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¢ Clom,"” she said that evening to her
cousin, foeling that sho must confide in
some ons, *I gaw Mr, Vanstone to-day,
ho is evidently awfully angry still about
that—that affair, for he wouldn't speak
to me. I think you might do something
to put things straight, sveing that it was
you vwho first put it into my head to
accuse him,"

Clement was eminently good natured,
added to which his affections were turned
in another direction than that of his
cousin, 80 jealousy was out of tlie quos-
tion.

** But I don’t seo what I can do. Ttis
a ridiculous business acyway, What an
awful muddle ghosts make when they
take to meddliug in material matters!”
Then suddenly, * Ned is all right, Rosa-
mond, for when I told him about the
letter last spring, he laughed and said,
¢ Bless her heart, what & little goose!’
Yes, I remember his saying it."”

Rosamond colored, and was silent.

Next morning at breakfast, Clement
remarked, *‘I saw Ned in the villagoe last
night, and I told him you weroin apretty
state of mind about the way you had
treated him."”

*¢Oh, Clement ! ”

‘“ That was allright, wasn'tit? He wants
an apology, he says.”

¢“If he had waited yesterday, he would
have had one, however, I will writs him
one. How exacting he is!” she added,
irritably.

¢ No, it must be verbal, ho says, and
he wants you to meot him at the old
white house ut five o'clock this afternoon.”

*What a very unnccossary and foolish
proceeding ! said Rosamond, freezingly.
Then, after a momont's pause, *“How-
ever, as I was in the wrong, I'll go.”

That afternoon, on hor way to the old
house, Rosamond calied in at the post
office for her mail. )t camein at differ-
ent hours, for the stage driver who
brought it, like everyone clse &t Cala-
noosie, consulted only humself concermug
times and soasons.

Horror upon horrors ! Her mysterious
correspondent, after six months’silenco,
was to the fore again. Her hand trem-
bled so visibly and her-face went so winte
when the lotter was handed to her, that
tho clerk looked at her in surprise. She
began to falter in her resolve to go to the
house, surely it must bo Ned Vanstono
afterall. If it were not—a namecless,
superstitious dread crept over her. 1t
was all 50 stranye, so weird. Sho upened
tho note.

Miss FERRIER (it ran) :=I thought
that you wero a person of reliability, T
find I am mistaken. If you could not
oxecuto my commisaion, common honcsty
should havo compolled you to return tho
enclosurc by my messenger, who called
for tho photas and was told you had left.
Howgver, you are welcome to the moncy
if it is of sorvice to you. I will troublo
¥you no further.

This was terrible. Dignifiod condos-
cension from this ghostly writer was al-
must moro than she could bear. Rosa-
mond, usod to retaliation all hor life, felt
at her wits' ond.

* Why didn’t I leavo tho photos for the
mossongor?!  Whatan idiot I have been

nothing else when she rouched tho cot-
tage. Quite forgetling to look for Ned
Vanatone she went through tho gato,
and walked up and down ovor tho long,
dry grass, realing and ro-readinyg overy
lino in that shost opistle, as if bolweon
the lines she might read the writor's
camo,

After awhilo she became aware of tho
fact that the sunsot light had faded into
twilight and the grass was wet with dew.
The lonely house loomed before her, out
of a thick, white mist.

¢“Oh, why isn't he here?” she cried,
and she made a run towards tho gato.
Suddenly she paused, paralyzed with fear,
for standing by the seat, where Ned had
onco plucked the rose, stood the bent
figure of a tall old man, in a long groy
coat !

Rosamond gave a cry of alarm, then
gathered up her strengthand ran uaking
past him, through tho gute, out into the
road, and full tilt against a young man
who was walking briskly along.

¢ Oh, Mr. Vanstono,” she cried, **why
didn't you coma before 1 I have been so
frightened. I—I—there’s a ghost in that
garden.” .

Poor Rosamond ! she behaved very un-
like & heroine.

“A ghost!” echoed Ned's cheery
voico. He picked up a stick and flour-
ished it, *‘ Come and point it out, I'm
equal to half a dozen ghosts.”

*No, no, come back."

‘I was detained at tho last moment,
and could not get here beford,” went on
Ned, then laughingly, * How abuut the
apology "

*“Oh, yes, I am 80 sorry about it,”
said poor Rosamond, ¢ but really the old
man in that garden has frightened all the
apology out of me. He was s0—so unex-
pocted.” She was still trembling all
over, unnerved with her fright; she
tried to pull herself together. *‘It was
all a dreadful mistake, Mr. Vanstone. T
am going away to-morrow, Iam so glad
wo part friends.”

** Frionds ! " ochoed Ned. His thoughts
wero too intent on another subject to
spend much time on tho object of her
fears. It was nearly dark, perhaps it
was thst which made him so bold, coup-
led with the thought that sho was leaving
80 soon, ** Friends, is that all ? Miss Fer-
rier, I don't know what you will think of
me—you know so little of me—but you
must forgive me for telling you how very
unhappy that little quarrel has made me.”

““ And yot,” said Rosamond, who was
rapidly rallying, *¢Clementsaid you were
Jaughing about it.” She spoke rather
reproachfully.

* Well, I could not well ery about it
bofore Clement, though really that would
have baen more in accordanco with my
fcolings. Tho fact is, Miss Ferrier (it
nmay as well all como out), I liked and
admired you so much that I thought per-
haps as timo went on—I was conceited
cnough to think that wo might someday
porhaps ho something moro than frionds.”

Rosamond way silent, ovidently in deop
thought.

““ Aro you not going to spcak to mo ¥
ho aid, ** Well, I will not ask you to say

all along,” sho criod. Sho could think of | much. Our fricndship continues, may I
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write, or if I am in your noighborhoud,'
may I call 17

Rosamond luoked up, and her thonghta '
found vent,

“I cannot mmagine,” she said, rather
irrelovantly but with utmost simplicity,
*what you could pussibly see in me to
adniiro, last spring. I ucemed to bo al-
ways hot, and always dusty, I was wear-
ing out my old clothes, and when I was
not carrying that camera about, I was up
up to the oyes in toning and fixing solu-
tions.”

**That was it—that waa it,” said Ned
rather oxcitedly. ‘ You wero so des-
perately honest and in earnest—you put
on no style and made no pretention.
You had your work to do, and you did it,
8o ovideutly nover looking for admir.
tion. It you had ¢been a sumuner girl
lounging in a hammock, all over frills,
and making eyes at me, I should not. have
looked at you twice. But do answor,
may I call 27

A happy idea struck Rosamond.

¢ wish to be friends—yes. Find out
wlio my mysterious correspondent is, and
bring me word.”

T have already found that out. It
was old Dr. McGregor who has been liv-
ing all these years at tho Scotch Bush,
some twenty miles from here —tho old
man whom I once told ycu lived in the
white house. Do you romember that
day?” .

“Yes,” said Rosamond, softly.
she added, ** It must havo been he in the
garden to-night.”

¢ Undoubtedly he was the ghoat.
Rosamond, I may call all the same "

“J am sure mother would be pleased
to see you,” said Resamond demuroly.

It was too dark for her to see the smile
which flitted over her companion’s lips,
but he was evidently greatly encouraged.

The noxt morning, just beforo Rosa-
mond's train started, Ned Vanstono ap-
peared on the platform, valise in hand.
In nowiso abasiied, he told her that he
had ascortained the time of her starting,
and having business in her direction, he
took theopportunityof attending to it that
day. When thoy rcached Rosamond’s
deatination he made tho acquaintance of
Mues. Ferries, who had come to meet her
daughtor at the atation, and managed so
well, that ho was installed at the houso
as a friend of tho family.

Tho next thing of any importance to
be recorded of Rosamond was that sho
and her inother wero making rather ex-
tensivo purchases in the dress line, con-
spicuous amongst which wero a white
gown and some orange blossons.

OQld Dr. McGregor duly received the
photographs. Nay, more than that,
there ono day visited the lonely old man
in his log shanty in the depths of the
Scotch Bush, a kindly, cheery young
man, and & pretry, bright-oyed girl, who
camein person to apologize. A brighter
day dawned for old Dr. McGregor, for
tho acquaintance ripenedinto fricndship,
and cheered his declining years.

Most porsons havo a projudice against
anonymous letters, but thore are three
poople who nover breatho a word against
them—Mr. and Mrs. Edward Vaustone,
and old Dr. McGregor. Tho latier was
much intorcstod whon ho hoard that the
result of his myatorious commission, had
heena wedding.  So strangely do shadow
and sunlight intertwine in lifo !
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