4 THE MESSENGER.

says that it’s to cover up the place where
little Leander let the rain come in—’
 ‘Little Leander! he's coming to visit us with
his wife and baby next month’ Olive inter-
rupted taking heart of grace suddenly, or,
perhaps desperate with perplexity.

Miss Caddy had laid back upon her pil-
lows, but now she sat bolt upright. ‘Leander
in Milford! at your house!’ she said huskily.

‘Father meant to tell you—I thought Le
did the last time he was here—that Leander
had married a Milford girl, a niece of the cap-
tain with whom he sailed first,} said Olive
hastily.

‘We told your father, Robena and I, that
Leander was dead to us and we didn’t care
to hear anything about him—after the way
he had treated us,’ said Miss Caddy with an
effort; ‘but—but I don’t know as it's any
harm for me to hope that he’s been brought
to a better mind and has got a good wife—
though I don’t expect that Robena would let
me mention his name! Olive— Miss Caddy
leaned forward suddenly and spoke ina husky
whisper—‘does the baby take after our folks
any ¥’

‘It’s the deapest little girl! I went to see
them last spring in New York—mother says
she looks just like your mother, said Olive.

‘Oh, wouldn’t I like to see her, gasped Miss
Caddy, lying back upon her pillows. ‘But
Robena would never let me. Ah, if I haven't
had a time with Robena! But there she is
calling you! Run and get your tea and come
back again as soon as you can. If I didn’t al-
most forget! Such a sight of trouble makes
folks selfish—you’re going to be married, ain’t
you?’.

Olive turned a painfully flushed face to-
wards her from the doorway.

+‘No, I'm not going to be married, she said.

‘Why, for the land’s sake!’ egclalmed Miss
Caddy, ‘we heard—' But Olive had gone to0
the dining-room, i

‘I expect Caddy told you that I was driv-

ing her crazy,’ said Miss Robena, tentatively,
while they sipped their tea.
‘T have been wondering why you and Aunt
Caddy don’t have separate rooms, said the
_diplomatist reflectively. ‘It is nice to hang
your things on just what hooks you like!’

Miss Robena dropped back in her chair and
gasped for breath.

‘We’ve always had the same room. I never
dared to think of such a thing!’ she said, in
a thrilling whisper. ‘Besides, there is no other
room that I could have. There’s mother’s room
that we could not bear to use, and the spare
room—we must have a spare room, of course
—md little Leander’s that we mnever have
opened.’

‘I should take that if T were you,’ said
Olive boldly. ‘It isn’t as if he were dead. Just
invite him here with his wife and baby and
yow’ll get all over that feeling!’

Miss Robena arose and shut the dining-
room door. ‘If Caddy should hear you I ex-
pect she would faint away!’ she said. ‘But
when Hepzibah Driver comes for the fall
cleaning I'm going to have that room cleaned
and take it for my own. DI've gone so far,
now, that I may as well go a little farther,

though I do feel a terribly reckless and wick-
It fairly makes me feel light-

ed woman,
headed to think of having a room where I
could put things where I liked and move ‘them
every day if I wanted to! You don’t think
it would kill Caddy, do you?’ she leaned to-
wards Olive and spoke with tremulous earn-
estness. ‘I say there’s nothing the matter
with her, but, after all, 'm a little. afraid!
Caddy is so semsitive.

A cry, sharp and ingsistent, came sudden-

ly to their ears before Olive could think of a
diplomatic answer—a cry of distress.

‘She is dying! Oh, Caddy, Caddy, and I
have killed her!’ cried Miss Robena, as they
rushed upstairs..

Miss Caddy was sitting up in bed trem-
bling violently.

‘I don’t know what’s the matter, the cold-
ness and the trembling came so suddenly,’ she
gasped. ‘I expect I'm dying, and it’s a judg-
ment on me—~for Robena, sister dear, I wa'n’t
hardly a mite sick when I went to bed, yes-
terday! I thought you would be scared and
put the things back. I expect I haven’t treat-
ed you right, Robena. I've been so set—’

‘You had a right to have the things as
they had always been if you felt so about
it, and ’twas mean and selfish in me to insist!®
cried Miss Robena with penitent tears. ‘I've
worried you into a fit of sickness and I shall
never forgive myself!’

Olive flew for the doctor. He said that Miss
Caddy had a nervous chill, she was in danger
of having nervous fever, but with great care
that might be averted. Miss Robena tear-
fully set about restoring the secretary and
the parlor organ to their old places. Miss
Caddy heard her and sent Olive to remon-
strate. ]

‘Tell her if she don’t want to kill me to
let them be!’ she cried. ‘I’ve got a realizing
sense of how mean and selfish I've been. She’s
young’ (Miss Robena was fifty, and her sis-
ter fifty-six), ‘and she ought to have a chance
to be a little frivolous if she wants to!’

Olive called to Miss Robena to come up-
stairs.

‘I've thought of a compromise,’ she said.
‘We have some paper in our attic that is ex-
actly like that on the sitting-room wall. Le-
ander’s room was father's once, you know,

and he remembered the paper, and ‘when he

saw some like it, he bought it for our guest
chamber. There were two or three rolls left
—full enough to paper the discolored place.
Then, Aunt Robena, you won’t be mortified if
there isn’t anything to cover it but Aunt
Lucy’s hair wreath—and Aunt Caddy won’t
feel as if you were. )
Miss Robena said that it did seem as if it
were a real providence that Olive had some
paper like it. She never had been to Ports-
mouth since she could remember without look-
ing for it at all the paper hangers’. And
Miss Caddy wept feebly and said that it was
more than she deservedy but if Robema could
be happy so, she should die happier knowing
that the old secretary stood between the win-
dows just where it had stood when she was a

girl.

talked of dying. She said hard things didn’t
matter anyway when people loved each other.
She wondered how she could ever have been
so foolish as to think they did.

‘If the Lord would only spare us to live to-
gether, Caddy, I'll mever move another thing
’round! never in this living world!’ she cried,
chokingly.

‘Yes, you shalll’ cried Miss Caddy firmiy.
‘And you shall have the dining-room clock
over on the ‘bracket! How did I know it?

Lizy Forbush told me you'd moved it, when .

she came over to see me this morning, And
I said to myself that I would never get up
off this bed till you had moved it back again,
1 was as wicked as that, and now the Lord
has punished me with these terrible feelings!
I want you should leave it om the ‘bracket,
Robefa!’

‘It’s just a little bit of a thing, Aunt Ro-
bena,’ Olive interposed soothingly. ‘Small dif-
ferences ought not to count when people have
a real affection for each other. And, Aunt

Robena cried and clung to her when she
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Caddy, you must make haste to get well and
have Leander and his wife and baby visit you,
for I know Aunt Robena wants them!’ i

The two elderly women looked in eaca
other’s faces and laughed a little and cried a
little, both at once.

‘He was only sixteen, I’ve been wondering
that you couldn’t forgive him, Robena!’ mur-
mured Caddy.

‘Why, I did, long ago! I thought you were
too—too set,” faltered Robena.

‘T have been a terribly set old woman, said
Caddy penitently. ‘But I shail never be
again. Only—I will live long enough to see
little Leander and his wife and baby! It's
such a ridiculous thing that he's got a wife.
and baby!’ and Miss Caddy smiled into her
sister’s face. 3

‘Olive, I'm glad you came!’ said Miss Ro-
bena. ‘Now we must go away and let dear
Caddy get calm.

‘No, not yet—not yet!” interposed Miss Cad-
dy, anxiously. ‘I want to know about Olive,
P've been so selfish not to think of Olive. She
says she is not going to marry Frank Thurs-
ton, as her mother wrote—’ 3

T broke the engagement, that’s all; said
Olive, nervously, handling the knob of the
door. ‘Frank wouldn’t give in about living in
his old house away out of the village and—
and—’

‘You let such a little thing as that come
between you?’ gasped Miss Caddy from her
pillows.

‘Such a little mite of a thing!’ echoed Miss
Robena. ‘I den’t see how you could! Of
course there wasn’t any real affection between
you.

‘Yes, there was,’ faltered Olive, And then
she firmly strangled a sob in her throat. ‘Pve
been taught better here, I'm going straight
home to make up with Frank!’

Mlss Caddy sat upnght in her bed as Olwe
fled. ‘Now what can she mean, sister, by
saying she has been taught better here?’ sha
said. ‘We. never should have had a differ=
ence about any little thing.’

Miss Huber’s Dessert.
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(Hilda Richmond, in the ‘Union Gospel News.”)

‘How did you like the address, Miss Hu-
ber?’ asked the lodger from the back bed-
room upstairs, pausing in the sitting-room to
warm her feet before going to bed.

‘Fairly well,’ answered the young lady from
the front room with a yawn, ‘I thought he
would never get through, though.’ ¥

‘Didn’t it just thrill you with a desire to .
do something?’ went on Miss Stokes, cager-
ly. ‘T think Dr. Clark is grand, and I could
have listened for hours longer.’

‘No, he didn’t thrill me a bit. If I had
plenty of money I'd want to help the poor,
but as long as I have to work hard for my
living I think charity begins at home.

‘Yes, but rich people are often careless and
no one can help the poor as well as those
who know what poverty is. Still, I wouldn’t
call you poor with your fine place in the office
at a good salary’

Miss Huber looked complacently down at
her thin cheeks, silenced but not convinced.
white fingers. ‘I don’t call $40 a month riches.
I wouldn’t stay in this stuffy boarding-house
very long if I didn’t have to. As to helping
poor people, it’s their own fault they are -
poor ninmety-nine times out of a hundred, and
it just encourages pauperism to give them
aid” With this sweeping statement she rus-
tled away to her comfortable room, leiving
little Miss Stokes with very pink spots on
her thin cheeks, silence but not comvinced.
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