
HILDA..

to be merely'superficial, made nothing of it,
pushed it'to one side.

1 suppose yôu cannot see the foolishness of your
pity," she said. Oh, Miss Howe 1 am happier than
you are-m-uch happier." Her bare feet as she spoke,
nestled into the coarse. Mirzapore rug on. f he floor, and.
her eye lingered approvingly upon an Owari vase three
foot 4igh, and thiék with the gilded landscape of Japan,
which stood near it, in the cheap magnificence of theÇ.
squalîd. room.

Hilda smiled.' Her smile acquiesced in -the world
she -had found, acquiesced with the'gladness of an ex-

plorer in Lau'ra Filbert as a feature of it.
"i Don't be too sure she cried; I am very happy.

It is such a plea:sure -to see ý you,"
Her gaze embraced Miss Filbert as' a. person and

Miss Filbert- as a pictorial fact; but' that was because
she could 'o help it. Her èyes were really engaged

only with the latter Miss. Filbert.
Mu'ch happier, than you are," Laura repeated,

slowly movîncr hér head from side to side as if to neg-
ative contradiction in advance She smiled too; it was as
if she had, remembered a former habit, from politeness.

i'Of course you are-of course! e> Miss Howe ac-

knotvledcred. The words were mellow and vibrant;
her voice seemed to dwell.-upon them with a kînd of,.'

Tich iffection. Her face co'ered itself with serious

swèetness. I can imagine the beatitudes you feel-

by you'r clothes.17,
The girl dréw her feet u'ndèr- her, and he'rhan'd went

up to the only semi-conventional itemýof her.ýdttire.
It was a brooch that exclaîmed in silver letters, G.lory

to Hïs-ýName! It is the d'ress of. Ariny in this


