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Seven Seminary Girls.

K, F. GLEASON, IN “VOUTH'S COMPANION,"

At a small table in the rear of the seminary dining.
room, seven Freshmen sat the first evening of the open-
mgtorm They gazed pensively at the table, mentally
comparing its plain white tea-set and prim little pieces of
bread, butter and cold meat with the dainty appointments
and tempting food of the tea-tables in their several homes.

“My friends,” said Katie Hicks, impressively, “‘we
are gathered aboutthis festal board, which, under the
circumstances, I might call ‘The Woman’s Board,' to cele-
brate our entrance into this excellent institution. But
when you think of it,”" she dropped her oratorical man-
ner, ‘‘are not we ourselves the dored ? 1, for one, wish
that I had remained at home, an umorumul, feasting on
whipped cream and angel-cake.'

The laugh that greeted this attempt at wit served to
break an awkard silence, and soon the group were chat.
ting merrily.

“Girls,"" proposed Elizabeth Ringsley, ‘‘let's us agree
to keep together as long as we stay at Lowrie.”

‘“We are-seven,’’ said Sallie Rand, solemnly.
never admit an eighth.”

“Pug, friendship and frivolity ;
selves,” chimed in Molly Reed.

“To the long life of ‘The ‘Womah’s Board!'"’ cried
Kate ;and thus was formed a club which, six months
later, was generally recognized as a strong influence in
the school. Many a girl longed to join it; but “The
Woman's Board'' insisted that seven was a perfect num-
ber, and refused toadd to it.

When these girls were Juniors a new girl appeared at
the seminary, and in their class—a tall, shabbily-dressed
girl, with a pale, resolute face and a haughty manner.

““Her name is Harriet Fancher,"” announced Belle
Simpson

“‘Her father was a missionary in India before he died,
and Harriet’s going to be one, too, just as soon as she is
educated,’’ added Sally Rand

“Poor thing "' said B2ss Ringsley, the class president.
“‘She muast be lonsly, so far awiy from her friends; I'm
going over to speak to her."

“I'm not goinzto wait for an introduction,”” Bess said,
cordially, as she reached the stranger, who was bending
over a lexicon in ths schoalro nn.}ltho;gh it was recrea-
tion hour. “I'm Elizabeth Kingsley. Don't you want to
mest soms of the girls ! It's too bad to interrupt your
Latin, but we are all anxious to know you. Come, please
do !”

Harriet Fancher looked at the out-stretched hand, and
answered, coldly, “Thank wou, but I have no time for
social pleasures. I am here for higher things.”

Bess flushed to the roots of her pretty hair as she with-
drew with a murmur of apology. She walked slowly
down the corridor to her room, where Sally and Kate
awaited her
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¥ ‘Yes, indeed,” cried Belle, mischievously.
to-night with Miss Hic :

Of course I wish to join it. 1'll try to meet with you
to-night.” Harriet turned back to the school-room while
Belle fairly danced away in enjoyment of her joke,

Evening found the seven gathered in the large room
which Katie Hicksshared with Molly Reed. In the mid-
dle stood a table spread with crackers, olives, jam and
cookies, while seven dainty cups awaited with chocolate
which Katie was concocting. '

“'Girls,” said Belle, lazily, from her steamer-chair,
“wonld you like to admit a new member "'

‘‘No 1" “‘Never I’ rose a chorus,

With provoking deliberation Belle proceeded, ' Becuuse
—we've had-—-an application,”

“Belle, you tease, you are making this all up,'' seid
Grace Mitchell. ;

“indeed, I'm not. Harrlet Fancher apoke to me showt
it this very afternoon,” repfied Bolle in an {njured tone

The girls faces ‘were’ a study,

""The impertinent, audacious—" but then came & mp
at the door, It opened, and the surprised girls saw Har
riet Fancher,

“Excuse my coming,’' she suld, a little confused st the
startled hush of the group, “"bat I kuow I am weloome at
any meeting of the Woman's Board, because of our com.
mon sympathy.,'

She paused, but the girls secemed domb with smase
ment, except Bess Kingsley, who cams to the resous,

““Miss Pancher, it is we who shiould apologise fer net
letting you know that our Board is just & Jitthe sovial glub,
and not for missions atall. But we are giad to ses you,
and-—won't you sit down and haves cap of chocolste and
a little chat ? We are all Juniors, too, 80 we have & com
mon sympathy after all,"

Bess, sorry for Harriet's embarrassment, forgot every-
thing else in her effort to put her at ease, and her umlhl
words were echoed by the others.

But Harriet, feeling hurt, only replied stifly, “Itis1
who should apologize, surely. You mast pardon my in-
trusion,"’ and withdrew.

After she had gone Kate scolded Belle for her prictical
joke. Belle, while she could not control her laughter at
its success, protested that she did not expect that Harriet

would come.
As the days went by, Harriet grew more nnd more.re-

served, and the girls gave up all attempts to gain her
friendship ; yet they coulll not but admire her abilityas a
student, Elizabeth Kingsley had been for two years
without a rival in the class ; now she found Harriet a
dangerous candidate for the first place.

“It’s no use to try for the Junior prize for the best.de-
bator, mourned Sallie one day. ‘‘Bess Kingsley is sure
of it.”

‘‘Unless—there’s Harriet Fancher, you know," sug-
gested Kate, doubtfully. &

“The idea of her beating Bess !”’ cried Belle, indigna nt~
ly. Butsoon the whole class realized that the contest
would be close,

Early in April Bess Kingsley went to Professor Ray-
mond’s office to consult with himn about the Junior recep-
tion, the great social eventof the year at Lowrie. Pro-
fessor Raymond, who wasthe principal, met her with a
hurried, *‘In a few minutes, Miss Kingsley. Plegse be
seated. I'll not detain ydy, long.” Saying which, he
withdrew into the inner office.

Some one, closeted ‘with him, was talking in low, ear-
nest tones. Bessie seated herself before the fireplace, and
fell into a ddy-dream of reception favors and party gowns,
until suddenly she heard a passionateéry : ‘‘Then I
must give it all up, at least fora long time. Professor
Raymond, you will think me childish, but you can't
know what this delay means to me 1"’

Bess wondered if she were dreaming when she recog-
nized the voice of Harriet Fancher, Counld that cold,
self-contained girl be all but sobbing in the next room ?

The Professor made some tesponse in soothing tones,
and Bess heard a door open and close, as the visitor with-
drew.

The profossor himself appeared & minute later, with his
usual courteous, controlled manners, but Bess thought he
seemed troubled.

“Professor Raymond,” she said, impulsively, “I am
sorry, but I could not help hearing a little. May T ask—

could you tell me, is Miss Fancher in trouble—or pughtn’t

““We meet.

I to ask by

“There is no objecuon I think,” he replied, after a lit-
tle hesitation. . ‘It will soon be known throughout the
inary. Miss Fa 'saunt has just died, and with
her death her paymentsfor Miss Harriet's education end,
and she must postpone her cherished plans, and teach for
a while before going on with her ltudluhq‘. llaw!cr
the Junior plans, please, Miss Elizabeth.
At dinner that J‘:y Miss Fancher was i her phee, pllzt

than  usual, but controlled, though there was a suspici.
-ous redness about ber eyes.

When the Board came to Bess's room in the evening,
to discuss the reception, «he made no response to their
knoeks, but contintied to lie on her bed in the dlrhllt.
‘engaged *‘in a good think."”

*There ought to be some way lohlph‘t."hWt.
“But how 1" Then, “But she is so disagreesble | And
the girls won't want to help, And-—and--if she leaves
now, I am sure of the prize for debate.”

Sbe flushed with shame at this thought ; she felt the
hot color mount as she lay in the dark, and she said to
berself, '‘Hilsabeth Kingsley, you contemptible creature,
ase you 8o mean as that 7' But s moment later she add-
od, “Why need | trouble myself about the girl who has
snubbed me so systematically 7'

The seut morning ber mind was made up. . A hastily
susmmoned meeting of the Board found her pale and tired,
but with & sew light in her eyes. And with & little trem-
ble of sympsthy she told what she had heard about Har-
riet Puncher.

“Oh Bess, do you think that we can help her ?*’ cried
the girls unanimously.

1 felt sute you would say this," replied Bess, grate-
fully, "1 have s plan but I'm afraid you mmy not like
i

0o on, Pews," oried  Kate.
usvslly half-bad. '

Bese muade & mock courtesy to-this compliment.

HWell, you know the reception comes next month, and
we are planning for somie pretty gowns and gloves and
fine fonthers, and mont of us all will spend seventy-five
or & hiundred dollars before we get through with it. Papa
will count himasell lucky if my bills come within that for
I've been preparing his mind for two years. Well, my
dears, T ahall ask liim for this woney, but theee will be “
no new gown for this chdid.”

Bebs paused, and the girls were silent for a minute,
‘‘Elizsabeth Kingsley, do you mean that you, the Junior's
president, intend to stay away fram the nocpdo‘n 7' Belle
asked, tragically, .

“Why, no ; I shall go in the struple muslin gown which
the heroine always wears in novels.”

‘‘Bessie you are an old jewel I'' eried Sallie, while Kate
went up to Bess and kissed her softly.

‘‘No, girls, I came near being very mean and cowardly
about this,”” said Bess ; and Belle placed her small fland
over Bess's lips, lndthc Board set up three vigorous cheers
for the Junior’s president,

““What my president does, I shall do,” said Belle.”

“And I "' “*Me, too,"’ chimed in the others,

Bessie’s blue eyes glistened, ‘‘Girls, you make me
proud of my class,” she said,

‘What an odd whim of the Woman's Board to wear those
plain white gowns,”’ remarked many a student at the re-
ception. But the Board kept their old counsel, and gave
to Professor Raymond a roll of bank-notes labelled, ‘“For
Miss Fancher, from: her friends.”

It tooklllthe professor’s tact to persuade Harriet to
take the money, but she finally consented, and her pale
face wasradiant as she went about her'work. The girls
forgot their old prejudices as they felt her softened man-
ner, and greeted her with their first cordiality,

‘When the prize debate took place the subject chanced

“Your plans are not

! #0 be the relative importance of home and foreign mis-

sions, Bess spoke with ease and natural grace in her de-
fénee of home missions, but the dark-eyed girl, who had
lived and worked, suffered and buried her dead in a
foreign field, spoke with burning eloquence, and carried
her audience with her, . And Bess was the firstto con-
gratulate the victor, and graciously took second

It was many years before Harriet knew why the seven
had appeared in simple muslin dresses at the Junior's re-
eeption, but long before this she had learned to appreciate
these girls; who seemed so gay and easy-living, but were
at heart sokind. It was a good lesson for them, too, to
see a girl no older than themselves bravely entering upon
a life of hardship and danger, with simple, womanly conr-
age. Thcyloonforgotwct‘uﬂﬂmﬂemnmdnd‘
mired her strength of character.

' “The Heathen Woman's Friend' is getting quite popu-
ll.;r"mdnuhadwtoudsy. with a sneer on her pretty
ps

“Mise Fancher ismy friend,” responded Miss King-
sley, nmly,;d&nquk«muwmm
8o it came about that the Woman's Board of Lowrie
Seminary mny-tnmhdowytnhdh,mthdr
avowed aim was ‘‘fun,”’ and not missionary work. -
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