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CHAPTER XXII.—CONTINURD

The physician was there before
her, and with her mother had suc:
gceeded in bringing her out of a pro-
tracted attack of fainting. She
opened her blue eyes and put out
her hand eagerly to Mre. Benton, as
if she would be once more taken to
her heart; then, with a motion of
her right hand, expresged n wigh
to be alone with her friend.

“I must tell you,” she whispered
as Mrs. Banton stooped to her pillow,
after a!l had retired, "1 must tell
you, I am going to die. I have felt
the chill of death creeping over me
for many weeks. I must £ee Father
Sheridan. I have a greal deal
to do: I have put it off, not because
I was undecided; my decision was
made months since, but—," she
hesitated, "I may tell you, I was

afraid my motives for baptism, which |

he urged so solemnly upon
might be mingled with earthly love.”
Her thin, white hands covered her
tace a8 she continued: You may
tell him when I am gone, why I did
not sooner listen to his earnest words
for my soul's go ' As she spoke,
the tears came 8!l
her closed eyelide. It was
1 could not help it, indeed I could
not. I may say it to you, my more
than mother,” she added, pressing to
her lips the dear hand that now held
bers; '‘he was go kind to me, taught
me 8o swestly, led me along go gé ntly
—indeed I could not help loving
him—and it will do no harm now.

“My poor, dear child! said Mrs,
Benton, kigsing her fondly, and part-
ing her disordered locks. By the
instinet which God had given the
tender-hearted, she read the tale of
unrequited love through these
broken sentences ; read the fact that
Dr. Nelson had unwittingly won the
young girl's affections, and her fond
heart ached for the sufferer., The
countenance of the girl brightened
a3 she felt that her secret was known
to her compa n. — You gee, my
own friend,” she added, " thoughts
ot life and love must not press in
and mingle with my dying
your presence alone w ill ba necessary
when I take the vows of a Christian.
I feel that I can live but a few daye,
and O, let me do what I have to do,
quickly and peacefully.” Her look
was sadly imploring.

“ It shall be you wish, Alice,”
replied Mre. Benton, " calm your
gpirit by trust in your dear Lord,
who never faileth those who cast
their care upon Him, I will sgnd
for Father Sheridan at once, and for
the rest, you shall not be disturbed.”

“ And you will tell iim when I am
gone,” urged the invalid, the faint
pink tinge passing over her cheek;
“ he might otherwise feel hurt, that
1 refused his presence at such =&
time, when he has been go interested
in bringing me to this sacrament.”

as

“ All skall be a8 you wish, dear,”
replied her friend, kissing the pallid
brow. Mrs. Benton's errand was in
part a difficult one, to open firet to
the mother, the resolve of her child
(perhaps not unexpected, and yet in
all cases sudden at the last) to leave
the raligion of her parents, end to
bear the blame of undue influence ;

me, |

dom spoke, and calmly and peacefully
fell asleep in her baptismal lono-
cence, After the burial, Mre. Benton
returned the crucifix to Dr. Nelson,
and reposed in him the secret in-
trusted to her by the dead.

“1t can do me no harm now,” he
said sadly, repeating Mrs. Benton's
words—' but I could have sympa-
thized with her—yes, I think I could
bave loved her very dearly, but it
would have been only the remnante,
not the dear first love she gave me.
Ab! ghe is far better with that love
which is eternal and unchangenble
to go direct from her baptiem to the
embrace of her dear Lord, what could
we ask for her!’

The mourning mother brooded
over her dead daughter's journal of
the past year, and a voice of gentle
wailing, like a dirge, ran through
every page. It was an untathomable
mystery to her even, W hen she came
to & withered bunch of violets among
its leavee, with the initiale, J. N., and
the date ot the last May day, when

l

|

Dr. Nelgon Mad proposed her Queen |

of May, and on his knee had

gented her with the flowers.

CHAPTER XXIIL
THE SiSTERS
Marion and her lover had settled
down, after the flrst flush of their
betrothal, “a heap like old folks,”

| Sobriety said, as in absence came the

ly dropping from |
because |

regular letter, and when present the
reguiar vieft, and always the regulax
newspaper, which Marion studied
with great diligence.

pre- |

the other held the strands of the yet
untied knot.

“COan’'t you tie a knot as cen't
antie 2" said Rice, looking quizzically
at Marion.” " You know thar's many
o elip.”

The young couple blushed crimson,
and the words sank deep into Leigh-
ton's heart. It wae evident fo him.
gelf that he did not fully trust
Marion; perhaps the fervor and
strength of his own affection made
him more doubtful of hers.

Harold was at home for a faw
weeks at this time, n flne grown

young man, nearly se tall ns his |

father, with his mother’'s brown eyee¢
and Rosine's golden hair. He was
filled with high hopes and great
expectatione, having chosen his pro
tession as civil engineer, and was
determined, with the strength of a
powerful will, to be among the flret
therein. He had made worm friends
in St. Louis, and he scorned Marion’'s
desire to go emst; he never carad to
gee any thing east but Resine and

Willie ; the great growing west wae |

his Eldorado. He turned and an
noyed Marion by asking her if, when

| ghe was Mre. Governor of Illinois
| ghe would use her influence to give

| before ghe left home,

bim the laying out of the railroads
through the State. A little depres
pion came over

was relieved by even this aymptom of

| heart: for it hed been a surprise to

| rendiness for a separation.

her how, with the chosen object to be |
such |

left behind, there should be

Horatio

| and Harold anccompanied her on her

Roeine had heard of the engage- |

h

city h
Colonel

ment
it over

yme, and talked

in
i Hartland, who

w

th

| E .
| pronounced Leighton ag promiging A

bour ; |

but these were the lightest part of |

her tagk. To keep Dr. Nelson from
Alice's room, where he bad a right as
her physician, was more diffioult.
Her husband had often eaid, that
under that mild and gentle exterior
ghe possessed a degree of promptitude
and energy mingled with delicacy,
for the most trying occasions. After
dispatching a messenger for the
priest, she went at once to the office
of Dr. Nelson, where ghe found him
pale and dejected.

“ That poor child is going fast, she
cannot live a week,” he said, as Mrs,
Benton closed the door; O, if I
could Lelp to a decision!”

il ¢ have helped her, Doctor ;

ber

rou
you have done more for her than
minister to her bodily ills; you have
led her to agk for baptiem, and I have
dispatched a messenger for the
priest.”

“ Thank God, thank God!" ex-
claimed the young man, “ this is
what I have prayed for most earn-
estly : ' O, it will be to me a most
welcome sight 1"

“ But she has specially requested
that no one may be present but her
mother and myself; she is afraid of
the intrugion of worldly thoughts and
distractions at such a time, and has
not even asked for my daughter's
presence.’ Dr. Nelson looked gur-
prised, and a little disappointed,

I can understand her wishes,”
continued Mrs. Benton, looking out
of the window as the spoke, 'and
you will know by and) by perhaps,
why she wishes to be g0 gecluded, I
am persuaded it is from no fear of
man, but only as I have said, fear of
distractions. But Ises my megsenger
returning ; yes, ‘and here is Father
Sheriden following close in hig wake.
I must go over and prepare for the
ceremony; in the meantime you know
very well what is the best thing you
can do for ua.”

“you are always right, always
judicious, my dear counsellor,” he
replied ; then rising and goirg to an
inner room, he brought out a small
pilver crucifix. ‘' Give this to Alice
for me, and tell her I am praying for
her.”

Mre. Benton sought no opportunity
to give either the messags or the gift
till the selemn scene wWas OVer. Alice
lived but two daye after the reception
of the sacraments, but the erugifix
was never out of her hand ; she sel-

young man a8 he had met for yesare.
But the business-like courtship we

not to be continued unbroken ; late

in the autumn came A pressing etter |
| from Colonel

Hartland, urging his
friend to allow Marion to pass the
winter at the east. He was

to St. Louis on government buginess, |

and would bring her back with him.

It was only right, he said, that ghe |
| should have a tew.glimpses of life
before taking her place among the |

matrons. Mr. Benton and his wite
looked at each other wictfully, a8 if

waiting for a question, when they |

Lucy ?"”
he said, leaning towards her
clasping her hand in hie ; " it is hard,
to ask your only remaining daughter.”

“1It is not that alone makes me
hesitate, Philip; while 1 have you I
can never be lonely.
separation and contact
world might be the best te
love for Mr. Leighton.”

“ Better now than after marriage,”
quickly replied Mr. Ber ton, "I have
often doubted the depth and endur-

the
her

with
of

BU

[ am thinking |

| when the

| ing steamer.
coming

way o8 far as Chicego, where they

were to meet Colonel Hartland, who |

by some change of plan was to go to
that city inetead of S&. Louis, as at
first proposed, and therefore coul
not come to Athlacca.

It was with a heavy heart Leigh-
ton returned to his now lonely life,
lagt wave the white
gignal disappeared with the cetreat

’
[} ¢

tiring nature could only be eatisfled
by constant unwavering efforts for
the position he was determined to
oceupy.

Marion was welcomed by C ylonel |

Hartland's family, not 88 o stranger,
but for Rosine's sake, like one be-
longing to themselves ; and but few
days paseed, when with ber pushing

nature she had impressed even Mra.
al Hartland with a sense of her energy
and | and power ; to

her sister she made
known the state of thinge at Ingle
wood, gave
Leighton, caricatured Dr

and talked so much about herself
to guch jmpreesion ol her
importance upon as

ieave

Rosine’'s mind

| to lead her to wonder how she could
| very well be gpared from Athlacca.

o8, she said, a little reproach

| tully, after noting for ome week in

ance of her love for him, but never |

his.’'
“ perhaps it would be well to leave
the decision entirely with Marion,"

said the wife;  such a visit might |
benefit her in many ways, and be a |

comfort to Rosine."”

“Yas,"” replied the father, in a tone
of relief;
be wholesome for both the girle.
is really a pity that Hartland has no
daughter of his own; his son’'s
marriage does not promise muo
comfort; I trust the Doctor,
ever marries, will do better.’

Mre. Be
half.suppresesed sigh, char ged to a
gmile as rion entered, ruddy and
glowi from a sharp cantér with
her lover across the prairie.

‘0, beautiful! glorious!” ghe ex

| plaimed, as her quick thought took

in the contents cf the letter her
mother had put into her hand, say-
ing, ‘ We shall leave the answer to
you my daughter.”

“But can 1 go?” she inquired,
engerly, and then bluehing crimeon,
as she met the.earnest look of her
tather.

“Your mother and I fhink it best
to leave the decision with you,” eaid
her father.

“Then I shall gurely go,” she cried,
clapping her hands and running to
the door to meet Mr. Leighton.
“Think of it, Horatio! a winter in
Ien't it enough to make me
giddy ?”

“ And me giddier ?” he said, in his
outspoken honest way, as gshe stood
before him. ‘ Why will you torture
me ; you know you will not go !”

“ But indeed I will,’ she replied;
“look at this;' and she gave him
the letter of invitation.

All that evening he pleaded and
rensoned to no purpose with the
refractory, determined spirit of
Marion; she was not to be shaken;
ghe even questioned his love for her;
that was so selfish as to wish to keep
her immured in Athlaces, when she
had guch an opportunity for improve-
ment a8 well as enjoyment. She
played the injured one, till the lover
almost persuaded himeelf he had
wronged his beloved, in wishing to
keep her from what was g0 much for
her good.

“0ld Cap” soon heard the news,

came ‘' pegging it over,” as he
gaid, to search out the truth of the
matter.

“This beats all my first wite's
relations!” he exclaimed, as he
approached the door in which Marion
and Horatio were seated, he teaching
her to tie a sailor's knot. " Takin’
track for the east! he, Miss! Well I
must eay it's nigh time since you've
bejuggled half the young men in
these diggins ; put the Doctor into a
tever that none of his truck'll cure,
'll be beund, and made an old man
of this chap before his day ; it's time
you gtarted. You foller, I g'pose?”
he added to Leighton.

“What am I to do? She will not
take me with her,” replied Leighton,
with an attempt to smile, while he
extended one hand to Rice, and in

‘s winter together would |
It |
| your head ?"

h |
it he |’ .
| father, as he once
nton angwerad only with a |

gilence, the pet ways and tond ex-
preesions of Docter Hartlend toward
her eister, ‘' I told you without re-
serve all about Horatio, our engage-
ments and plans, and you have never

»n hinted to me that Dr. Hartland,
or Ned, as he bide me call him,
is & lover of yours, and that you are
as good as engaged.”

“"What poesibly put that into
replied Rogine,
eyes dilated with gurprise, and with
a start and almost a scream. ' He

said, but he
fitteen years older than I, and never

| bad a thonght or dream of me except

| Marion,

a8 & younger pister

“Nor you of him
with a slight touch
casm in her tone.

“ No,” replied Rosine, hurt by the
tone and implied suepicion ;
“ naver, I love him to be sure ; how
could I help it ? he is so kind to me,
but not in that way.

uired
SAr

the

| is absurd !” she added eagerly.

|
|
1
\
‘i
|

'\
|
\‘

|
\

“ By no means absurd,” said the

gister, laughing at her earnestness |

and evident confusion; " he is a
gplendid fellow : I don't mean hand-
gome, though he ien't ugly ; but he's
go genial, funny, and gensible ; and
then of course he's rich, all these
yeurs in his prefession, here, and
high up in it too ; I wonder he has
not married before ; if I were you—"

“0 don't, sister!” exclaimed
Rogine, fearfully, putting both hands
over her sister's meuth ; " don't say
any more. I don't like to have such
thoughts about him, they would mar
the freedom of our intercourse, and
I am afraid now, I shall think of
them when we meet.”

“ What a funny child you are/’

gaid Marion, putting her arm affec- |

tionately abont her waist; = but 1
reckon if papa were to see you to-
gether, you might bave one of his
gevere lectures on coquatry and
flirting, euch as he gave me.”

“ Coquetry ! flirting !"” exclaimed
Rosine, withdrawing a little from
the snug embrace; " I think they
are both wicked; and I am sure
this ie no such thing.”

Tell me about this Miss Greenwood
and her brother,” said Marxion, see-
ing how deeply she had wounded her
sister, and desirous of changing the
gubject. ‘I heard the Doctor joking
you about him, when the note came
to you today from her."”

Rosine was glad of any change in
the conversation, and though her
feelings were smarting under the

imputation of a flict, she was still |
gister, |

desirous to conciliate her
therefore she drew from her pocket
the paper, questioning if she really
had o right to read Dora’s note to
Marion The eister observed the
hesitation with which she moved,
and said petulantly, * I wish I had
staid at Inglewood; you are afraid
to confide in me ; new friends have
taken the place of old.”

“ 0, Marion! my dear, my only
gigter, don't say that, I was only
thinking it it were right for me
to talk, even to you, of other people’s

| there's only

Marion o few days |
and her mother |

Hie energetic and un- |

her a description of |

a8

| who was tall

| and
with |
| the gas,”
is old enough to be—not quite my | oA been forgettin

4 and it we were to have any supper at
ia |

| able fo 1

Why, Marion it |

sifaive.”

* How supremely silly I replied
Marion., “ You worry yoursell about
trifles with an intensity worthy of
De. Nelson. He wase scrupulouws to
n degree ; tormenting himeelf about
little atome of conduct, and would
hardly trust himeelf to look at me,
or speak to me, atter my engagement;
osnsed his vieite almost entirely, and
made himeslf observed by every one;
underwent all kinde of self imposed
penance, to punish himeell for fall-
ing in love with me.”

“ Mamma writes a8 if papa were |

very fond of him,” said Rogine.
“‘Meroy, yee!” replied Marion ;
| never e¢aw him take fo
any one 88 he did to him,
I suppose he, was the means
of saving his life, and I thiok he

would have been glad if I could have |

looked at him with his eyes; but
dear me ! n country doctor's wife !
one thing worse —a
country minister's wife. One might
like to be the lady of a notable city
phygician,” #he ¢ dded, pinching

| Rosine, * the first of the faculty ; and

I can imegine a position worthy of
effort, were 1 a Protestant, as
wite of a popular preacher or &
bighop, but a country doctor's
country minister's companion !—one
must be devoid of smbition, surely !
Rogine did not reply, her mind was
wandering back through
of separation, and
tion, ' How changed !”
gtrike her dumb
could never come together again as
when they were children. In Marion's
breast was som ng of the eame
thought, "' How changed |” but they
were both mistaken ;
change but only developed
natural traits of character.
were preparing to retire for
night, and as Rosine did not begin

the
the reflec

seemed
¢

vears

ghe

They

R«

the |

two |
| dimpled face and made a grim

| lemon

time had not |
their |

the summer. Funny, ien't it, to think
of Shirley's being chaperon, just
becauge she has a Mee. hitched to
her namae !”

Mise Stiffen agreed without reser-
vation that it was extremely funny,
and they parted in the hallway. Miee
Stiffen went on up to the third floor,
bat Jessioa turmed in at a comfort:
able kitcksnette apartment on the
fires. She had rehlly not been able
to afferd the apastment, but she had
token it because Shirley "' hated
staire."”

Jessica tried to deny to herself that
she was either extremely tired or

extremaly hungry, but ghe could not |
| had told me

torbear thinking longingly of a
supper table spread with hot things.
What would Shirley be doing? Oec-

casionnlly Shirley took a great inter- |

eet in their housekeeping.

Shirley was etill trimming the hat.

“ Just in time, Jess! I can’t decide
betwesn the black bow and this red
pilk rcee. Three-fifty for that enippy
flower—eimple robbery! But it's
becoming, ien't_it? Only I had an
idea that, for a chaperon, it was a bit
tco—too-

“It is a bit coquettish, if that's
what you mean,” said Jeesica., -
George would vote for it, and it has
an air—how do you do it Shirley?
A moment later she made
to epeak unconcernedly,
had supper, dear?

Shirley

an
Have you
said.

charming,

sl
raised her

ace.

food! I ate a
delicatessen
I'll be munch-

Don't speak of

pie from the
never again, my dear!
ing barley and &
to pay for it. Do what you pleage in
the kitchen ; I haven't been inside
the horrid place since morning. See

| to your clothes when the inspiration

the |

the reading of the note, Marion tock |

the pins from her luxuriant mase of |

chestnut hair, and
toilet, saying very indifferently,
‘You may do as you please abc
reading me the note, or telling me

commenced her

any thing of your new friendas.”

TO BE CONTINUED

THE SELFISHNESS OF
JESSICA

Very blithely the golden caroling
gounded in the spring twilight

I wish those would k
still ! complained wearily.
nixed in with all
want to cry. By
ant the
lilacs over gor one's wall, the
lingering sunset colors in the we et
and the langour that comes with the
firet really hot day in May.

robins eep
Jessica

When they are
this they make me
“all this

¥
Bile N

“ You're perighing for the country, |

and you're b
matter. The

u —that's

of

gry-
cher algebra
calm ‘end sell
assured, looked down at the teacher
of history, who was thin and lif
and girlish. ~ Why
ing off downtowr:
supper I had mine an hour 8ago
then my welk, and
rendy for a good evening's work.”
“The gas company had turned off
Jeesica explained.
to pay the bille,

the
Le
and

10
did you go chas-
without your

' Shirley

g

all, or any light
“Why not send shirley

2y 3 trimming a hat.”
\8 money ?

ohe WE

“ On the

“O Miss Stiffe
did not smooth

expregsion.

ehe wae
longer.

Jeggica's smile
oy her careworn
She had worn that since
ten years old—possibly
At every age she had been
ind eome one who needed to
be ta¥em cars of. Through
school and college family responsi
bilities of various kinds had haunted
her path—or rather, she had reached
out and gathered them in. But now,
Migs Stiffen reflected, now that she
was holding a well-paid pogition,
with all her own relatives either
dead or looking out for themselves,
it seemed quite unnecessary for her
to be starting out on “in-lawe.” And
Shirley Wrenn, the young war bride
of Jessica’s brother, was, in Mise
Stiffen’'s opinion, a " case "—lazy,
selfish, extravagant.

“It wouldn't hurt Shirley
on her own lege
exasperation,

“ O Migs Stiffen! The government
allotment is 8o sma'l, and she's never
had to earn money in her life.”

“Pime she began. Or if she hasn't
gumption enough, her own family
might take her in.

“"She feels that they aren't very
aympathetic, and sie says it eeoms as
if ghe were nearer George with me.
O Migs Stiffen, I would do anything
for George !”

A mental imags flaghed through the
older woman's mind of the straight
young fellow in uniform over in
France. ' Humph !” It was a slightly
softened ‘' Humph,” ‘I suppese you
would.'

* Shirley is
goftly, "'I'd
without her

to stand
ghe began with

a denr,” said Jessica
be awfully lonesome
really, I should—and
when you consid everything, it
isn’t 80 very surprising that she's
just a little extravagant.”

“If by that you mean that she's
always let gome one else pay the bills
without even locking at them heraslf,
perhaps it isn't,” Miss Stiffen ad.
mitted coolly ; and then, as' they
turned in st an old-fagshioned apart
ment house, she asked, " What is
Shirley going to do this vaeakion
while you are teaching summex
gchool ? For 1 suppose, no matéer
how much you need & resf, you mean
to teach.”

“yeg. sald Jessica a little faintly,
“ oo nesd the money. Shirlay has a
chance to go up to one of the noxth-
ern lakes to chaperon a party of girls
who have teken a cottage thers for

ut |
| in the housshold budget
j one knows
| when the t
| been washed.

or the thought of & whole lemon pie |

when she wanted hot ten more than |

| a8

| the floor for a mir
gcent of |

with a tremendous
up in a minute—don't cry—I'll get |

| away intc

now I'm |

W | still.
high |

| through the process without blench- |

|

|
|

|
|
|
|
|
|

|

|
\
\

|
|
|
\
\

je upon you—that's my motto.

and there
swift's, and I
silk stockinge.”

Reynard'e
Lowe
myeelt to

jast

For a dizzy second Jessica tried to |

rearrange in her head various items
thoughts veered sickeni y.
hat a kitchen

nkfast

\ Every
looks like
dishes have not

Perhaps it was that-

anything in the world
turned
inside her;b

the door she wae engu
wave of nsusen ;

huge black curtain
her ; she felt
decided

ab
something
re

any rate,

ppened
yuld res
by & great
y seemed to 8ee &

she

Bl C

moving
herself slippi
that she must lie down on
uve.

Agif she were very far awa
Jeesica heard Shirley
calling to ber wildly:
you're not dead
not dead! She tried
move her head, to
goose, I'm all right!

indeed
sobbing and
“0 Jess, Jees,
dearest
to
gpeak. ' You
ghe gesped out
effort. " I'll

supper "
And then ghe went
y blackness again, she heard

am, ' Miegs Stiffen! Miss

as

Shirley &
Stiffen!”

t 18 very
that was

uncomfortable to faint;
sica’s first awakening
thought. She found herseif on the
couch, and she did not

opening her eyee, because if
ghe would have to say
and ghe did not feel li
thing. Miss Stiffen v in the
room with Shirley, and she was
iing forth in the tone of one who
seeg her duty and her opportunity.
Jessica familiar with
Stiffen's foxth ; ehe

J @k

something,

k

nol

wae
boldings

and
hen even the principal kept very
In the classroom there was
no youth hardy enough fto live

ing. Jeseica was able to feel eprry for

Shirley, but still she did not want fo |

say anything. Then through the gick

confusion of her mind pierced the |

word ‘' parssite’’—oh, that would
pever do! Trying to shout at them,
Jesgica made a noise like the moan
of & sick baby.

Instantly Shirley was kneeling
beside her. ' My dearest dear,”
gobbed, ‘' George's derling
What have I done fo you?
gelfish brute, and you're an angel!
But just get well, and il
cherge another thing! I'll stay home

pieter !

—and you go to the lake instead of |

me. O Jesgica, please say you will I
“Of course she will go,” M
Stiffen put in firmly, That's decic

168
ad,

| Stop erying and run and get hot milk

—that will be better for Jessica than
any amount of tears. She's baen
ing herself with worry and exam
ination papexs, but we'll look after
her now. Dorn't open your mouth,
Jeseicn, until that milk comes.”

ki

“ you'll be goed to yourselt—you'll

| write if you want me to come home

won't you 2" Jessica pleaded.

A hundred times she had declared |

hat she— would— not— go— one —
inch! She could not be so selfish!
But here she was in a new linen suif,
ready to start on her way; and
although he
with anticips
her heart. Was Shirley hiding any-
thing? Ske had oried & good deal
but in spite of the tears she would
pot for a minute hear of Jessica's not
going. Jession thought ghe had made
pretiy good arrangements ; she
thought there would be plenty of
money—if Shirley were careful—yet
the little frightened look had come
into her eyes.

‘“If you run out of money, or if you
want me for anything, of course you
will let me knew,” Jessica had said ;
and then Miss Stiffen had come in,
and she had had no time to say more.
Miss Ssiffen had hovered near con-
gtamtly in those days.

“If you ave lonely, you can go to
Migs Stiffen,” was Jessica’s last word.

But |
| old careworn expresgion

effort |

| selflshnege

ot water for a week |

0|
Jess, I found the darlingest euit ab |
was a sale ab |
blew |

Then her |

| who's pimply a whirlwind, I

toward |

-gAy you're |
laugh, to |

be |
flonting |
| such & good time!”
| graes, she

| Jessica stood in

care about |

she did |

K ying any- |

Miss |
K.r‘l‘i‘ |
| held forth at teachers' meetings,

she |
I'm a |

| heard a dragging footstep.
never |

| she might

3,):.111“.;; ha

i | ¥ 0
mind was tremulous | Plan of p

iom, worry did broed in |

She'll be at the Elwood until Avgusf,
anyway."'

“It I were dying of lonelinese, I
shouldn't go to Mies Stiffen !" Shirley
oried with sudden resentment anod
then began to cry again.

" Forgive me fer going off and
leaving you, dear,” Jeesica whispered
in a tender embrace. ''Forgive we
for taking your good time—1'll never
again be so selfish !

“You mustn't bave a nervors
breakdown |"” sobbed Shirley, and (0
they parted.

“1 shouldn't have believed,” 8 i1
Jesgica to herself, " not if anyone
that I could put on ten
pounds in as many weeks! And
tanned—my !"
ously on the sun-warmed grass, she
patted one plump brown hand with
the other and gazed at the gleaming
blue lake and dark green forest.
“ Heavenly—heavenly! Ob it it
wer:n't 8o selflsh of me to be having
all this !”

That was the nsgging
which kept pricking its
Jess nind ; a mental j
Shirley pining in the hot ¢
almost succeed in bringing back the

way 1nto
icture

to Jessica's
face. But Shirley wrote cheerfully,
and Jessica found bard to work
herself into a very thriviog state of
anxiety—it was one of the effects of
she suppossd—eelfigh-

it

negs, or & whole quart of milk every

day, ramblgs through
scented woode, cool eplashes in
lake at sunrisc, fishiog trips
wonderful little etresms and
rows in the
gleaming lake.
bistory teacher ever
like Why,
youpger Laen sae
could feel

wild, pine
the
ng
quiet
[ad

tired little

2

o
bad
ghe felt yo
bhad lieved

jain, She

this ? 1ng,
be

ever smiled

a
L

Stretcked out luxuri. |
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|
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evening light over the
|

vacation |

ghe |

to herself ag she lay behind the big |

gray rock.

Voices reached her., Two or three
of the girls had a visitor from the
city and were her
bites in the landscape ;

showiog choice

gurroundi

| but Jessica decided that she was too

lazy to mc
her.

“The peachiest hat I ever saw—it
can’'t be your old one! ell
whers you had it done

ve, and the big rock hid

me
Burchell's., They have a trix

tO0OK
three old h
could see
1 say sk
too—na
apple

wrecks
what ehe
has genius, ¢
ittle war bride, ¥
logsom.

aod I wise
them,
he's & dear,
ety =
And as for st
tell you there's one lucky man
Frapnce. Shirley Wrenn's
name. Write it down, Madgie,
if you want & real creation

the

';('H
on, but
1 it efupned.
ghivers ran through he J i
—was whabt she had forced
Shirley ! George’s

Iey
this
darling
wife

Could she ever

into !

milliner's trimmer !

torgive herself ?

“ 1 knew I had no business

she said aloud,

and then, turning her face to the

cried bitterly.

At seven o'clock the next evening
the hallwey of t

In epite of her efforts

\
Elwoed.

114

be compoged ghe found that she was |

trembling. She had rehearsed many
times what she was going to say:
‘Do not suppcss that I blame you
in the it is only myself that 1
blame — and when we tell George I
ghall take the full responsibiliby
can never forgive myselt for ©
selfishnese—for robbing you of your
good ftime—for deserting
leaving you alone.

ycu and

Whatever

| the mattsr, you should have told me.

O Shirley,
me!"”

Jegsica always choked
point—even in rehearealg. She had
faghioned also some etern remarks
for Miss Stiffen’s benefit, but, as she
reflected, they would have to le
deferred until Miss Stiffen’'s return
in September.

After debating inwardly whether to
walk right in or to rap on the door,
gshe decided on the formal method
and knecked, to the accompaniment
of a fluttering heart. After an
interminable period of waiting she
Her heart
leaped and stood still. That could
not be S sy, unlees hideous and
humiliating toil had weighed even
more heavily than ghe feared. Then
a young woman dressed in & neab
blue ocuecked gingham appeared af

you should have fold

af thie

| the deor with a toddler olinging to
| her skirte.

No, Mre. Wrenn didn't
gshe couldn't say wh
be, ehe'd just moved in
before herself—no the
dn't said.

The door cleszd on the neal young
woman with her toddler, and Jessica
leaned limply against the wall. Her
thoughts flew from one wild conjeo
ture to another, always coming back
to panic to the question, Where was
Sk ey ?

While she was trying to gather
herself together, to think out & wise
vedure, there entered two

ressed figures in pleas
animated conversation.
Migs " Jessica
‘* Shirley

“ How fat and rosy you are
exclaimed Shirley as the
mounted the stairs together.
most awfully becoming | As for me,
I suppore 1've got rid of at lenst pix
perfectly uselsas pounds.”

O poor Shirley !" cried Jessica.

Shirley kas been reoming with
me,” explained Miss Stiffen, leading
the way into her airy, homelike
room, ' and have been getting
our meals out. Did you have some
thing to eat on the train my dear ?"”

But Jessica was far beyond consid-
eration of mundane mattere. O
Shirley — Shirley, dearesd " sghe

live here

ore

the

week

brisk, well
ant

Stiffe oried.

we

over

anda |

Jeesica |
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