1
have loved youi ever saiee tio ught of
the bal, nd alwaysshali do ta]f theCday
ofi mv death, why-I, and everytiisg
tfhat I have, are vours."

Then, before ste fairly knew whfiat hiait
happired. he lad kissid her-and wiith
that kiss the future of both was decide.

-Homeîc Chai.

The Child's Face.
There's nothhig more pure in lieisen,

And tiothieg on cafrh more mild,
)ore full u1 the light that 1s ali divIne

Thuin the stile of a little ehid.

The sitnlus lii, half.partei,
with beaths a sueet as the air,

And the fight that seem su ci:ud to sine
In thee old of the sunny hai.

0 littile One, sMile and Ieu me t
For sonIehow-i know not wh>

I feei In my oul, hen ehtidren smil
That sagels, arc rasing by.

1 feef that the gates ofe caven
A5errer than 1 knew,

That the ligt sud the hofPOOt thut streter rldhi
.1ko the dawn, are brealingl thmugh.

Eeasel Warburton Shurteff.
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