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to ‘the roots of his hair, his eyes filled with"
light, a tender smile softened his firm mouth,
and he put out his hand and drew the girl
to the chair which Christina had pushed close |
to his own.
“You are welcome, and more :han welcome, -
Sophy,” said the Mistress; but for all that, she -
gave Sophy a glance in which there was much
speculation not unmixed with fear and dxs-
approval. For it was easy to see that Andrew
Binnie loved her, and that she was not at all k|
like him, nor yet like any of the fisher-girls of -
Pittendurie. - Sophy, hewever, was not respon- :
sible for this difference; for early orphanage had
placed her in the care of an aunt who carried
on adress and bonnet making business in Largo, ?
and she had turned the little fisher-maid into a &
girl after her own heart and wishes. 3
Sophy, indeed, came frequently to visit her - {
people in Pittendurie; but she had gradually h
grown less and less like them, and there was
no wonder Mistress Binnie asked herself fear- 3
fully, “ what kind of a wife at all Sophy would :
make for a Fife fisherman?” She was so small ;
and genty, she had such a lovely face, such fair 3%
rippling hair, and her gown was of blue muslin 3§
made in the fashion of the day, and finished
with a lace collar round her throat, and a ribbon .
belt round her slender waist. “
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