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A BRIGHT NEW YEAR TO EVERYONE.

A Bright Home makes a Bright
Heart ;
Then use MONKEY BRAND Soap.

Make the New Year bright;

MONKEY BRAND will belp you. BROOKE’S’ SOAP.

Make it bright by making home

A Bright Heart is the sequel of
ight ; i
MOKKEY BRAND will help you.

Then use MONKEY BRAND Soap.

Make it bright by making your

$ WON'T WASH CLOTHES, {* Prstt New Year i wia

everyone wants ;

MONKEY BRAND will help you. Then use MONKEY BRAND Seap.

HMakes COPPER tike GOLD, TIN like SILVER, BRASS like MIRRORS, CROCKERY like MARBLE, WINDOWS like CRYSTAL.
LEVER BROTHERS, LIMITED, PORT SUNLIGHT CHESHIRE.



Hugh Annesleys Love.

By ANNIE M. WATSON,
Author of ““ A Rich Man’s Poverty,”” ‘‘ A Maid o' the Moor,”’ &c.
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CHAPTER I.

: AN UNEXRECTE® VISITOR.
nq T ERE you are, miss. Twenty-four, GrosVenor
H Street. We can’t get right up to the dogr
/ miss, ‘cos there’s another cab a-waiting.”

Thirza Lee looked up into the kindly face of
the cabman, gratefnl even for the cheery ring of the
commonplace speech.
“You are sure it is Dr. Sherwell's*” she asked anxiousty.
“Yes, miss. The light's a-shining through his name
over the door.”

girl stepped on to the pavement; her umbrella and a small
~bag were in her hand, and the rest of her possessions were
forgotten. There was nervousness in her manner, and a
timid shrinking in her face. as.she slowly approached the
steps which led up to Dr. Sherwell’s house.
* Her hand was on the bell, when the dgpr opened, and
two. ladies came out. They were in evening-dress, and
cleaks of quilted satin protected them from the cold of the
November night. The elder of the two looked inquiringly
at the girl, who was dressed in mourning.
“Cam I see Dr. Sherwell?” faltered Thirza. “I

He held the handle of the cab-door in his hand. T-he “ The maid will inform Dr. Sherwell that you wish to
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“You mustr nob take booke from bitese shelves without permission, Miss Effie.”
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see im,” said the lady; “ only I'm not sure that he's in,
Come, Laura; we shall be late.”

She swept donwn the steps and into the cab, followed by
her daughter,

*1 really thought that gir! had somethiug to say to
me,” she said. “ How she stared! I do wish your father
would have only first.class patients.. That girl was very
untidy, and not over-clean, and yet she enters hy the
same door, and will be taken to your father's presence in
exactly the same way, as his most aristocratic patients.”

She drew her cleak closer round her, and leaned back:

“I have been trying all my life to make your poor father
more ambitious,” she went on; “but I might as well try
to turn a duck into a swan. He’d think more about the
honour of gettin% an article accepted by the * Lancet’
than of being called to prescribe for a duchess; and he
would be just as bappy doctoring a slum-baby as the child
of a millionaire. And I’'m very much afraid Dr. Annesley
encourages hkim in his ideas.”

L.aura Sherwell looked up protestingly.

* Oh, mother, I don’t think yoix ought to say anything

against Dr, Annesley{” she said reproachfully. “ He is
quite the nicest assistant father ever had.”

Mrs. Sherwell glanced sharply a$ her danghter.

“You are not to fall in love with him, my dear. You

can de much better than that, Hngh Annesiey will never
rise high in his profession; he is far too fond of grubby
cases for that. I believe he has actually been seen in the
slums; as if the dispensary and parish medical officers
were not enough for that, To go poking in the slums is
to say good-bye to ambition; se if you have given a first
thought to your father’s assistant, you will be wise not
to let a second follow it. 1 suppose I may take it for
granted that poverty and low tastes are not what you
desire in your husband ?”

“You may,” said the girl curtly. “Therefore we will
dismiss Dr. Annesley frem the conversation.”

It was not much eof a ““eonversation,” seeing that Miss
Sherwcll had made only one remark ; but the doctor’s wife
was never happier than when she was allowed to aix her
views without protest. ~

“1 want you to marry well, Laura,” she said. “You
are good-looking, and you can hold yonr own with any-
one. You are looking extremely Wellyto-night, and zrour
new dress suits you perfeetly. Mrs. Stockdale is a trea-
sure of a dressmaker. ¥ shall never eease to be tharnkful
that she was recommended to us. I feel sure that you
will attract attention to-night, Liaura. I look to yon to do
me credit. T don't expect ever to get any satisfaction out
ot Effie. She takes too much after your poor father im
some ways, and in others she is amdacious and unconven-
tional to a degree. I tremble to think of what will hap-
pen when she i8 old enough to go oat. I dread having to
do for her what I am deing for youw.”

Laura Sherwell lanughed a little maliciously.

“I don’t think you need trouble about that, mother,”
she said. “I don’t fancy that Effie will allow herself to
be hawked about in the marriage market. I don’t believe
she will even condescend to balls and parties. She will
want to bind up humanity’s cut fingers; and if they are
grimy with the grime of the slums she will go into
ecstasics over the business. Dr. Annesley and she ought
to be in full sympathy with each other. I imagine they
will plet ail manner of wickedness together when Effe
oets out of the schoolroom,”

“I wish you weuldn’t talk suach nonsense ! said Mrs.
Sherwell fretfully. “ Efiie’s present vexes me enough;
vou needn’t prophesy all kinds of horrors for the future.
Oh, here we are!”

The cab stopped before a brilliantly-lighted hounse, into
which they disappeared. e need not follow themy; we
will return to the girl whom we left standing ou the
steps of the doctor’s house.

The maid who kad opened the door for lher mistress,
and heard her careless reply to Thirza's gquestion, corro-
borated it.

“ Dr. Sherwell is out; but Dr. Annesley is in.
he do?”
~ “I—I don’t know.

“this train. Was that Mrs. Sherwell?
I was coming? T—I am Miss Lee.”

“'The mistress wasn’t expecting anyone that I know of.
Were you coming to stay?”

. She added this question on secirg the cabman bring
Liis cab te the steps and husy himself with the luggage.

Will

Dr. Sherwell wag expecting me by
Didn’t she know

“Yes; Dr. Sherwell is my uncle.”
The maid looked at her for a moment, pitying the dis-
tress she was in, for surely it was a strange welcame,

-and yet not daring to incur the wrath of her mistress ty

asmitting the stranger and her luggage on her own re«
sponsibility. |

“You'd best see Dr. Annesley,” she said: “ he'll know
what todo. If you’ll wait a minuse I'Il agk him to come down.”

She went away, and Thirza leaned wearily against the
door, fecling very lonely and desolate, and wishing she
had waited for a reply to her letter before thrusting hexr-
self upon her unknown relatives.

She was roused from her painful thoughts by the sound
of a rich voice speaking energetically, and, looking up,
she met the gaze of a pair of kind, dark eyes.

“ Dr. Sherwell will not be home till ten o’cleck,” said
Wugh Annesley, “ and Mrs. Sherwell will be much later.
I am very sorry. Your letter must kave miscarried.
Jessie "~turning to the servant—" we must do what we
can for this lady till your mistress comes home. TWhere
is Miss Effie *”

The gizl’s face lighted up,

“In the drawing-room, sir. Shall I tell Lher®”

“No. Tell the cabman about the lugguge "~-..re put
some money in her hand to pay him-—* and I will see Miss
EfRe, May I take you te your ¢ousin, Miss Lee*”

“H—if you think it best,” was the timid reply. "I
thought they would know all abeut my coming.”

There was the sound of tears in her voice. Hugh
Annesley looked down on her with sympathy,
“ Letters go wrong sometimes,” ﬁlensaid. “T am very

sorry Dr. Sherwell is not at home to welcome you.” :

He opened the door of the drawing-room—a big room
on the first loor—~and entered it with her. The gas was
lighted, and a cheery fire burned in the grate; but the
room was empiy. He took up a beok which lay open on
a chair, and smiled as he read the title.

“Miss Effie is not far away,” he said, laying the book
on children’s ailments on the table. “If you will take
this chair, Miss Lee, I will soon bring her to you.”

He wheeled an easy-chair in front of the bright fire,
saw the tired girl sink wearily into it, and then went
across the landing to the doctor’s study.

“Just what I expected !” he exclaimed, as he entered.

A pale faee was suddenly lifted to his—a bright, intelli~

ent face, with a wrinkled forehead. Masses of dark hair

ung all about it, covering the hands which were held np
to the cheeks and the elbows that were planted on the
table, on each side of a huge book. '

“ What did you expect, Dr. Arninesley?”

“To see you trying to wrest geerets from books you
owgh¥ not to touch,”

* Oh, bether!” said the girl impatiently, “I can’t stay
studying primers all my life { There are a let of things
about scarlet-fever I don’t nrderstand yet. There isn't

enongh about it in the book I have, and I can't find a
word about it in this huge volume.”

“XNo.” He toek it away gently, and put it into its
place on the shelf. “ You mustn’t take books from these .
shelves without permission, Miss Effie.”

* Musta $#” she fiashed.

*“ Mustn’t,” he repeated. “I don’t want to bother your
father about it; but I want you to promise mé not to
toueh them again.”

“T won’'t promise anything of the kind !?

The youug doctor looked kindly into the rebellious face.

“Yes; I think you will,” he said ¢heerfully.

“Y won’t! It’s too bad!” she burst out. “ You all con-
spire to keep me an igneramus on the only subject I want
to kno% anything about. Father laughs at my questions,
as if I were a baby playing at wisdem, and mother and
Laura pour scorn upon every remark I make about tho
grandest science on earth, and you >

She paused, half-choked with her indignation, her dark
eyes regarding him defiantly, and then went on:

“You think, hecause I'm a girl, I ought to know uo-
thing, because I shall never be able to make any use of my
knowledge; and I’'m just aching—aching to be able to re-
lieve pain and cure disease! Oh, I can’t sce why I wasn’t
born a ®oy, so that I conld have done it !”

Hugh Annesley smiled very tenderly.

“You weren’t born a boy because you wiil do your werk
better as a2 woman,” he said. “ Don’t be afraid. God will
find you srork such as you are longing to ds, and He wiil
fit you to do it.* A
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Effie Iooked at him in amazement.

“Then you don’t mean to pour cold water on me, and
fry to drown my ambitions? I thought you did.”

“ By no means. I am glad to think of what you will do
for suffering humanity in the future; and I promise to
help you all I can, if, in return, you will promise not to
run wild among your father’s books in his absence.”

“Very well; I won’t.” '

“Stick to the lessons your governess gives you for the
precent. You cannot have too much knowledge of a
general kind, and fifteen is too young to dip into the pro-
tundities of medical science.” -

*“ 1 suppose it is,” she sighed; “but I do love it so! Did
you guess what I was doing, Dr. Annesley, or did you
catch me accidentally? I thought I was quite safe.”

The young man started at the question.

“ How stupid of me!” he exclaimed. “I quite forgo$
what brought me here. Miss Effie, did you expect a visitor
to-day—a relative?”’

“No. Why?#”

“A young lady has come—a Miss Lee. She has evi-
dently had a long journey, and is very tired, and some-
what distressed to find that she was not expected.”

“ Come to stay, do you mean?” _ ‘

“ It looks like it. She has several boxes, and is dressed
in mourning, as if she had lost someone dear to her.”

“I don’t know her name from Eve’s,” said Effie. *“1I
fervently hope it isn’t a poor relation who is thrusting
lierself upon us. Where is she? Ought I to go and see
lier*”

“I have taken her into the drawing-room, and I said I
would bring you to her.”

Effie rose and flung back her long hair. She looked
cross and disturbed.

* Then I suppose I’'m bound to see her, as no one else is
at home. It’s a horrid nuisance !”

Si.ec was leaving the room, when Hugh Annesley stopped
her by putting his hand on her arm.

“Miss Effie,” he said gently, “ don’t forget-that there
are many kinds of wounds and aches and-pains in the
world, and that he or she who aspires to the dignity of
healer must not take the physical into account and ignore
.cverything else.”

“I1 don’t quite see what you mean, Dr. Annesley.”

“When you see Miss Lee I think you will understand,”
twas the reply. “Keep your eyes open, and remember
~that your mission is to heal.”

He opened the door for her, closed it behind her, and
then knelt for a moment beside the chair she had
left, praying that her heart might be touched into love
and sympathy with the stranger; for the young doctor
knew that scant welcome might be expected from the mis-
tress of the house, and that the girl’s lot promised to be
a hard one. With Effie on her side, life weuld be endur-
able, for Effie was a warmhearted, sympathetic gizl, whose
good qualities were not such as to commend themselves
to her ambitious, worldly mother, and who had scarcely
any friend on whom to expend the wealth 6f her stored-up
love.

Effie pushed open the door of the drawing-room. There
was something about the position of the fair head in the
cushioned chair which made her move softly across the
room. When she stood before the new-comer there was a
tender smile in her eyes, for the quiet and the warmth of
the room had been too much for the girl—she had fallen

aslegip.

Effie noiselessly ensconced herself in the corner of a sofa
and examined the unconscious face at her leisure. It
was pale and thin, and even in slumber it was £roubled.
The hands which lay on the black dress were neither very
white nor very small, though they were shapely enough.
They looked like the hands of one who had not been afraid
to take up the work that lay near them. The clothing was
neat, but not in any way stylish, and the dust of travel
which was upon it gave it a somewhat shabby appearance.

Effie’s heart was touched. She wanted to go and take
the work-worn hands in hers, and kiss the thin, pale face,
and speak words of kindly welcome.

. “I wonder who she is,” she said to herself... “ A poor
relation? That won’t suit mother. She won’t allow her
{0 stay, unless father puts his foot down; and then it will
¥e horridly unpleasant for her. And, if I dare to put in
a word for her, mother will sit on me. I ought to be like
,t--sqimemd-out lemon, I’ve been sat on so many times;
but I suppose I must be & sort of indiarnbhber ball. Miss

Lee. I wonder what her other name is? I wish she would
wake up. I shall soon be asleep myself. I wonder if she
cares anything about poor people and. their ailments. It
would be lovelyif she did! And then we eonid talk about
things together. I'm so glad Dr. Annesley doesn’t think
I'm silly. He’s a brick! And he is going to help me!”

Her dark face grew soft as she went mentally over the
words he had spoken.

“How happy I shall be if what he hopes for me really
happens ! she said.

Unconsciously she spoke half aloud. The sound of her
voice roused the sleeping girl. She opened her eyes and
stared about her in confusion, a wave of ¢rimson rushing
over her face when she discovered that she had been
asleep, and that someone had been watching her slumbers.

CHAPTER II.
FRIENDLY AND OTHERWISE.

HE two girls looked at each other for a moment—
one calm and self-possessed, the other very ner-
vous, and flushing to the roots of her hair with
shame at having been caught sleeping. °
“I—oh, I beg your pardon !’ Thirza stammered, half

rising from her chair. “I—I don’t know what made me

do such a silly thing.”

“You needn’t beg anyone’s pardon,” said Effie, watching
her closely. “ It was my fault that you were left so long
alone. I dragged Dr. Annesley into an argument, or a
squabble, or something, and he forgot what he had come
to tell me. Don’t you think Dr. Annesley's.a brick? He’s
wonderfully clever, and he’s going to—— Ob, I forgot,”
she said, pulling herself up, as she saw that the girl looked
uncomfortable. “You want to see- my father, and he
won’t be in till ten o’clock.. Are you a relative of ours?
Dr. Annesley seemed to think so.”

“My mother was your father’s sister,” was the low
reply. “She died last week.”

“Then we are cousins,” said Effie promyptly.
coming to live here?”

“I—I don’t know,” said the girl timidly. “ oiher told
me, when she was dying, that I must come to my uncle.
She said he had promised to look after me. I only found
the letter with his address yesterday, and then I wrote,
and was waiting for an answer to my letter; but the land-
lady said I must go at once, as some other people wanted
the roems. That is why—why-—"

Her voice faltered, and her face grew very pale. Lkiffie
sprang up, full of excitement.

“QOh, you are -going to faint,” she exclaimed, “and I
know exactly what to do! Come, you must lie flat on the
sofa, with nothing under your head. You see, faintness
is caused by-—"

She paused, finding that she was addressing deaf ears,
and flew to her room for remedies, rejoicing exceedingly
ghen the blue eyes unclosed and fixed themselves upon

er.

“That was lovely !” she said. ‘I so seldom get a chance
to practise on anyone. Are you feeling better?”

Thirza nodded. Tears flled her eyes, and Effie, seeing
them, threw herself on her knees by the sofa, professional
interest forgotten, and a great tendexness taking its place,
making her dark face very attractive.

““Are you very unhappy?” she said, “1I can’t bear to
see you cry. I forgot you were my cousin just now. I
only remembered that I had got ‘a case.” 1 didn’t mean
1o be unkind. Did you think me very horrid#”

" The girl shook her head, and smiled.a little.

“No; I like you. I think you would be my friend if
you could.”

“Yes; that I would! Only ™ —Effie's voice and face
changed into tone and look which meant despondence—
“it takes me all my time to be.a friend to myself. I'm
the sort of girl that makes her mother wonder how she
ever came to have such a daughter. and I get into no end
of scrapes. I’m the black sheep—I mean, the ugly duck-
ling-—of the family, and Laura is the swan. My name is
Effie. Will you te}l me what yours is?”

“ Thirza—Thirza Lee.”

“That’s pretty. Do you like medicine?”

*“No. I've never taken much; but 7

“Olh, I didn’t mean that! I meant the study of medi-
cine. I like to know about ailments, and how to cure
them-—especially poor people’s ailments. You may have
a cusbion wnder your head now;that flfaintness has

“Are you
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gone,” ske said parenthetically, suiting the deed to the
word. *Is that comfortable? Yes; if I were a dociox, X
wouldn't go among the grand folks. I would go among
the poorest people, and I would teach them the value of
cleanliness and ventilation, and show them how important
it is {hat food should be thovoughly cooked. ®nce "—
she lowered her voice—“ I went into & dreadful honse. A
liftle thing, only about four years eld, had cut its hand
very badly, and I took it home to dress the cut. Would
you believe it—there wasn’t a clean piece of rag in the
house, and I had to use one of my best handkerchiefs?
Mother would have been wild if she had knewn where 1
was. The woman was very c¢ivil; but she lavghed when I
gave ler scme gosd advice, as if I were a baby talking
nonsense. Are yveu tired of my chatter? 1 Lke to talk,
but I don't often get the chance. O-oh ”

“ What is it asked Thirza, seeing a look of dismay o
the animated yeung face.

“Well, you must think me horrid! I forgot that you
would be hungry, and ali the rest of it. Come inie my
room and get rid of travel-stains, and T'll go axd make
cook sexd us np a nice supper. I guess you'll have to
gshare my roem vo.pight. Will you mind#’

Thirza Lee's lips trembled.

* T think God was very kind to bring me first to you,”
she said simply.

Effic stared, and then led the way into her bedroom,
supplied her econsin with all she needed for her toilet. and
then left her. When the two met again, and sat together
at the big dining-table, Effi¢ Jooked at the older girl ap-
provingly. A little colour and hrightiness had come to tie
tired face, and the blue eves had a new light 1n them,

“How nite youn 1éok !” she said impulsively. “ Do you
feel happier now?”

“Yes: I had po right ever to feel miserable.”

“ No right? Why not?”

“ Because, whatever happens, God will never leave me.’
said Thirza, the colour flooding her cheeks, “ I ought not
to have forgotten for a moment that He was my Fataer,
and that He would do the best for me. I'm afraid you
must have thought me very wicked o ever scem to doubdt
Him, and to dishoneur Him by showing snch fear and
deibt.” |

Effie's eyes opened wide in surprise.

“I dew’t know a bit what you mesn,” she began, when
the doexr opered, and Dr. Sherwell entered. ‘

" Well. my dear, company?” he said, apparently sui-
prised, ‘“De I knew your friend?” - i

“You ought te do, daddie!” cried Efie, springing
up and hugging him, " seeing that she is your very own
n:e¢ce, Thirza Lee! - Tell her you’re glad .to see her, dad,
because she’s lost her mother, and she hasn’t any other
bome but this.” | ]

Dr. Sherwell's face grew grave. He put aside his young
daunghter's clinging arms, ard advanced towards Thirza,
who had risen. =

“ Thirza Lee-—2ary's child?” he said; 25 he toek her
hand in his., " And Mary 18 dead? When, my dear?
Why wasn't I told?”

Thirza’s tears hegan. te fall 2s the sorrowful, sympa- -

thetic voice fell on her ears. This man had loved her
mother, though they had been divided in their lives,

“She went out of my life altogether.” he went gu. I
tried to find her, hut failed. I bave hea:d nothing of her
for {en years. Why was it, my dear?”

*I think it must have been because she was poor.” eaid
the gir] brokenly. *S8he said she would never ask ang-
thing for hersclf; but for me—she said you had pro-
atised i ’ : | i

“ To care for you? Yes.” The doctor knitted his brows.
“.Yes, yes: yeu did right to come. But why didnt you
write? Tell me &ll about it, my dear.” - B

Thirza told her story, with the docter standing st hex
side holding her hang. . N

" J—J can work for my living,” she said, “if you thirk
it best. I am twenty, and I—I think I could do som--
thing. Mother made me promise to ¢ me here. She said
I was too young to face the difficulties and dangcers of
tiie alone; bat——"

¥ &» you are, my dear—so you are. I promised your
dcar mother ten years ago that you showld find a home
2ere when yeu needed one, and I will keep my promise.”

. Em Mrs. Sherwell carc to have me?” hegan Thires
+immidly, . ;

The doctor stopped her,

Be turned to his
“ Effie, your ntother wen't be home till past

“You leave all that to me, wy dear.”
dangiuter.
midnight.” . e F

“1 know, dad. Thirza and I are just going to tuck .
purselves between the dlankets, and leave you to Sght it
out.” Faa '

“« Hy deqr R

“Well, you know what I mean, dad dear.
poor Thirza gel scme supper.
¥Y'm ravenousiy hungry.” | )

“Well, well, then I'll say gcod-night,” he said, with
ap air of relief. * You must wait for your aunt’s welcome
tiil merning.” .

“ And may you get it then!” said Effie, under her breath.
“@Good-night, dad. TYoure a brick! He’'s the hest father
in the world,” she said, when he had gone. “If motlier
and Laura aren’t qiiite as kind as you would like them to
be, remember that yeu can always csunt on the dad and
me.” P

Two honrs la‘er the two girls were wrapped in slumber,
and Dr. Sherwell, forgetful of eve thing except the clever
paper he was writing for a medical joiuirnal, was sitting
alone in his study, wleu the door was flung open, and his
wife entered. o

* Maleelm, what is this absurd story with which I am
greeted downstairs? The maid telis me that some relative
has thrust herself upon us. What is the mecaning of i1t?
I uever heard of such a thing in my iife! I saw the girl
on the doorstep as I went out, and remarked en her
poverty-siticken appearance; and now I hear that she is
actually sharing Ithe's bed !” "

“My sister h%ary’s daughter will do my daughter no
harm,” said the doctor quietly.
let me tell you about it. 1 have 2 lorg letter here frem
my dead sister. It.ought to have besn %ere this morning,
enclozed in the ome which annoaneed Thirza's coming;
but it was only delivered by the last post. Mary has
hidden herself from me for ten years, Wecause she didn't
want me ta know how poor she wis; wat she begs me to
save her daughter from the charity of a cold world, and
reminds me ihat ten years ago I promised to care fou
Thirza when the need arose.”

“ Amd that means—" | '

* That we shall have theee danghters instead of two.
You will welecome Thirza, Fauny?” :

“T shall do nothing of ‘the kind{ I would not do such
an injustice to my own girls. poor dears!”

" There need he no thought of injustice, my dear. Lffie
has evidently sworn e'ernal friendship with her counsin
already.”

“ Effie I"—Mrs. Sherwell’s tone was full of contempt—
“Effie weuld fraternigre with a sweep or a piekpocket, if
the fazey took her! She hasn’t sense to see tihat thiz in- .
terleper——"

- “ My dear. you are spcaking of my dead sister's child !”?
remonstrated Dr, Sherivell. |

“ 1 don’'t care!” said the lady amgrily.
this gir! here. . She c¢en get her living without robbing
cur girls. I utterly refuse to Liave lier here I” |

“ Fannw, suppose Laura and Effie were left orplians, and
their ouly relations refused to show them any kinduess "

“ Laura and Effie are diffcrent. I don’t think we need
argne shout it, Malecolm.. I'm tired, and waut to go to
bed. Shzll we consider it settled®”

Dr. Stcrwell looked up with a quiet smile.

“Yes, dear—abselutely settled, beciuse of a brother’s
promise to his dead sister.”

“T didn't mean thet,” she said, flushing with something
like shame. ™ Yon have no considevation for me, ali-
goim.”

“Have I'not? Dear, I don't think you would be really
happy emeng all the luxuries with which we are sur-
rounded, if the thought of your orphan niece cast upon
the tender mercies of strangers came te yeu occasional 5.

Murs. Sherwell retorted angrily. The doctor answeted
her gently sut firmly; and when at Jast she leit the room
ghe kmew that further protest would be useless. Dr.
Sherwell had made a solemn promise, and he mcant to
keep it.

“Well,” she said to herself, as she went upstairs, “ thera
are more ways than one of getting »id of unwelcume

uests. If Thirza Lee is here in gix. months' time, I shail
surprised, that is all.” )

‘SRhe went into Laura’s reom as slte passed, and poured
out scine of her indignation, -

Kow, do let
She’s nearly-famished, and

“8it down, Fanny, and

“7 don’'t want
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““ Rememnber, I am determined that she skail not stay,”
ghe said, “ though your father is equally determined thit
she shall. - ¥ shall keep her in the background as muen as

' ppossible, ‘auid make her feel herself a dependent and in-
vuder. If sheis a girl of spirit, she will resent that.
and take her departure.”
- “ Unless she elects to. play Cinderella, on the chance of
the fairy godmother turning up!” laughed Liaura lightly.
“ Say gcog night, mother. I'm dreadfully tired. And dor’t
let your sleep be troubled by dreams of Thirza Lee.
.suppose we caB suppre 8 be? between us, if she is am un-
desirable acquisition.” 1

“ Y exclaimed the™ other. " There’s mo * if > about it.»

And just imagine Effie receiving lier with open arms, and
gharing her bed with her! -T’:m:guite in despair about
that child. @®@ood-night, Laura.: I think you made an
impression to-night, my dear. Sir Edgar Lefroy seemed to
be greatly taken with you. - I hird him -
plying Mrs; Mander with questiohs about
you 2t . _

“I hate Sir Edgar!” said the girl
shorply. ‘T don't see anything attrac-
tive pbout him,” |

“My dear,” was the shocked reply,
‘“ where ar¢ your eyes ? He was the most
eligible man there—the richest, and the
only one with a title. Think, if you were
to become Lady Lefroy! How proud I
ebould beit I need to be doubly proud
of yeu, Laura, beenuse I foresee nothing
baf disappointment in store for me with
vegard to Effie. Good-nighg t7" -

CHAYTER III.

i TAKING HER PLACE.

«« WA OTHER, thisis Thirza.”

Mrx. Sherwell had just sented
hersel f at the breakfast-table
oppasite to her hushand, when
Effie. Lrought in her cousin, awd intro-
duced her 80 unceremoniously. As the
doclor was gravely watching, she was
obliged to .chave with at least an out-
ward appeatunce of civiliby. She held
out her band setiffiy, and smiled chili-
ingly.

““ How do you do, Miss I€e? You took
us by storm last night.” ]

“Yes; 1 am so sorry,” said Thirza
timidly. “My uncle would tell Fou how
it was,”’ 2 -

““ Dr. Sherwell made some kind of ex-
planation, I believe.. Will you take that
chair by Effie? Effie, I mustreguest you
. to sit up straight, and to take yonr elhow
oft the table.” N _

“ All right, raother,” said the girl,
straightening herself, with a yawn. I
don't think I’'m quite awake yet. . We
talked for hours last might, dida’t e,
Thirza? I’m ever so glad to have a
cousin, mother. - You bave no’idea how
jolly it is. - Especially when——" -
. Mrs. Sherwell silenced her daughter by

a look, and gave lier attention to the
coffeés and to her husband.

“Isn’t Eaura coming down ?* h e asked.

**No; pdor child, she is gqmite tired out this morning.
I made her stay in bed to breakfast.”

“ Hot, stuffy, crowded roems, 1ate hours, and excite-
ment—bad, mother, bad,” said the doctor. '

“ Posslbly, my dear; buf abselutely necessary,” replied
his wife. “Laura was quite a success last night.” ,

“'fhat means that someone fell in love with her, doesn’t
it# said Effie, who had finigshed her porridge.  What-
ever things you do, however great and glorious; if no one
falls in love with you, you're a dead failure. Isn’t that
1t, mother#’ A

Mrs. Sherwell deigned no reply.

*Who was 'it, mother? Ds tell! Did ke fall at her
. Feet gnd=—"

“ Wil you-please stop talking ncnsense?” was the irrit-
" able reply. “You are an adept at eaying silly ‘thinge.
Passg Miss Lee’s cup.”

“H-er name is Thirza, mother. We musta’t cail her
Miss Liee when shie's such a very near relative. You would
like to be called Thirza, wonldr’t you?” she said.

Thirza bowed her head slightly.

“H Mrs. Sherwell doesmi’t ohject, ¥ shcuid
she: - sasid—a remark of which  that lady o0
slightest notice. '

he doctor, looking up, saw that bis niece felt the great
want of kindness in his wife’s manner, and tred to atone
for it in every way in his power. Everyone wes glad when
the nncomfortable meal came to an eng. The clock struck
ninve, and the door-Well rang. -

“That’s Miss Crawford,” said Effe; with a wry face,
“eome to stuff geography and French and Germnan into
me like cook stuffs sage and onions intc a goose, I hate

refer it,”
rot the

‘common lessons, when I wight be studying morve iw-

portant things! Oh, I forgot, thoagh. Ds. Annesley

said.I had better learn all I could, and the others would
come atter.. So, good-bye, dear people. I'm off to be
stuffed, with no more protest than the goose !”

She dropped a funny little kiss on Thirza’s forehead. and
rushed away. The doctor had already gone. Mrs. Sher-
wéll fotlowed Effie, arid Thirza was left alone. The maid
came ie to clear the table; when she went-out the room
was very still. Thirza ga¢ looking into the fire, feeling
very lonely, and wishing someone would eome, and that
some task might be set ker. This enforced idleness, with-
out even a book within re ch, was very {rying to one who
had Ycew. ccustomed to a bus- life.  _

Two hours p. sed before Mrs. Sherwedl came back, s:ad
then Thirza ventured to ask for semething Lo do.

“There is nothing for you to do at present,’ was fhe
reply. “Each of the servan's has her owam work, ané.
naturglly, I prefer ta do my own myself. By the way,
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perEszns you would like to unpack? I have given you as
: a room as I can spare, and your boxes are already in
#%. You had better go and take possession. Jessie will
#wew you which it is,”
fhe rang the bell and gave her orders. With a word
of t2anks, Thirza left the room, and followed the servant
¥o ke top of the honse. The maid’s face was burning as she

ﬁg&gﬂed the door of an attic, and stood aside to allow
Emirza to precede her, folluwin%lhér into the dull, sparsely
Farnished room, and shuiting the door.

“It's a shame to bring you here, miss!” she burst out.
=1 had a better room myself at my last place. If you
woild just say a word to the master, the mistress would
kave to give you sumiething beiter than this. I told her
it wasn't quite the thing for the master’s niece, and she
rearly gave me notice on the spot. Not that I should
bave carred much, but for ¢the doctors and Miss Effie. Will
vou tell him, miss, before your boxes are unpacked*”

Thirza stood in the middle of the attic—the only place
ixz which she cbuld stand upright—and looked round.

Everything was sliabby, from the old iron bedstead to
the cracked looking-giass on the shaky toilet-table. There
was not an articie of furniture that did not look as if it
had been discarded years before; and the floor was
absolutely bare, except for a strip of faded carpet by the
tide of the bed.

A lump rose to Thirza's throat, but she smiled into the
anxions and ashamed face of the servant.

“ No,” she said softly, “I will not trouble my uncle;
and. after all, I am better off than my Master. You know,
Jessie, He had not where to lay His head—Jesus, I mean,”
she added, seeing the girl looked puzzled. * He said, ‘ The
foxes have holes, and the birds of the air have nests; but
the Son of Man hath not whexe to lay His head.””

Her face took on a new beauty as she stood for & mo-
ment wrapped in her own thoughts.

** He understands our sorrows, and sympathises with us,
because He suffered Himself,” she said, under her breath,
for her own comfort. The servant watched her wonder-
ingly. She had been ashamed of -her task of condufting
her master’s niece to the room assigned to her, and®had
expected a burst of indignation, instead of this calm,
patient acceptance of what was nothing less than an in-
dignity.

“ She takes it like an angel,” she said to herself. < She's
real good, if she is poor; and the mistress needn’t think
to snub her, for she can’t do it.”

Aloud she said: -

“Can I help you, mize? There's nothing I wounldn’t do,
if you would let me.”

" Thank you,” said Thirza, smiling, “Yes, you can
help me to uncord this box, and this, and to pack the
others away into a corner. And, Jessie, it would be better
not to tell Miss Effie abont this*—she swept her hand
round the attic. “She might make remarks about it
whicl: would vex her mother.” :

** That she would! And she’ll find it out soon enough,
without me telling her. There isn’t much escapes Miss
Effie, bless her! She’s always getting into scrapes, but
the’s a real kind-hearted young lady. She came and sat
with me nearly two hours one night swhen I was ill, trying
all sorts of things to-do me good. Her mother thought
she was. in bed, fast asleep, and she came up and caught

her bathing my forehead at ten o'clock. Poor Miss Lffie”

got dreadfully scolded; butshe wonld have done the same
thing the next night, if she hadn’¢ been watched. There’s
the bell. I must go. If you ever want anything, Miss,
I'll be only too.glad to help you.”

When Jessie had disappeared Thirza sat down on her
Bed, which ereaked and s]ix
faced her position. It wazs easy to see thai Mrs. Sherwell
resented her contiug, and meant to make things unplea-
sznt for her.

Should she summon her small stock of courage, and
teave the house where she -xas not wanted; or sheuid she
zesyect her mother’s wishes, and stay—at any rate, for
the present? It might be that @od had some work for her
to do even there; and her thoughts turned yearningly to
Fie—~warm-hearted, clever undisciplined Effie—whose
EBfr@ork might be so grand, if it were only built on the
zight foundation ; and, thinking as much of Effie as of her
mw= skrinking from the unknown outer world, sheé said :

. #% will stay—for a while I will stay. (fod help me to
witf=meas for Him in a household where He is not honour«d.”

. ffie, whom she had manage

ook tunder her ligl t weight, and-

' “Fhe ordeal which presented itself when she went down.

siairs was that of being presented to her elder cousin.
‘Laura Sherwell was a proud, -handsome girl of her own.
a§e. She looked Thirza down from head to foot, and
offered a limp. hand rather reluctantly, murmuring an-
almost inaudible greeting.

Mrs. Sherwell glanced sharply at her niece, expecting
to see signs of disturbance on.her face; but it was calm
and peaceful, and the quiet blue eyes which met licrs had
no resentment in them, i

*You found your room all right?” she said.

*Yes, thank yon,” was the cheerful reply, “ Jessie
helped me with my boxes, and I have done a little un-
packing. Can you give mc something todo? I have been
accustomed to a busy life.”

“Laura can, I dare say. Can’t you, my dear?”

 Heaps ! said the girl, yuwning. 1 tore my dress
cruelly last night, and I hate mending. I will bring it
fer you to doctor, if you arezhandy with your needle.”

She went away, without waiting for a reply, and brought
down an evening-dress torn almost beyond, repair. Thirza’s
heart sank, but she accepted the task smilingly, and spent
the rest of the day over it. feeling justifiably proud of her
work when she gave back the dress to her cousie.

“ Thanks,” said Laura carelessly, after she had examined
the work critically. * It's not badly done, though you
bave spent an unconscionable time over it. You could
eagily earn your living with your needle, I should think.
It is easy enough to get dressmakers to make one’s
dresses; but to find a person willing to come by the day
and mend up one’s old things is not so easy. You would
shine in that direction, I should imagine, 1f you chose to
do_so.”

Looking up, she intercepied an angry glance from Effie,
who was biisy with her lessons. |

“That’s just horrid of you, Laura,” she said, “after
what Thirza has done for you. I think it's just sweet of

- her to sit all day over your old dress.”

*“So it is, Miss Pepperbox; and ¥ have no doubt that
she is delighted to do it here, instead of having to turn
out to sew for the wives of Tom, Dick, and Harry. Go en
with your lessons, my dear. Little girls should be seen
and not heard.” _

With that Laura resumed her novel. Two pairs of
cheeks burned hotly, but only one pair of eyes had an
angry light in them, and thiose were not the eyes of the.
girl whom L#ura Sherwell was trying to insult sufficiently
to make her take her departure from 24, Grosvenor Street.

She shook her head very slightly as Efic looked across
at her, and a light shoue through the mist of tears in her
blue eyes. o

After that Thirza never needed to ask for work. No
sewing-maid engzged by the day could have been expected
to work harder, or to bear with the humours and caprices
of her employers more unquestioningly than Thirza was .

She bore her lot patiently enough, finding sufficient re-
ward in being allowed to zpend er leisure hours with

skilfully to exclude from her
attic. It was a week after she had been installed there
that Effie care fiying down the stairs, with a red, escited
face, encountering Dr. Annesley on the first landing.

' It is a shame !” she said, expending her indignation
upon him because he was tlie first person she met. * Thirza
never would let me into hggroom, but I meant to sec 1t
when she was out; and it'&3 horrid attic, not nearly so-
niee as the maids have. I't going to tell father, and then
there’ll be a row downstairs.” ,

“ Which would please your cousin, I suppose,” said Dr.

“Annesley, “ and make things easier for her?”:

“ Wouldn't it?” said Effie dubiously. _

“Well, think about it before you speak,” he said,
smiling. “ Miss Lee might get a better room, certainly;
but——"

He paused significantly.

“ But, oh dear, you think they might make things more
unpleasant for her! Oughin’t I to interfere, Dr. Annes-
ley? I do hate to see people badly treated; and I always
feel as if I must try to set things to rights.”

*“.In the years to come you will do that; but not now—
not yet.”

She looked at him-.almost reverently.

“Perhaps it is a good thing I met you,” she said. **If
you had et been just here, by this time I might.
have said things which would hayve hurt my dear Thirza.
Isn’t she sweet, Dr. Annesley:” !

. Yes.l? . ~ < : )
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“ How quietly you say it! But, then, you don’t know
what an angel she is, Mother and Laura treat her
like——"

‘ Hadn’t you better make your sentence end there, Miss
Iiffie?” interposed the yoang doctor gravely.

“Oh dear! Is that wrong. too? % must have a safety-
valve, iu_u kmow, doctor dear.”

At that moment the drawing-r'oom door opened; and
Miss Sherwell looked out.

“I thought I recognised the voices,” she said. “ You
let that iiresome child trouble you too much, Dr. Annes-
ley. Mother and I are having tea. Will you let us give
you some; if you have time for it?”

He smiled into Effie's scowling face, and thereby
smoothed it, and followed Miss Sherwell into-her mother’s
presence, chatting for five minutes over his cup of tea,
and then going off to his work.

Five minutes was a very brief space of time, but in it
the two ladies had ‘managed to make various malicious
remarks about their young relative, which the young man
found it hard to listen ta in silence.

“She is quite capable of imposing upon him,” said
Laura, when he ha gone. “It’s as well that he should
know the truth about her.” :

It did not seem to strike the girl that what she called
*the truth ” had nothing of fzuth about it, and that it
was jealousy and fear which were prompting her to show
her cousin to Dr. Annesley in a false light. Like her
mother, she was ambitious; and eager to make *“a good
match ”; and yet, school her heart as she might. she could
not turn Hugh Annesley out of the place in it which, all
unconsciously to himself, he had gained. OQutwardly, she
scoffed at what she called bis low aims, but inwardly she
com(Fared every other man with him. He was the stan-
dard by which she measured the merits of pessible and
imlpussible suitors.

f he had asked for her love, she would have dismissed
bhim with scorn; but she was none the less determined
that Thirza shorld not be on friendly terms with him.

“If she poses as a martyr, she will win his sympathy,”
she went on; “ and everyone knows what sympathy leads
to.), -

“ Love?’ interrogated the mother. “ What a silly,
romantic child you are! It might not be a bad thing.
They would make a 500& ?f.ir.”

by '{‘hey never shall,” said Laura, turning pale--“ never,
if I can help it!”

“ Why, oty dear? You know you are too sensible to
think of h m yourself. You would never——* :

‘“ @f course not! I should not dream of such a thing!”
said the girl indignantly; but in her heart she cried:
* \Why isn’t he such as I could let myself love? Why is
Ire content with grovelling in low places as 'a doctor’s
assistant, when he might be rich and famous if he chose?”

The winter months passed on, and Thirza was gtudiously
kept in the background, her mother’s recent d'eath being
a very convenient excuse when Dr. Sherwell inquired of
his wife the reason why the girl was never present at
dinner when guests were invited, nor made a sharer in
an,i,': outdoor pleasures. A

hirza herself never complained when her uncle made
himself anxious about her. In many ways her lot was
trying; but she had great compensations, and not the
least of the¢se was the guiet friendship whick gradually
grew up between her and Hugh Annmesleys while Effie’s
worshipping love was & very precious thing.

A very slight incifent changed the course of her life,
and partially released her from the constant slavery of the
needle. Effie, studying one evening in the room where
the rest of- the family were sitting, suddenly flung her
book into a-corner. _

“1It's some German 1 have to translate,” she lained,
when questioned, “ and it’s too horribly difficult for any-
thing. I can’t do it, and Miss Crawford will be ever so
cross. Laura could help me, if she liked, I suppose; but
ghe never will.”

Laura shrogged her shoulders.

“ No, thanks; I'm not so fond of German. Why don’t you
a8k Th rza?”’

8he looked scornfully in Thirza’s direction.
met her ook gquietly, and then turned to Effie.

* I will help you, if you like, dear,” she said, to everj-

The gir}

ene’s astorifsliment. -
Mys, Shexwell listened silently as the dificult lesson was

maqde easy; then she said stiffly:

“VWhat other langnages are you acquainted w th>?

“1 only know Freneh and German.”

5 go you pfay?”

- “Yes, Mrs. Sherwell.”
“ Play something, that I may judge of your ability.”
Effie sprang to the piano. Thirza followed siowly. ams
layed one of Beethoven’s sonatas. When she hed
nished Mrs. Sherwell continued her catechism, and mads
herself familiar ith thelist of Thirza’s accomplishments,

“1I call it perfectly absurd,” she sa d, furning to ker
elder ‘danghter—" perfectly absurd to be paying Miss
Grawford such an exorbitant salary whén Thirza could
take her place quite easily?! I suppose;” she continued.
turning to the startled girl, “you would prefer to teach
Effie to rema ning idle in your uncle’s house?”

“Say * Yes,” Thirza! Quick! Say “Yes’!” cried Effie
excitedly. “I'll be ever so good if you will I”

“1 should like it, if you thiak I am gqualified for tke
post,” she said, in reply to her aunt. “ Mother used to
say that giving out was very different from taking in,
and that I should never be a successful teacher.”

“ Piddlesticks! You explained the German all right—
at least; I suppose you did. We’ll risk the rest. I'll dis-
miss Miss Crawford with a week‘s notice. I never liked
the creature, and I sha 1 be glad to get rid of her. Etae,
don't look so ridiculously delighted! - You will not he
allowed to shirk your lessons because your—er cousin is
your governess; so dox’t try that game. I shall keep an
eye ONn your progress.” |

“Two eyes, if you like,” said Effie, under her breath.
“g80 long as I have my dear Thirza!”

“ What are you saying, Effie?”

* Nothing, mother. gn]jr I'm going to be extra-specially
good wlien I've said farewell to Miss Crawford.”

CHAPTER IV.
DISAPPOINTED AMBITION.

N HIS economical move on the part of Mrs. Sherwell
set Thirza’s doubts at rest. She had felt that God
had some pasticulae work for ber.to do in her
uncle’s house, and now it was made plain to her

what it was. Already she had great influence with Eifie,
and the daily contzet with her would make it greater
still. She would win Effie for her Master—bright, sym-
pathetic, impulsive Effie, who would do either great harm
ot great good in the werld.. :

Fhe unwelcome guest’s banishment to the schoolroom
was a great relief to Mrs. Sherwell and her daughter, and
it was scarcely less a relief to be spared some additional
hours of Effie’s company; for Effie had an inconvenient
way of saying straight, disagreeable, truthful things—a
bad habit, of which 1t was impossible to cure her. Now,
to her great delight, she was allowed not only to receive
her lessons in tEe schoolroom during the day, but to
spend the evening hours of preparation there; while

irza, always at hand when difficultics arose, busied her-
self with the endless sewirng which stilk found its way to
her. :

Mrzs. Sherwell’s idea of training her younger daughter
was evidently to wash her hands as far as possible of all
responsibility concerning her, while she devoted herseli
to the more satisfactory Laura. So Thirza had a clear
field, and her gentle hacnd dropped the good seed, praying
for a harvest which should satisfy her ila’.ster.

The days and weeks passed pleasantly enough on the
whole. Dr. Sherwell assured himself that his niece liked
her new tasks, and popped into the schoolroom occasiosn-
ally to speak words he could not venture to utter in the
drawing-room. Dr. Annesley, too, managed to find a pre-
text for putting in an appearance there now and agaie:
and it was surprising how often he “happened * to mees
governess and pupil in their daily walbs.

Effie hailed his coming with delight, and ve quiekiy
drifted into “ medical’” talk, plying the young fellow wita
questions, whi¢h he answeres just as readily as if Effew
ambitions were of the first importance to him, and = if
her constant, rapid flow of talk were not silencing e
;rlggef which had become the sweetest in all the werid 23
He had watched Thirza Lee at a distance all thessgh
the winter months, and had seer that a strong, stegifes
soul dwelt behind the timid, ghrinking exterior. and that
the gitl’s patience and sweetness never failed hes, howesar
greatly she wag tried. :
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Once he had called her into the consulting-room, when
no one else was near, to assist him with an accident case
he had suddenly been called on to treat. He had feared
for her, while wishing to test her; and he had watched
her face grow white, and her lips and hands tremble, and
then hadg seen her control herself, and grow calm and
brave, and wonderfully helpful. Then, when he had be-
taken himself into the next room, he heard -her voice,
steady and sweet, speak words of sympathy and comfort
to the man whose strong right hand would be helpless for
many a day; and it seemed to him as if the sufferer l:ad
been taken by a few brave, womaniy words right into the
presence of a (God of Love.

The momentary sight of her in a morning was sufficient
to make the day bright for Hugh Annesley. If he could
touch her hand as he spoke his morning greeting, he felt
as if a benediction were already upon his day, and bhe
worked the better for it.

He knew quite well that she was “the one woman in
the world” for lrim; but she, brightening visibly under
his sympathetic looks and words, never dreamed that life
would bring more than glimpses of him, nor had any idea

“ Decline what?” said the doctor, coming in ‘just then
with Hugh Annesley.

“ Au invitation to Lirs. Smith’s garden-party,” was tle
reply.

i V-y\a'hy should she decline?” came the guick question,
““1f it's a question of dress, I'll give lier a cheque, with the
greatest of pleasure. Eh, Thirza?”

Mrs. Sherwell looked -angrily at her husband. Her
repl'% was prevented by the girl.

“ Thank you, uncle; I don't wish to go.
out of place.”

““Of course she would, Malcolm ! You have such ridi-
culous ideas! Besides, you forget that Thirza has under-
taken Effie’s lessons. Are you among the fortunate people
who have received an invitation, Dr. Annesley? ”

“ Yes, Mrs. Sherwell,” said the young man quietly.

He missed the pleased expression of Laura’s face by
watching the quiet face of the girl who sat by the piano
quietly mending dilapidated music.

“That is right,” said the doctor’s wife.
fﬁardemparties are very brilliant affairs.

alcolm?

I should feel

“ Mrs. Smith’s
Can you go,

Laura brought down to Thirza an evening-dress torn almest beyond repair,

that he wanted to be more than the kind friend he had
amved himself ever since the sad evening of her ¢coming to

rosvenor Street. &She took the evidence of his friendshiyp
gratefully, as a gift from God, and a new sunshine touched
her life. Forunately for her, neither Mrs. Sherwell nor
her daughter uesseg anything of it, and Laura was torn
between her longing to wmake a good match and her
strange love for her father’s assistant.

With June came the first of the garden-parties which
Westchurch people loved so well. Someone who had hap-
pened to meet Miss Lee included her in the invitation sent
to the others. _

“You will decline it, of courser” said Mrs. Sherwell,
half interru%ﬂtirely. “You could not go to a garden-
party in shabby black, even if your mother’s recent death
did not forbid your going. It was exceedingly kind of
Mrs. Smith to ask you; but you could not take advantago
of her kindness.”

“Noj; certainly not,” chimed in Laura. “ Mrs. Smith
is not half exclusive enmough. She wouldn’t think it a
very great sin to invite our housemaid to her garden-
party, if she happened to take a fancy to her. It’s very
ridicutous; but, of course, you will decline, Thirza#”

portunity he wants.

“No!” said her husband. “I have no fancy for that
particular kind of amusement. Give us a cup of tea, m
dear-~we have just had our nerves shaken a little—an
then we must be off again.”

He drank kis tea standing, and turned to Thirza as he
left tlre room. :

“You are sure you don’t care about going, child? *

“ Quite sure, dear uncle! I shall be much happier at
home with Effie.” )

The blue eyes uplifted to his were perfectly peaceful,
and there was even a suggestion of happiness 1n them, as
if their owner knew that she would have the best of it.

The afternoon came in due time, brilliant enough to
please everybody. Laura Sherwell looked well in her new
summer dress, as her looking-glass had told her before ker
miother triumphantly assured her of the fact. ]

“Sir Edgar Lefroy will surely come to the point this
afternoon!” she saidy. “You can easilf' give him the op-

I'm sure that is al

“Yes, I think you’re right, mother.
better take your sage advice.”

She sighed as she spoke, and thei went out together,
encvaktering Hugh Annesley in the hall. - '

he is waiting for.”
I suppose I had
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* You are guiug to ke late,” she said playfuily, as she
saw Ehat he was still in ordinary attire-~* very late, 1'm
afraid:” *

“X¥or what, Miss Sherwell? @h, the garden-party! I'd
forgotten, but I declined it days ago. 1tisn’t quite in my
line, you know, und we are very busy just now.”

“Worldiy things are not in your line, of course!" she
said, a little sarcastically. * Our houselold ought to be
the Better for two such saints as you and Trirxz l.ee,
though for my part I prefer people who can enjoy liie
witlllo’ut being afraid they are sinning every time they
smile!” J

T'he young doctor sniiled at that without feeling par-
ticularly sinful, and turned away. Like Eflic, he had be-
come accustomed to heing sat upon.

He could net Le ezpected to guess that. with words of
contem]t)t on her lips, the gpoiled girl went from him feel-
ing that some of the anticipated brightness had gone sud-
denly from thie day, because he was not to mingle with the
gay throng at Mrs. 8mitlh’s.

““He cares more for Effie than for me,” she said to her-
gelf, as she took her place in the carriage beside her
mother. “How silly T am to care!. As if it made the
least diference! \Vhy should I mind that my father’s
unambitious assistant is scarceiy aware of my existence?
If he went down ox his kuees to me, I should only scorn
him. And there are otherg-—"

Her mother rallied her ou her abstraction; but the
cloud on her brow did not lift until she was fairly among

the brilliant company gathered in the ®eautiful gardens.

She was good-looking and well-dressed, and conscious that
she could hold hLer own even among such a crowd of
fashionable people, and that was enongh to drive trouble-
some thoughts away for the time.

“I have not sven Bir Edgar. dear, have you? ” said Mrs. .

“He said ke would only be away for

Sherwell anxziousty.
Who is with him? I can’t

4 week. Oh, theve he is!
(uite see.” :

“Only Angela Smith, mother. What a fright the girl
is! She hasn’t thie lcast bit of style about her, and Bir
Edgar appreciates style. I suppose lhe feels bound to pay
some attention to the daughter of his hostess, but he must
be dreadfulls. bored.”

She watched the pair lazily from ler seat beneath a
shady tree, and presently they sauntered towards them,
shook hands cordially with the two ladies, and stood
chatting easily with them.,

Angela Smitl’s girlish face was very bright and happy,
and Laura. felt vaguely that the man was improved—that
somcthing had gone from his manner and speech which
Lad marked him as gay and frivolous. A

“I didn’t go away after all,” he said, in reply to a
guestion of Mrs. Sherwell's. “I couldn't- tear miyself
away from Westchurch. Al vou haven't beard the news,
then? May I tell it, Angela? Mrs. Sherwell and Miss
Laura are such old friends, that I'au sure they will reieic
a1 our happiness.”

Mr=. S}lerwell looked from the girl’s blusking face to
Sir Edgar’s, and knew what lie had to tell. -

“ Your happiness!” she echoed. “That means—— But
no, surely I am mistaken? *

““Not at all!” said Sir Edgar cheerfrully. * Miss Smith
has promised to be my wife. Of course. I'm not nearly
good enough fox her; but she is going to take me in hand,
and make just what she likes of me. 'There is room for
improvement, don’t you think, Miss Sherwell ¥ ”

Laura deigned no reply. Her attention ias evidently
fixed on a group of young girls chatting ncar her.
looking at her would have dreamt that she was keenly
conscicus of the fact that the castle she had built in the
air had crasied into ruins about her. Her mother, on {he
contrary, could 1ot conceal her chagrin.

“That is totally unexzpected news,” she said, glanciag
Bi niﬁ:;antly at her daughter—* totally nnexpected, Sir
Tdgar!”

‘g\\’hy, yes 17 lie said innecently. “ And no one is more
surprised than I am. I thought I was a confirmed baclie-
lor, fortunate in having & host of kind friends, but never
dreaming of---of this. You and Miss Laura have been
among my kindest {riends, and I hope you +vill continue
to be such.”

Mrs. Sherwell’'s face was very red. She murmured
some inarticulate reply, which Sir Idgar tosk for cen-
gratulations.

He bowed and smiled, and wroved away, all unconseious

No one
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of the tumult raging in the breasts of the two women,
He had besa perfectfy sincere when he said he had never
dreamed of love until Angela Smith eroszed his path.

He was a favourite wherever he weut, but perhaps ¥ys.
Sherwell and her dawvghter were the only women who
translated his courteous atbentions and kindly speech into
proiessions of love.

“Well?" said Mrs, Sherwell, whenr she had recevered
sufficient breath to ennnciate the monosygllable.

“ Well, mother?” said Laura languidly.

“That’'s what I call a barefaced insult! To think that
hie could face us both in that audacions way, after doing
everything but propose to you, and speak calmly of his
engagement to that chit! I wanted to say soinething
cutting to him, to show him what I thought of his be-
haviour, but that baby Angels would have retailed it, gnd
people would have v¢joiced over our disappointment. Et's
a crushing blow, Laura! I made guite sure that your
{utul';e’ was settled. Poor dear, it’s enough to break your

1weart !’

Laura laughed lightly. She was fecling humiliated, but
her lieart had not %e&n touched.

“ Oh, no; it's made of fairly tough material,” she said;
“hut I wish we could go home. I'm sick of all this!”

“You must stand it a little longer. Don’t let people
see that Sir Edgar’s engagement gives you anything but
pleasure. Come, we will go and congratulate Mrs. Smith
as prettily as we can, and that will throw them off the
scent.”

An hour later they tovk their departure, prefesring {o
walk the mile back rather than wait for the carriage
which was to be sent for them.

Almost within sight of their home they were hailed b
atz: excited shout, as a dogeart pulled up close Dbeside
them,

Looking up, the¢y saw that it was driven by Hugh
Annesley. Thirza Lee, sitting by his side, looked bright
and bonnie, and very happy; while Effie, occupying the
back seat, had delight written in big characters on ber
smiling face. | ' :

“Shall I get dowx. mother, and let you and Laura be
driven home?” she said. “ We've had such a lovely drive,
right out to Alliston.”

** By whose permission? ” .

“Ql, dad’s, of course! He thought of it directly you
lind gone-at leasts a message.came from someone who was
ill, and dad said Dr. Annesley had better drive out, and
then 'Chirza and I could go, too. It’s been perfectly jolly!
Shall I get down? ™ ‘

“XNo. you can go home. I'm surprised that Thirza
should have taken such a liberty in my absence!”

Thirza looked distressed. Hugh Annesley answered for
her., -

“Lessons were done, Mrs. Sherwell, and the doctor in-
sisted that both the young ladies would be benefited by
the drive out.”

1 should hare been consulted!* was the cold reply.
“ Pray drive on, Dr. Annesley ! >

He bowed, and obeyed her, and the ladies continued
their hometwvard walk. Laura’s anger made her face pale.
‘The sight of Thirza Lee sitting happily by Hugh Ausnes-
Icy's side hurt her far more keenly than Sir Edgar Lefroy’s
engagement had done, and she put her anger into bitter,
cruel words, resolving in her inmost soul that Thirza
should not win the prize which she berself would have
striven for, had not her pride and ambition been so great.

That evening Thirza had to listen to words which
brought the colour to her pale face. She was accused of
unwomanly behaviour, and taunted with trying te guin
the affectien of Hugh Annesley.

She had it all to bear in Effie’s presence, and Efie’s 1n-
dignant protests were silenced sternly before they werc
laalf uttered.

When the two were alone, Thirza said quietiy:

“I think I must go, dear. Your mother and Lanra
have disliked me from the first, and I am sure they would
be glad to see me gone.”

“You sha'n’t go!” cried Effie, throwing hicr arms rownd
Lier neck. “I can't de without you, dear. I was dread-
fully lonely before yeu came, and I—I was very wicked.
Fm trying to be good now—I really am; but if you go
away Iy slizll be just as bad as ever. You said you were
sure that Ged sent you here; and, if ysu are sure, you
have no basiness to run away. Don’t take any notice o€
the horrid things they say to you. I would bear a greas
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deal more than that rather than be parted from you. Say
yun will stay !”

“ [ must think about it, Effiec dear, and sk God to tell
me what He wants me {o do.”

CHAPTER V.
oy THE WHITE ROBF.
NE hot July afternoon Effie Sherwell, approaching
P her home, saw a girl turning away irom the door,
regon her face stricken white with some pain or
trouble. As she passed Effie she sebbed, and the
tender-hearted girl saw tears in her eyes.

" What is the matter?” she said, stopping.

The girl dried her eyes instantly, and, seeing the sym-
prathy in the young face, spoke. scornfully.

" Oh, it’s only one of the ways of grand folks:!” she
said, “They never want meney themselves, and they
nover think it means life or death to some of us.”

" Have you been asking Dr. Sherwell to hielp you? Oh,

['m guive he wouldn’t turn yon asay if lie knew yeu really

necded help!”

“Dr. Sherwell has naught to do with it! And you
necdn’t think I’ve been begging. I never begged in my
life. I only ask for what’s just and right. If I want to
buy something, I buy it, if I have the money; if I haven't,
1 go withont. I pay honestly for whateverI get; bnt these
fine folks hire one’s flesh and bloed and strength, and
never thiuk of paying for it till it's quite convenient,
whether we starve o not while we're waiting for the
money. My lady over there can't he bothered about 1t
just now—that's the message the gervant brings. And
I've worked half through the night, becanse Janie—that's

my gister—needs nourishing foed, and I hadu’t the money °

to get it with,”

“ Was it Mrs. Sherwell—and sewing®”
lf;\Ye;«:—lcas’c\\'ays, it was Miss Rherwell.
abikel”

" Stay here, then. and I'l) get yor the money. 1t's a
horrid shame that you should be kept without it for 2
minute!”

Efie rushed into the house, encountered her sister on
the stairs, and was told to mind ber own business.
siie hurst into the drawing-room, where Mrs. Sherwell was
entertaining a caller. '

" Mother,” she said, “ Laura refuses to pay her debts.
That girl who did the sewiug for Ler wants the money
dreadfully.  WWill you pay it, if Laura won't? 1t's hate-
inl not te pay. poor people!” . :

“ My dear Effie,” said Mrs. Sherwell sternly. *“ when will
vout learn te enter a room properly? The young person
wil] be paid at the proper time. Can't you see that I am
engaged now?"’

* But, mother, sheis depending on the money for——

" That class of person always is depending on the money
fur something—otherwise spending it before it is carned.”

“And Laura, I suppose, will wear the thing before it is
paid for? I'd rather go in rags than do that! Laura
wouldn't listen to me. Mother, do pay the girl }”

" Leave the room, Effie, and leave 1nis to manage our
own affairs.”

“ I think you are dreadfully cruel !” said Effie. her eyes
full of indignant tears. “I should hate to he in debt ¢o
poar peoplei”

With this pariing shaft she ran away, angd rushed out
into the street.

* Mrs. Sherwell is too busy to bz honest fo-day!” she
z3id hotly, wheu she joined the girl, “Is it much that
Tiey owe yon?r”’ .

“Much? Yes, to me. It's five.and-sizpence.”

“@h, I can pay that!” said EfRe, taking out her purse
zd counting out the money. " Is your sister i1

“ Yes, miss; she's. consumptive. I don't knew how to
thank vou.” .

“22y I come with you and sec her? My father is a
fertar. and I'm dreadfully interested iu people who are

TheyTe both

:g; ™
Bicw 5
“Whr. ves; but it’s a poor place for such as you.”
~ I shzll like it all the better. I'm more interested in
guer places and poor people than in anything else in the

wapld—except medicine.”

© ~ome on, then ! said the giv), with a hazd little Iaugh.
IS mot many peeple that care what becomnes of such as

wi,  Fak what will your folks say?”

d M*E don’t care what they say!”

T'hen .

With this defiant remark, EfiYe marched on with her
companiosn, her head rzised. and resolution written ou
asvery line of her face,” She knew that she was about to
tread on forbidden giround, but her indignation at her
mother’s cruel carelessness rose high enough to drown
¢very consideration of what was right and wrong,

The street into which she was taken was dreary and
dirty; the court which led out of it was worse, for the
sunlight. never penetrated to its depths. T'he room at the
top of the house, approached by dark, evil-smelling stairs,
was gloomy in the extreme: but it was clean and {idy,
and attempts had been wade to makeit bright and homelike,

A ginl of twenty lay on a bed near the windew. She
raised herself as the door opened, and spoke eageriy:

* Oh, you have been a long time, Margie!”

“ Have I, pet? Well, I couldn’t help it.”

Margie ran forward and bent ever the bed, the light of
affection shining in her eyes.

" I've got the inoney,” she said, “and you shall have
anything you fancy. This yourng lady’'s come to cheer
you up a bit. She's Misg Sherwell’s sister.”

® She cau’t cheer mec up. How can she, when I know
I'm going to die:”

A great choking cry broke from the older girl's lips.

" You’re not ! she said, almost fiercely. ™ How can you
frighten me by saying such cruel things? Here, miss,
tell her it’s all fancy, while I go out and huy her sote-
thing nice for her tea.”

She rushed out as she spoke, afraid of breaking into
tears before she reachedl the door.

Janie looked after her, and sighed.

* She hates to think about me going, and I hate it, too.
Yhere do you think we go swhe'n we die, miss? I lie awake
at nights wondering and wondering, till I nearly frighten
myself to death. Where do we go®”

*To heaven, if were goed, I suppose: tkongh I don't
know very much about it,” :

* Don’t you know how we get there?  Once I heard a
mman preaching in the street szy we couldn’t be let iimlo
heaven aunless we'd a white robe on. I puzrzled my head
about it €ill it went nearly silly. What's the good of a
white robe? - And, anyhow, Margie couldn’t buy me onc;
and, if she did, it would only lie with me in. the grave.
Do you know what he meant:” ' |

“No; I don't think I do,” said Effie slowly.

“I've asked everybody I'veé seen, and nobody knows.
The doctor came once, and I asked him. He said it was
a bit of a fairy-tale. and I wasn't to ‘hother 1y head about
it, so long as I didn’t get into wrong ways, like the other
girls in the court. Nobody knows; and it seems I'll have
to die without finding out." She raised herself, and her
big eyes scemed to burn themselves into Effie’s face.
‘* Such as you are clever, they say, miss. Isn’t there any-
hody you know that eould tell me?”’

* I expect my cousin could. She likes to talk abhout God
and heaven, and things,” said Effie, watching the painful
eagerness in the worn, fushed face, “ Shall I ask lwey,
and come and tell you some day what she saysr” 4

“Some day? How d’you krow I shall be living theun?
If you think she knows, go and ask her now, and come
back quick and tell me.” :

“ Do you want me to very much "’ said Effie dnbiously.

“Yes, I do- Don't I tell you my head's going silly, and
I can’t sleep at nights, trying to find out? You might go
and ask her.”

Effie rosc suddenly. “I'll go this very minute,” she said,
“and I'l} come back a5 sooit as I can. If I-don’t comes
v’ 1l know that they've caught me and stopped me.”

As she went towards the door a knock came to it, and
the next moment she came face to face-with Thirza, xhe
1doked tired and worried. '

“You, Thirza? Did an angel tell yon to comer™”

“No, dear. Your mother gnessed where you had gone,
and sent me after you. Ble is very angry, Effie.”

“Thirza, what is the white robe?” Effie asked, resuming
her seat by Janie's bedside. ) -

“ The white robe?” echoed Miss Lee, amazed at the way
in which she was received.

“ Yes, the white robe!” eried the girl on the bed.
“They say you ean’t get into heaver without it.”

Heaven's lovelight dawned in Thirza’s eyes as she looked
into Janie’s poor, anxious face, '
~ “It's the forgiveness of Jesus,” she said, very gently,
“Would you like me to come to-morrow and 'tell you
about itg” ' g
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“No; T want to know now !” was the eager reply. “I'm
atraid of dying before I get it.”

'Thirza looked at Etie. Kffie returned her glance callg.

“You needn't wory about me.” she said. “I'm not
going to stir from this place till poor Janie gets to kncw
what she wants. If mother is angry, it can't be helped.”

*She told me to bring you hack at ence.”

“You can't carry me,” said Effie coolly. “I'll go of
my own free wili when Janie is satisfied.”

" Do be quick and tell me!” said the sick girl inipa-
tiently. * You rich people never think about anyludy
but yourselves.” |

“Yes; tell her,” said Mazgie, who had come in. ™I
have no peace of my life for her wanting me to find eut
about it; and nebody seems to know, and she says she
daren’t die till she's got it. And, though I'm her sistex,
P'm pretty well sure she’sgood enough
to gebt into heaven without all this
fuss. The angels couldn’t ever cast
it up to her that she’d done anything
bad, that.I do know.”

Tlsirza went to the bedside, and sat
on a stool beside it.

“* And you, poor child,” she szid,
‘““feel in your heart that you're too
wicked<to enter the presence of God.”

“ That she isn’t ! ” exclaimed Mar-
gie fiercely. e

“We are all wicked, Janie. Evil
thoughts steal into our hearts, and
sinful words fali from our lips. and
our hands do wrong deeds. And we
forget God—God, who loves us so.
We forget that He claims us for His
own.

“He gave Mis Son to die that we
might be saved from the power of
the Evil One, who tries all throu;sh
life to drag us away from that which
is good. “He follows us up to the
very gate of death, trying to prevent
us turning to God; but he can’t do it
unless we let him. If we cry to God,
He will alwsays hear us.”

““ And give us a white robe?”

““Yes, dear. Sin has made our
hearts black, and no black heart can
enter Heaven. Sin must be punished,
{iod could not be (od and leave it
unpunished, hewever much He loved
us. So Hegave HisSon t0 be punished
instead of us; to die for us--that 1s,
if we fegl that we have done wrong
and are sorry about it, we can ask
God to forgive us, because Jesus has
borne the punishment for us. And
when He forgives, the blackness goes
away from our hearts, and they be-
comeé white. And when we reach the
gate of heaven, the angels will see
that the whiteness of our hearts is
like a white robe covering us, and we
shall not be kept out of the presence

of God. Do you understand, Janie **
“* Yeg, miss. But how will 1 ask
God ?” ‘

“Just speak to Him as you speak to your sister when
you want anything. He is close beside you, waiting for
vou, and wanting you to ask Him te make you good.
Speak to Him in the night when you are wakeful. He can
hear your softest whisper. Say, * Wash me, and I shall be
whiter than snpow. Forgive my sins, and make me pure
and good, for Christ’s sake’ And He will, for He says,
‘Though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as white as
suow.’”

Janie looked up wistfully into the sweeb face.

“1 should think He loves you very much,” she said.

“Very mach, dear, but not a bit more tham He loves
you. I ask Him every hour to ke(ﬁ) my heart very elean
and pure. When I feel how much He loves.me, I am very,
very anxious that He shouldn't see anything in me which
displeases Him. Shall I ask Him to make us all what He
wanis us to be*”

_ Bhe kupelt as she spoke, and Yiffie knelt close beside her,
ber frame shaken with half-suppressed emntion.

“Dear Father in heaven,” Thirza prayed, “ look down
upon us, and wash us whiter than snow. We know that
we have sinned and grieved Thee very much; but Theu
dost love us even when we are far, farr away from Thee.
Jesus shed His blood that our hearts might be washed and
made clean and holy, and we ask Thee now to take away
every hit of sin, and to help us to live lives which will
please Thee, for Jesus’ sake. Amen.”

She rose, stooped hurriedly, and kissed the sick giri's
white forehead.

“I must go now,” she said. “IT will come again if 1
can; butif not, remember that Jesusis quite close to you,
and Hc will always stay with you if you will let Him.”

jifie’s eyes were red, and her voice shook.

“If they don't let me conie again, Janie,” she said, “I
will try to send vou a message, or sometking, somehow’,

2

Lawva and her mother saw £hat the dogeart was driven by Hugh Annesley. Thirza was sitting beside

him, and Effie occujied the back seat.

Good-bye !” She followed her cousin from the roem, down
the dark stairs, and up the gleomy court.

“1 expect we shall catch it,” she said, trying to laugh;
“but it would have been cruelly wicked to leave Janie's
question unanswered, wouldn’t it? ”

**Yes,” said Thirza. *“I think God meant it to be
answered, and we must be willing to take. the conse-
quwences. Effie, dear, what ig the matter?”

*1 was thinking about the white robe. I need it as
much as Janie, don’t I? If I were to die now; the angels
would shut the gate of heaven against me., Wouldn't
that be dreadful?” )

“Yes. And, Effie dear, apart from that, think how we
insult God by going through the best years of our lives in
sin.soiled robes, when it is His will that even now we
should walk with Him in white in a smfal world

“I never thought of that!” sxid Effie. “That's heaps
better tlian wanting to have the robes made clean at tlhe

last moment, just that we may be allgwed to ¢reep imtu
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heaver. Thirzs, all that you said tor Janie would apply
to me; wouldn’t it?” .

“Yes; dear.” rEn

“F think my robes would take a great deal to make
them clean,” sajd Effi¢ thoughtfully, glarcing back over
her wilful young life; and knitting ier brows.

“ Dear, the fountain Christ epened when He died wzs to
wash away alluncleanness;, Oh, Effie—Effie, I have prayed
every day that God would touch your Joving heart and
make it His! You will be able to do so much for Him.”

Efie was silent for tlie rest of the way home, nof even
answering Thirza’s remarks. When they artived at the
house, she looked up with a trefaulous smile.

“I have been.asking Him to do for me what you asked
Him to do for Tanie,” she sdid; “and'I think He will.
Only "—she sighed a little—* 1% will be dreadfully hard
to—to give up having my own way, and all that.”

“God will help His child to keep her whife robes clean
when once they are.cleansed,” said Thirza, “Xis childreu
may walk band iw hand with Him, and not be burned in
the fir¢ of temptation, or seulsoiled by thesin whiclis
all aroundth m.”

“I'm going to ask Him now- toido that for me,” Effie
said, “Fedl metler Fwill gonre 4o hex in five minutes.”

“ Hadn’t you better come row, dear? ”

Effte paused, with one foot 6n the stais.

“No, I think not,” shesaid slowly.  “ I've sinned against
God more than against mother, and I want ta tell Him so.”

She went upstairs to her rQom, and, kneeling a$ her
bedside; she poured outher heart in very simple, straight.

forward -Ianﬁa'ge, confessing the eins which had hitkerto
lain very lightly on her conscience, but which now seenied
to be very terrible erimes,

She forgot thnt she had promised to go downstairs—
forgot everything except that shie had.a black heart, which
needed cleansing, and that XFed’s love and pity @nd the
great sacrifice of Jesus-had: made it possible for it to be
washed whi'te as snow.

By and by a light tap came to the door, srd~Thirza’s
voice miade her lift her head.:

“ Dear Effie, I am afraid you must come at once. Your
mother thinks that you are still defying her,” were the
words which reached he_rée'a.r-.. - 3 & t* E

“I will come,” she said, z®ing and openimrg the door.
¢ X had forgoteen.™ ' -

She walked downsatairs, and entered the drawing-rooid,
Tianra glanced at her in cold scorn; her mother looked -
intensely angry, '

“Rell; what have your to say for vourself? ™ she asked
sharply. « First, you come and insult your sister and me
before Mrs. Priorley, ‘then you march off i to the slums,
and. fraternise with lnw-hreg people; and then you ignore
the fact that I.am waiting for an-explanation, and shuf
yourself up in your own rooin. Your eonduct is mo t re-

preliengible, and you. are getting worse and worse every

ay. You make me -ashamed of you—bitterly ashamed!
I ought to punish you, but I really doi’t, know what kind
of punishment would be effective for a wilful, disobedient
girl of ‘mearly sixteen:~ Laura is a great comfort to me,
but you—you are a constant anxiet}f and: disappointmént.

Don’t stare like that! Why didnt youw come to me at
once? ” Wy

Effie stood tall ana straight during thislong speech; her
dark eyes fixed on her mother. AT

““Because I had to go to God first!” she said, withownt
fear or hesitation. :

“ What ? ” exclaimed Mrs. Sherwell.

“I hadto go to Ged first. X saw a gizl in Maple Cour}
who was troubling about being sinful. Sae will dié soon,
E think, apd she was afraid, because she liadn't gob.on
God’s white robe of forgiveness. And.it made me think
that Lhadn’t, and soinehow I began to sea how very sinful
I was, and how hateful I must be to God, 'and when I came
in, I ran upstairs to ask Him to forgive me, and help me
to be a better girl. Flmnow I've been ho rid, mother, but -
I do mean ta tryto be what God would like me to be, and
I think I sha'n’ tbe such a trouble to yow-anymore.”

Mrs. Sherwell gtared in astonishment. ‘

““Is alkthis. rigmarolé designed to divert my attention
from your grave misbehaviour to-day?” she demanded,
“You evade my questions!”

“ ¥ conldn’t bélp doing what I did, mother. That girl’s
sister is very ill, and she wanted the money to buy her
things.” : v

““And haven't E'ou ‘senge enough to see that yowte be-
haviour to-day will delay the payment still louger? ” i |

“No; mother; 1 paid it out of my pocket-money,” sai -
Effie gently. “Fixsorry ¥ was rude to yon, bub some-
thinig in me was sorry for the girl, and made me angry.
If you could see Janie, mother——>
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““There, that will do! Youi pocket-money shall Fe
stopped for a month, and you will not go 11ear Maple
Court again! Do you hear?” F

“Oh, mother, I do want to go to comfort Janie, and I'm
sure I could do her good. I'm sure God wants us to-—"

“Do stop that canting!” was the impatient rejoinder.
“I suppose you catch these low practices from Thirza. I
wish the girl was at Hanovei'! Remember. I absolutely
forbid you to go near Maple Court, or any other similar
place. Not another word! Leave the room!”

Effie obeyed silently. Laura looked up ard laughed.

“What a turn to affairs!” she said. “ Fancy madcap
Effie turning religious! Poor mother! You have ygqur
hands full with your daughters! I shouldn’t wonder if
Effie goes right in thescpposite direction now—turns saint}
and takes the veil. If she does, you will be saved fighting
?llla}tnmonial battlcs on her behalf; and that will be some-

ing.”

“ Nonsense! It is a childish fancy that will pass,” said
Mrs. Sherwell testily. *“ Your future is my concern just
now. Time enough to think of Effe’s.”

“Bother my future! I think I'll. be an old maid,
mother.”

““You’ll be nothing of the kind! Do you wish to dis-
grace me, after all I've done for you? Leave that sort of
thing for Thirza. She is cut out for an old maid.”

“Hugh Anneslcy thinks otherwise, I fancy,” said
Laura, trying to speak carelessly.

“Well, let him. They would suit each other admirably,
and we should get rid of her.” ,

““I suppose we shouid.” said Miss Sherswrell; “and we
should certainly suxrvive the loss.”

Nevertheless, she was losing no opportunity of disparag-
ing Thirza Lee in Dr. Annesley’s presence, and she mage
strenuous efforts to prevent their meeting.

CHAPTER VI.
THEE DOCTOR'S VERDICT,
NNESLEY ¥
“Yes, Miss Efhe.”
“ Are you very busy just now?”
“Not too busy to be at your service, if you

?@i@

want me.”

The young man looked kindly into the girl’s troubled
face.

“1 do want you; but not for myself,” she said. ‘“On
Monday I saw a girl in Maple Court.  She’s dying of con-
sumption.  Perhaps you could. do something for her.
Mother has forbidden me to go again, and I must obey
her.”

“ Must obey? I like to hear you speak like that.”

Effie coloured.

“I don’t want to obey,” she said. “ But I-~I am trying
to obey God, because I have given myself to Him; and so
I must not do what mother does not. wish me to do.”

“Thank God !” said Hugh Annesley.

“ A letter came this morning to say that Janie—Janie
Peters is her name—was much worse, and was asking for
us. Her sister said she was suffering very much. Thirza
has gone, and it came into my head just now to ask you
if you could do anything to ease her pain.’

“ I will try,” said the young doctor, with alaerity. * Tell
me where to find the place.”

Effie directed him as weil as she eould, and he set off -
glad because his errand was to the poor, jubilant because
Thirza was already there.

Thoughts of her occupied his mind as he strode along.
He thought of her timid, shrinking, weakened by grief
and the loneliness of her position, as she was or the night
when first he saw her, and marvelled at the bravery with
which she had taken up her cress, and borne meekly the
insulfs, neglect, unkindness which had failen to her lot.
He thought of her influencé over Effie, of the many ways
in which she tiied to serve her Master, Christ, both indoors
and out; of the growing sweetness of her character, and
the beauty of her life. | |

He was climbing the dark staircase in Maple Court long
before he had Ent to the end of the beautiful thizsgs he
thought about her, and at the door at the top of the stairs
ke siopged. It was open, and he could see Thirza sitting
by the bedside, her face alight with loving sympathy, her
veice sweet and tremulous as she spoke of the never-fail-
ing:love of God.

‘“He has promised to stay with you to the end, dear,”

please God. Miss Lee, will you join bapds with me in this®
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she was saying. ‘ He will liold your hand and wrayy y<:
up in His love. Don’t let the Evil One make you airaid.
If he whispers things which distress you, tuwryn away from
him to Gotll_. who said, ‘I will never leave thee nor forsake
thee.” He couldn't, you know, dear, after giving His life
for you. He wants to have you for His very own.”

A violent fit of coughing shook the girl, and seemed to
be tearing the life out of her. Hugh Annesley went
quietly down the stairs and hurried to the nearest
chemist's. When he returned he entered the room,
smiled a greeting to Thirza, and bent o vesthe sick girl.

“I am a doctor.” he said, very gently. *“ Will you take
some medicine I have broughtr’

She looked at the kind, strong face, and nodded.

“TI’ll take it,” she said; “ but it's no good. I'm abaut
done for.”

“Yes,” said her sister bitterly; “it’s no use coming
now. If she'd had better food, and suchlike, she’d never
have been going off to leave me. And grand ladies like
that Miss Sherwell will keep us waiting for our money, and
then beat us down to the lowest haifpenny. And they
pretend it’s charity to give us work at ali.” “

“Miss Sherwell wouldn't keep you waiting for your
money, surely?” .

“Wouldn't she, then? Ay, more than once or twice;
and Janie without a morsel of food she could eat. I'd
have gone to the doctor about it—they say he’s kind—
but maybe they would have stopped giving me work. Ok,
I've done all I could to keep Janie alive, and now she’s
going to die!”

** Nothing of the kind !” said Dr. Annesley cheerily.

Three pairs of startled eyes looked anxiously into his,
and Thirza said:

“Do you mean it, doctor?”’

“ Of course I mean it! If you will help me, Miss Lee, I
think, with God’s blessing, Janie may live many long
years yet.” a4

A wild cry escaped from Margie.
the doctor's feet.

““Oh, if you’ll save her I’ll bless you all the days of wy
life! She’s all I have. The other doctor said he couldn’t
do anything, because'she was in @ consumption. Isn't it
consumption?” - 3 & .

*“Get up, child, No; it’s only want of food and medicine

and fresh air and skilled nursing. These she shall havs,,,

She flung herself at

Thirza nodded, teo much meved to speak. .

“Thank you. Then, if you will remain here, I wili go
and make arrangements. I think I know a good woman
in the country who will take Jani¢ and you in. You,” he
said, looking kindly at Margie, “must part with your
gister for a while, so that you can have her altogether,
well and strong, in time. - Can E-lymi?” ‘

“J can do anything,” sobbed Margie, “if you'll make
her well! And, oh, Janie dearie;, J’1l work like a slave
while you're away, to have things nice for you,”

Thirza and the doctor looked at each other.

“You mean me to stay with Janie?” Miss Lee said.
“ But what about my aunt’s permission, Dr. Annesley?”

“ Oh, I'll get that!’ he said, rising. “ But if it means
farewell to your only home, will you do this thing?”

He had drawn her away from the bed. She stood facing
him for a moment, and looked thoughtful.

“ Yes,” she said presently. “If this is my duty, I will
risk the loss of my home for it.”

He took her hand and held it for a moment.:

““God bless you, dear friend ! he said, in low tones.
“I knew you would!”

When ]—iugh left Maple Court, it was with the intention
of asking from Dr. Sherwell financial help to carry out his
scheme, he himself being too poor, because of his lavish
expenditure among the poor, to carrv it out unaided; but
in the walk home he changed his -}ﬂa.ns, and resolved to
explain matters to Mrs, Sherwell and her ¢lder daughter,
and invite their co-operation.

“J will do that for their own sakes,” he said. “ It will
Eive them an opportunity to atone for what must have

een unconscious cruelty, and it will do them good to have
something to think of besides the empty pleasures of their
frivolous lives. I wish good Dr. Sherwell were not so
blind to the imperfections in the character of thoso who
are dearest to him.”

Effie’s anxious face greeted him.

;Tgere you in time? Could ¥om do any good*?” zhe
asked.,
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Her eyes sho* e when he toid her lis oplmon, and spoLe
of his plans,-

“1 wish I were old enough to nurse Janic myself ” she
S'w} “ Will you be able to get a good nurse?”

l.es Thir-—Miss Lee is going to undertake the

nursing.” 5

“Thirza? Mother will never allow it!”

“ Perhaps not,” said the young man gravely. “ But
vour cousin thinks it her duty, and she is prepared to risk
the loss of her home for the joy of winning Janie back to

lve
said Lffie, her lips quivering. *“ But—

‘“That’s noble ¥
hut that means I shall lose her. ©Olh, I can’t bear that!

b

Nobody was ever so much to me before Thirza came. And
you, Dr. Annesley—won't you miss her?”
Hugh Annesiey smiled. ‘
“Youand I must be brave, and bear the part1 for a
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while,” he said; “and afterwards-——" e paused a mo-
ment. “God has our afterwards in His ewn keeping, so
1t will be all right.”

Lifie's eyes flashed. Young as she was, she was qulck- ,
keen-sighted, and something in the man’s face -

witted an
told her the szcret of his heart.
“@h " she exclaimed.

think!"”

“What do you think?” he said, smiling. “ That I think
Thirza Lee is the best woman in the world? Well, I do;
but you mustn't {ell her so. ©~ A poor man has to keep from
saying a great many things he would like to say; and I
am very poor.

" That’s because yon stay hei}un% father, and giving all
vour money to the poer. Yon wil
or-n some day. And then "—she clapped her hands— you
will marry hirza; and that will be losely! You wen’t
wait till then before you tell her, will you? Tell her at

once, and make her happy. She has had so many things .

to make her: unhappy, and she has borne. them so sweetly.

Do you tlunk God can ever niake me as good and useful as -

Thirza?”
“Yes, if you will let Ihm
sister, Miss Effie?” -
“Sitting in state in the drawing-room, waiting for
callers. gh

grow up. It's a horrid way of spending one’s life!”

The young doctor’s face was grave when ke entered ihe

drawing-room. NMNrs. Sherwell motioned him stiffiy to a
Osan' but he remained standing by the empty fire-place—a

vell-bnilt, manly fgure,
Laura Sherwell.

“ You lock as if you had been to a funeral, doctor !” zhe
said flippantly.

“I have been to a sick-bed, Miss Sherwell, and have
come away, hoping, with Mus. Sherwell’s kind help and
yours, to chicat. the grave of its victim.”

“1What funereal language! V¥ho is the victim?

“A girl in Maple Court. . She is supposed to be con-
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sumptive, but she is merely suffering from want of the

trecessaries of life. Her name is Peters. Her sister is a
sempstress, who evidently finds it hard to provide her in-
valid with even the plainest food. She tells me' that

people make her work hard for very little money, and that .

some of them keep ler waiting for her money, vthile her
sister is starving. I think if the girl were to die, she
would consider that these people had murdered her
darling }ust as surely as if they had used cold steel ! ”

Annesley’s face was pale, and, unconsciously, he spoie
very sternly.

“Well, octor, what has that to do with us?” begun
Mys. Sherwell coldly.

But Laura, who had caught a look in the man’s eye
sawmh maddened her, unswered hotly.

* Can’t you see, mother, that miserable wretch Lffie and
her prig of a gow erness have been poisoning Dr. Annes-
fz3's mind? ” she said. “They io poking their noses into
cvtzzszr people’s business, and think it is their special mission

set the world right. You will really have to dismies
Thirza Lee, unless you wish Effie to be absolutely ruined.
‘WM‘E do you mean, Dr, Annesley? Why do you taunt us
“shent not paying our debts the instant they are due? It

4§ we were thieves and murderers!
: sw these insults, mother?” -

2 #he was almost beside herself with rage
~Toweked jeily into the doctor’s froubied facs.

Are you gomg to

“T de believe you are—I suppose -
I oughtn’t to say it; but it would be lovely if it is as I

get a practme of your“

Where are your mother and

I do hope I sha’n't have that to do when I.

which was the admiration of"~

- asmething new for us to be talked to in our own house .

Mrs. Sherwell |
"*;;jbetween Husband ang

“ Perhaps you will be good enough to explainf™ she.
said shos:tly.

“I'm afraid I have blundered sadly,” he said. “I am
sorry. I came to enlist your sympathy and ask your help..
This girl’s life can be saved if she is taken away from her
wretched home to the fresh air-and sunshine and whole-.
some food of the country. I have too many claims upon
me to undertake the whole of the expense myself, and I
left Maple Court with the intention of asking Dr. Sherwell
10 sec me through with the case. And now I am asking-
you instead. WWill you help this girl back to life? With
your permission, Miss Lee will ung rtake the nursing, and
stay in the country till our patient has recovered lher-
health.” '

“ @ur patient!

The words had as bad an effect on Laura Sherwell as the
name of “ Miss Lee ” had on hier mother.

. “ Where is Thirza Lee?”

“ At Janie Peters’s bedside, waiting for your decision.”

“That is easily given,” said Mrs. Sherwell. *“I do not
choose to have in my house a girl whose tastes are low
enough to take her into the slums for recreation—"

“ Not recreation, mother,” interrupted Laura. “ Poor
Thirza is only trying to get into favour with her dear Dr.
Anncsley by taking up the things he loves. I believe sle
hates the whole thing, only men are so blind they——"

““Hush, my dear ! ” said Mrs. Sherwell, seeing that Laura -~
was forgetting herself in her anger. * Let me finish what
I wassaying. Ifthisgirlisill, she can go to the hospital;
there is no need for Thirza Lee to pose as a martyr of a
nursc——"’

“Itis nota case for the hospital, Mrs, Sherwell.”

“And if Thirza Lee prefers nursing a slun-girl to being -
geverness tomy daughter she has my permission to do. it;
but on no account wiil I allow her to combine the two occu-
pations in the slightest degree.”

“ Nor to come bhack to you when her task is ended? ”

“ Certainly not! She must choose once for all. I have
borne a great deal for my husband’s sake, but I will bear
no more. ILffie is becoming-a little prig under her infiu-
cnce, and is taking to preaching sermons to us. I wish
we had never seen the g1r1 % :

‘It was in Hugh Annesley’s heart to tell the proud woman
that she had been entertaining an angel unasvares, sut he
forbore. He himself knew it to his great joy.

““T'hen, will you not help me in any way with tlus sick "
irls  he asked wistfully, more for their own sake than
or Janie’s.

(“Not in any way!” said Mrs. Sherwell stiffly. “ The
doctor subscribes to various hospitals and charities, and
that is enough, without my interfering in dxsagreeable
cases. I don’t believe in promlscuous charity.”

“I am sorry you will not,” he said gently.
so to help one another.”

He bowed, and left the room.

“ He will end by marrying Thirza,” said Laura.

“ My dear, how often you have made that same re-
mark! If you harp on that subject much longer, I shall
begin to think you are half in love with Hugl Annesley
yourself,”

“And if I were?” said the girl, half curiously, half
defiantiy.

“I should washh my hands of you.
afraid !”

“ No, you need not be afraid,”
ful Iaugh “1 shall never so forget myself.
Annesley had wealth and position, I});r
befoge every other man m the world.”

“But he Ylas neither,” said her mother sharply; “there--
fore you must put him completely out of your thoughts."
I confess I do not like this continual harping on one
string. T shall never know an easy moment till you are.
properly settled.”

$

“It helps us

But I am not

said Laura, with a scorn-
But if Hugh
would choose a1

[

CHAPTLER VIL
.~ HUGH ANNESLEX'S CHOICE. .
m FTER his unsatisfac tory interview with the ladies, .
‘S Hugh Annesley found it delightful to tell his
Z9¢  story to Dr. Sherwell, for, though not strietly a
religious man, the doctor was noted for his kind
heart and for his ready, practical sympathy with poor-
sufferers. .
It was far from Hugh's wish to be the cause of dissension
wife,  He said nothing of Lhis appeal
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to them, nothing of the probable cost to Thirza of the posi-
tion she had taken up.

He gained her uncle’s permission for her to follow the
promptings of her own heart, and a promise ta be re-
sponsible for most oi the expense of the case. Many and
many a five-pound note, of which Mys. Sherwell never
&reamed, went to help disease-strickem slum-dwellers, as
well ag needy sufferers among the respectable poer, o
struggle hack to health and strength, and any warticular
case 1n which Annesley was interested gained his instant
sympathy. .

He was very fond of the young doctor, whose history ne
aloune of his family knew. It had been confided to him &t
the commencement of their acquaintance,
and at Hugh’s request he had let nothing
of his knowledge pass his lips, the young
m 1 wishing neither to be praised for a
liero nor blamed for a fool.

It was not the need of money in the
fivst place which turned Hugh Anbnes-
ley’s thoughts in- the direction of 1ned:-
cine,

He had bhad & luxurious bringing-up.
Orphaned before he ecnld talk, ghe- had
been adopted by an uncle and aunt, who
had made his happiness themw chief con.
cerin, never rvefusing te gratify his {ancies,
whatever cost and treuble might be en-
tailed.

So he passed through life uutil, in his
twentieth year, hix indulgent aunt: was
taken away, and he and lis uncie fuced
their great xerrow together.

The dil'crence of the effect of the blow
on the younyg than and the old one was
very great. Sir Griffich Avnesley rehelled
ageinst the unseen power which had torn
Ins idolised wife from kis side.

The fountain of lova and kindness which
Lizd const:uniy welled up in his hemrt when
she was with bim seemed to dry up, and
he grew hard and cold.

Hugh, in his grief, found his thougiits
straving away to the great beyond—to the
life »fter death. Death’s icy breath had
never touched him before. The thought
of it had never entered his mind. In Lhe
pricle of his youth ane strength, in the
couttort abd luxury of his home, in the
certainty of tho love of his relativ-¢s, ho
had feit secuve and happy.

He Lad been shielded from trouble and
gorow cver sincehe couid remember ; but
i the shadow of his great loss he looked
in tdc face of Death, and knew that the
deepest cartbly love wag perfectly power-
less to keep that enemy away:.

The knowledge changed his whele life,
The things which hadd delighted him once
ceased to have uny charm for lum, and he
began to see that he must take life seri-
cusly. _

A study of the New Testament made
him acyuainted with tbe character of the
Son of (:od, who stasdsrevealed there in all
His Divine glory, perfect God aud perfezt
imao—the Example as well as the Saviour
of the world.

His heart bowed in penitence before the
Kedeemer’s cross, and he rese forgiven,
full of adoring love, bent on treading the
poth the shining feet of the Christ hed
tredden. :

He kuew that sowe 42y he weuld be a rich man. and
that some of the pmpertg which would ce:ine to him was
in the heart of a crowded ¢ity, whae the poorest of the
pooxr Gwelt in poverty and wretchedness.

\With his life-purpese all wushtaped, he made bhis way
into the dveary city. saiv what made his heart sick within
hinl, and ret:rned home weary ard dispirited, but resolved
$0 becoime 4 doctor, that he might be able to ninister to
these whase condition had roused his pity.

‘To his disnia¥, he found in his wncle vehement oppo-
sition to his plans. Grief had, apparently, unbinged the
old mal's mind. He refused to give his senctien to the
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course Hugh had marked out for himself, or to his doing
anything of a serious nature.

“Be a gentleman, honest and honourable, and take the
good thi.ugs fortune offers you. Let the meun who have
rains and ne money do the dirty jobs of the worid. 1
wo1i't have you soiling yowr hands, or making yourself an
old man before your time ! "

" But, unete,” the yeung fellow had protested, “ life was
not given us for mere pleasure. I feel that, with my new
convietiens, I should sin deeply against God if I refused
to serve Him and my fellow.inen.”

It the course of a few wecks the-relations between the
two had beceme straimed. Neither would give way, ami

Huzh Annesiey carried away wirh hins the exaited Jook on Thirza‘s {ace,

in the cud Hugh found bimself homeless, disinherited,
with wild, passionate reproaches ringing in his ears,
stilled now and again by the music of a Divine utterance
which had floated dowu tiie ages- -**If any man will be My
disciple, let him deny himselt, and take up his cross and
loliow M=2.”

A few: hundred pounds, leit to him by his mother, stood
to his credit at ihe bank, The amount was sufficient *o
pay his college ifces, and to support him wuntil he had
guadified for a doctor, and entered upon his work as Dr.
Sheywell's assistant. He had been quite content with his
posiiion, affording him as it did an opportunity of study-
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z}.ﬁ%the needs of the poorest of tle {)oor in a Dusy town,
#nd ministering to them freely, with the full consent of
the kind-hcarted man whom he served.

He had meant to remain single all his life, znd to de-
vote himself to the service of the sick poor as far as op-
portunity offered; but the coming of Thirza, who loved
the poor and suffering even as he did, hed changed his
determination. He would not forsake the cause which he
had championed; but he must work for it hand-in-kand
with Thirza. How that blessed state of affairs was to be
brought about he ¢ould not see. All he could do just then
was to love in silence, .and wait for the dawning of a
brighter day. \

After his interview with Dr. Sherwell he cyeled out into
the country, made the arrangements he had hoped to make
for the reception of Janie, and, before the July evening
had lost its sunshine, bad superintended the removal of
the girl to the cottage, and iastalled Thirza there as nurse.

fle carried away with him the exalted look on Thirza’'s
pale, sweet face. Me had taken to her lsvin% messages
from the doctor and Iffie; but he had also told her that
she had lost her home, for, though her uncle would never
clos¢ his door to her, he knew that the girl would not
congent to be the catisc of a quiarrel between husband and
wite.

She had received the news gravely, but with a sweet,
fearlcss courage which could only ge born of a perfect
trust in her God.

* To.day’s duty lies to my lzand,” she said. “*I will do
it as well as I can, and ieave the future with my Heavenly
Father. He will not fail me.”

Her sacrificc met with the only reward she asked for.
The invalid began to recover almost with the frst breath
of country air and the first taste of the nourisiing food
she had pined for in vain.

At first Hugh Annesley came every day; but when
Janie grew sironger, and his presence was not needed, he
came less often, but his coming aiways brought new suu-
shiine to Rose Cottage; and when the days paszed, and he
did not come, Thirza learned how much his presence and
compani()nshilp meant to her.

Once Dr, Sherwell drove over, “ to see Annesley’s won-
derful patient,” as he putit, bringing delighted Effie with
him. :

One day in late September Effie came in Hugh's charge,
her mother’s consent having been given, only because, as
Effie said, her father had “ put his foot down.”

“Tm going to stay with Janie,” she announced, “ and
you two people are to go for a long walk. I prescribe it
as necessary for your health. I mean to be a doctor
some day, so I might as well be lcarning to prescribe at
onee.”

So the two had wandered out into the golden beauty of
thie autumn afternoon, and, without having meant to do
it, Hugh Annesley found himself telling the story of his
love. Love was all he had to offer, and the offering of it
eame as a surprise, Hugh watched a new light come into
the blue eyes, and a new beauty to the quiet face, which
was already the most beautiful in the world te him, and
knew that his love was returned before the tremulous lips
were courageous enough to tell him so.

*“I come to you with empty hands,” he said. “ Once
they were full, and X could have showered earth’s greatest
%'ifts upon you; but had I kept what they held I should

1ave had to turn traitor to my Master.”

Then he told her the story of lis life. She bad honoured

him always; after the telling she reverenced himz. A man
who could sacrifice so much for Christ was worthy of all.

love and “honour. - ,
They talked of the future. Their love would make it
bright; and they would £iil the waiting-time-~the years

that might elapse before they could belong to each other,

—with earnest work, and they would work the better be-
cause they loved so well, J ‘

They walked back through the golden silence and
heauty of the autumsn day, full of gladness, their hearts
singing a song of thanksgiving. ~ -

They told their secret to Effie, who loved them both;
%imt for the present they did not mean to take the rest of
tke world into their confidence.

Fife's delight made them smile. _

* You said God had something for you te-do when He

=zmt yeu to our house,” she said, * and you bore every-
A&ing so beautifully. Just think! If you'd gﬁn_e‘-f_aﬁa_{

-

whea you were treated so badly, this levely thinz wounidn

PENNY STORIES.

have happened; and ”—Effe’s voice sank almost to a whis-
per—“1 skiould, perhaps, never have learnt to love God,
and to want to please Him. O, I am so glad about every-
thing i” _

. She was a picture of happy, innocent girlhood as she
stood facing the two ameng the autumn fiowers in the
pretty garden; and no.one who saw her there could hhave
guessed at the big purpose cherisked in the girlish heart.

“I think, when you are married, you wili kave to adopt
me,” she said, “I'm not going in fﬂr--part-ies and things,
like Laura. I mean to be a doctor; and mother Willgbe
so horrified that she won’t want to live in the same house
with me. I shall have to fily to yon. 1Vill you take me
in, and help me to be what I want? I shall have a thou-
saud pounds when I am twenty-oue. Aunt Jemima. left it
me; and I think a thousand pounds will make a doctor,
won’t it? I don’t mean ever to be married, but just to
work to make ec[tiple well—especially poor people. And—
and perhaps 50 will help me to tell them about the
wliite robe.”

Mrs. Sherwell was entertaining au old friend to after-,
noon-tea~~a garrulous lady, fond of reminiscences and the”
affairs of her neighbours. She had recently come to live
in Westchurcli, and this was her first visit to Grosvenor
Street.

““ Fancy young Annesley drifting here!” she said. “I
was amazed when I saw him coming out of your house
with the doctor one day. A quixotic sért of fellow, my
dear. How do you get on with him?*~

“IWe have very little to do with him,” said Mrs. Sher-
well. “ Hc's only the assistant, you know, and ¥ decidedly
inferior young man. I'm sure I don’t know where my
hnsband picked him up. Do you know him?”

“®h, not personally, my dear: but I used often to see
him when be wasin his teens, riding about with his nncle.
But inferior—is he really? I am surprided! °Old Sir
Griffith is considered such a perfect gentleman—so high-
bred, and all the rest of it—and young Hugh was almost
his censtant companion. Dear me, I'm sorry to hear what
you say.”

“Sir Grifith?” said Mrs. Sherwell questioningly.

“Yes; his uncle, Sir G{iffith Annesley. My dear Mrs.
Sherwell, you don’t mean to say you do not know of the .
relationship®”

“ I know nothing whatever.”

“Dear me! And his story is so romantic!" Young
Anucsley would be a doctor, reason or none, because of
some reiigious conviction or other, and Sir Grifith, who
couldn’t bear anything that wasn’t quite—er—aristccrat:c,.
just washed his hands of him, and vowed he wouldn't leave
him a penny. He’s ill now, they say. If he dies, his
nephew will be Sir Hugh. He can’t rob him of the title,
and a good many people think he’ll change his mind about
leaving him penniless. The old man seemed to go wrong
when his wife died; if he had kept in his senses he
wouldn’t have let his heir leave him, for he fairly idolised
him at one time. What do you think of that for a pretty
story, Miss Laura?” .

Laura did not reply. Her head was bent ov r a lapdog
she was caressing. Mrs. Sherwell could net conceal her
surprise and chagrin.

“ A prospective barouet, and we didn’t know ! she ex-
claimed. * It was mean of him not to tellus. How could
we know what was due to him if he chose to hide his light
under a bushel in that extraordinary way? «You see, we -
thought he had low tastes, poor fellow ! when, after all,
his fads were such as any aristocrat might indulge in and
be thought none the worse of. BAfost young men in high
life have idiosyncrasies of some kind. I feel quite angrv.
with myself for my want of sympathy with him, an%
must certainly do my best to atone for 1t.”

When she was alone with Laura, she was full of lamenta-
tion and regret. )

“If we had only known'!
to him, Laura!”

“ At your instigation, mother,” said the girl coldly. “I
told yon what my opinion of Dr. Annesley was, and you
know what advice you gave me.”

“With the best intentions it is easy to make mistakes,”
said Mrs. Sherwell, ‘ The only thing now is to try to
rectify them.”

-“ Do not ask e to help you! “said Lanra passionately.
“Y am gickof scheming! I feel as if I weTe sacrifcing my
womanlhood to%petty ends ! . : : - )

And you lhiave been so horrid
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“Husk ! hush! my dear ! said ber mether sgothingtiy.
“You are overwrought by this disappuiniment. Leave it
all to me. I know you have a warm corner in your heart
for this young wex. I have known it all along. buri I
waunted to do what I thought best for you—indeed, I d:d.
Trust your mether to put thingsright, my dear

Blie rang the bell, and Jessie appeared.

““Is Dr. Anuesley in.?”

“Yes, ma‘am.”

“Then say that Miss Sherswell and I will be glad if lLe
will come and haxe a cup of tea.”

The maid disappeared, and presently Hugh’'s tall form
had settled itself into an easy-chair.

-
“I'm afraid I have a very unprofessional weakness for

tea,” he said, lavghing. “ I never disobey you when you
bid me to ‘ the cup that cheers. but not inebriates.””

“And I hope you never will,” said Mrs. Sherwell gra-
ciously. “ And, Dr. Annesler, Laura and I want to ask
your' forgiveness for the words we spoke the other day.
We were excessively rude to you, but something had hap-
pened to put us out, and you were sq unfortunate zs to
e uear enough ta suffer fer it. Do you forgive ns?”

“Certainly, if there is anything to forgive.”

“That is very generous of you. We shall try not to run
the risk of forfeiting your friendship, Hew is the in-
teresting invalid you are so good to?”

“Janie is improving every day, thanks to Miss Lee's
kind and skilful nursing.” He handed baex the cup.
“Thank you, Mrs. Sberwell; that was refreshing.”

He went off to lais work, wondering at the change in the
lady’s manner, He wondered still more as the days went
by, and grew more weary of her friendliness and gracious-
ness than he ever had heen of her hostility.

One snowy day in December' & telegram reached him.
The evening of the same day found him by his uncle's
bedeide, ang a complete reconciliation took place between.
the two who had been so long parted.

The old man, shivering on the brink of the river of
death, found himself unable to do without either Hugh or
Hugh’s God, and ke found that when he called upon them
in the eleventh howa: neither of them failed him.

He had never altered the will he bad made after lhis
wif¢'s death, and 8o, when Hugh had seen him laid in the

1LOVE, F
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fanily vault, he found that he was not oxly a baronet, % u:
2 rich man as well.

Ile wrote the news to Dr. Sherwell, who communicated
it to Lis wife, and, a day oxr two later, after a very precious
hour spent with the woman he loved, Hugh went back t-
Westehureh; and was giceted with effnsive congratulativs:
Ly Mrs. Sherwell.

“ And now I suppose you will Teave the profession of
wlich yon are so srignt an ornament? ? she said,

Hugh smiled.

“ Oh, no; I shall still be a doctor. I am glad to be alle
te remain in the profession new that I have the means fo
benefit the suffering poor wha need me.”

“ That is very noble of you, Sir Hugh ! ”

*“ Aud,” be went on,. not heeding her flattery, *“ my wite
that is to be is of one mind with me in my purpose.”

“Your wife?”

“ Yes—yonr niece Thirza!
cared for her?”

“Thirza ! Thirza Lee !

Mrs. Sherwell’s face was full of incredulity, disappoint-
ment, and chagrin. The news seemed to take from her the
power of speech after she had spoken the hated name.

Before she recovered herself. Laura, who had been sit-
ting aparf, rose suddenly, and came to Hugh with out-
stretched hand. Her face was pale, but there was a smila
ou it.

“May I congratulate you, Sir Hugh—you and Thirza?’
she said. “I hope you will he very happy. And will you
ask Thirza to let me beg her forgivenesz for the hateinl
way in which I treated her? I--I think I should be a
;;)Iet‘cer woman if I could have the friendskip of Thirza

ee')’

That was the death-blow to Mrs. Sherwell’'s ambition ¢
but it was not till ler hiair was white that she owned that
the things she had struggled for were valueless, and #hat
her daughters had chosen * the better part.”

THE BND.

Did you never guess that 1

—

The next story (No. 382), “A LITTLE YANKEE COUSIN.”
by Bessie Reynolds, fliustrated by W. Buckley, will be
published on Tuesday, January 8th.

5

=1
F=|
e =




13 ' HORNER’'S PENNY

STORIES.

b2 g

By the Editor.

Most heartily and sincerely I wish every one of my

readers a happy and prosperous New Year. May it be a
year of blesstng to us all; and whatever it brings of joy or
sorrow, gain or loss, may we feel that always end through
all things our Father is with us, helping and upholding us
with His mighty power.

We shall be blessed through the coming days only in so
far as we rely on His guidance and direction 1n all we do.
Every day, then, let us commit ouarselves and all that con-
cerns us to Him ; and through His enabling grace let us
£o boldly forward, strong to dare and to do in the might of
Him who loves us, and died for us, and lives for us. So, and
only so, can be realised the wish thas is in the hearts of us
all, that thismay indeed be ' A Happy New Year.”

* » *

“Do you know of any society that would let me hare
some tracts to distribute ?”’ asks ‘““Constant Reader,” who
is anxious to give them away amongst people who never
hear the Gospé%

You might apply to the Religious Tract Society, Pater-
noster Row, Imn(f::m, or the ummond Tract Depot,
Stirling, N.B., for grantsof tracts. But
the best tracts I know are Herxmr’s
PeExxY 3ToriES. Why not {end your
back numbers for a week at a time, and
then collect them and lend them again?
In this way you might do an immense
amount of‘ good for Yyery libtlg outlay.

g £d Elfrnest One” and a }f]riend have
een keeping company with two youn
men, but tbg frienl:laamd her love¥ ha\%
quarrelled, and ¢ Earnest One” asks:
““Would it be a wise plan for me to
give up the other young man, so that
they could be as they were before they
met us ?”

Wbat an extraordinary question !
You must not allow your friend’s
quarrel to have any effect whatever on
yvour own Jove-affair, *°Earnest One,”
except to make you even more loving
than you have been ; and then, perhaj:s, when your friends
see how happy you aré they will make up theit quarrel
and return to the old order of thiigs. Bus, give up the
man whom you love begause two other lovers can’t agree >—
Oh dear no !

* * *

““ Through bad health T have been advised by my Jdoctor
to uze alecoholic drinks,”* L. T. S. (Walthamstow) tells me 3
and as she is & total abstainer, she lias some scroples about
acting on the doctor’sadvice. WWlhat is she todo?

Change your doctor, L. T. S. In very rare cases. it may
be necessary to take alcohol as a medicine, but the most
eminent physicians are agreed that it'is quite undecessary to
use strong drink inany foym as a beverage for health’s sake.

* * *

““Do you think there is any chance of me ever going to
keaven ?” asks * Mary,” who then goes on to tell me that
she has bought various books to the value of ten shillings,
ansd cannot pay for them. “‘I dare not tell my parents,”
she adds.

But you maust tell them, Mary. You will have no peace
of mind until you do. You have acted very foolishly, as
doabtless tbey will tell you ; but the mischief can he reme.
died with their help, I dare say. I see no reason why you
zhoald not go to heaven if you believe on the Lord Jesus,
1nd ask God, for Hissake, to forgive you all the wrong you
bxve ever done.

» » .

“*Is pork more injurious than beer ?” ¢ What is the

groper price for a pound of genuine tex ?” ¢ Is it wise or

Bt to eat large quantities of pickles?® ¢¢ What shall I have

_ &9 give for an illustrated herb-book ?
% These are some of the questions asked my
zam by A. H. (Nottingham), whois evidentle
1§ -of aninguiring turn of mind. I suppose
f; bad better deal with them in their
order.
No. 1.—LEcertainly do not think that
ork is more injurious:than beer. No, 2.—
The” proper pricd foe apound of tea de-
geuds upon the depthof your purse, A. H.
‘ou can, if you wish, pay 6s. for a pound
. of tea, or you can get the same quantity,
just as genuine, for 1s, ¢d. ; but, of course, you would not
expect the same quality forthe latteras the former sum.
A fair price nowadays for tea of average quality i from
2s. to 2s. 6d. per pound. No. 3.—I should say that it is
not wise to eat ‘“ large quantities of piekles.” No. 4.—I
don’t know; but I will make inquiries, and pass on to you
any infermation I may be able to get.

# - L

Frankness is evidently a strong point in the cha aeter of
one of my correspondents—E, A. C. {Chelmstord)—who
says; ‘I am writing to see if ‘ Under the Evening Lamp’
is true **!

Very -true indeed, E. A. C.; as you will have found
for yourself when you have seen this answer to your own
letter. And this page is literally written under an ¢ even-
ing’® lamp burning at this moment (11.45 p.m.} on my
study table, whereon are many letters besides yours wait-
ing for attention. With vegard to the Swiss Orphanage, I
cannot do better, than refer you to the English branch of
the Institution (15, Mecklenburg Square, London, W.C.},

for the information you requ'fe.
3 *» d

‘“ Thereis & young man whom 1 love,
and Ithink he lovesme,” writes W, M.
(Hampstead). ‘¢ He seems to like to be
with me, and kisses me, and maltes a
great fuss of me, but be doesn’t ask me
to marry. him.. Do you think it is iin4
modest in me to allow theae things
without some understanding ?”

Not immodest, perhaps, if, frora your
knowledge of the yJounz man, you lave
reaso®r to believe his intentions to be
honourable. But you ought not to
allow the present state o affairs to
continue: Take your parents into y-our
coafidence, and ask them to quietly
hint to the youmz mau that* he is
taking things rather too mueh for
granted.

* * *

*“Do you accept pieces of poetry for publicatiou in
HornERr’s ?”? asks M. M. (Brunswick), who encloses her
first attempt at versificationfor my criticism. .

No, I do not accept poetry for this paper, M. M.—as
you would know if you were a rcgular reader—and I
am afraid you will have to study much and write a very
great deal before you will be able to find a publisher or
purchaser for yout verses.

* # »

“T want to know ii you can tell me the best way to be a
Christian girl,” writes C. B. {Leamington). *‘I always used
to think I was one, but lately L feel as though I can’t do or
think right.”

The best and, indeed, the only way to bea Christian is to
follow Christ in all things, C. B. If you are truly trying
to serve Him, and seeking in His strength to do always the
thinga that please Him, you will soon cease to feel asthough
you ‘‘can’t do or think right.”” The very fact that you
desire to serve Christ is proef that the Holy Spirit is in-
fluencing you, and if you will only do your part, be sure
your Saviour will do His, and He wiil give you the joy of
knowing that you are a Christian—that is, a Christ’s one—
one who belongs to Him.

* % *

[We tnvite onr rcaders to wwrite fo wus concerning any
religiovs or soctal difficuities they may have to meet. We
shall be glad to advise them as God gves us guidance ; and
we trust that our Buvening Lamp may shed a helpful light
on many ¢f the perplexitiés and worrwes of daily Ubfe.
Letters should be oddrsssed < Lamp,” ¢ Horner’s Penny
Stories,” 2, Carmelite Street, Temle, London, E.C.]
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CHAPTER XH, (continued)

Dr. Gustave left some directione as to the txeatmeut of
the ankle, promised {6 eall in the mornings and, with a
wari prossure of the band, and a full, bright smile, he was
goune. And Kathieen, as she renmembered afterwards, aad
searcely thanked him i ,

“ But he i3 coming to-morrow,” she said. An d she won-
dered why the thought filled her herizon with perfeut
satisfaction.

That night she lay oo happy for sleep, her heartstirred
with delicious fancies. For, oh! that day had been so beau-
tiful, she told herself, a very pearl of days, set in a long row
of duil, melancholy ones, for it had brought her a friend
gsuch as she had never known before, one who uunderstood
her go well, and who would not let her feel lonely and
desolate, but who wounld come in, at times; and talk
delightfully, as he had done to-night, and bxeak np the
stagnant gloom of her life, and make it bright with the
chaim. of ﬁiﬂ warm, gemial presence.

I{athleen knew not the meaning of the strange com-
round of unspeakable feclings that moved ker heart, and
filled her mind with visious that made the future seem
full of diw splenndour and glorious possibility. She knesw
not that the mystery of love had touched h r heart, and
Lad already transformed her world into Eden.

Mcenwhile Kenneth Gustave and Black Primee were
:peedd ug to a remote hamlet some miles away, for the
bisy country doctor would have to make up in the dmk-
ness und gloom of might for the time he had giver to the
rescue of the young girl e hiad so opportunely fonnd on

e 1moors, A .

His practice exténded over a wide area, and bis patients
wwere yery vumerous just pow. for the autumu had set in,
with its usual increase of sickmness. '

With nuflagging zeal he fulfilled his every duty; the
paorest sufferer receiving the same unremitting care and
thoughtful attention that he vuuchsafefi to his wealthier
pnes—nay, to these his professional gravity and somewhat
brusque alertness of manner gave place to a very hwnan
tendernese that led him to linger with untiring patience
and gentlencss beside the bed of a lonely or forsaken one,
performing offices of ministration quite outeide and be-
yond the pale of his professional functions. .

But af last his day's work was done. As far as lay in
his power he had brought rest and comfort to the pailents
who looked to him for help ahd succoir, and now Bluck
Prince; with a neigh of pleasure, turned his faee-towards
home. '

Dark was the way and often treacherous the road; bnt
Kenncth Gustave, laying the b idle on his: horse’s neck,
Ieft hin to his own devices, knowing that by so doing he
wus best consulting both his own and his horse’s safety, for
never had the instinets of the hrave, wise creature heen at
fault.

At length, however, they struck a well-knowa road, and
then, with a shake of the bridle and a word to his ear,
Kenneth gave Black Prince to understand that their going
must be quicker, -

With a cheerful whiﬂng and o toss of his head, the
apimal responded. Stretching owt his shapely neck and
laying back his cars, away he went, and took the last mile
and a half of their jouirney at a splendid gallop.

He drew up at the gate of a grey-stone house. A meun,
who had evidently been awaiting his master's- return, im-
miediately came forward., and took the bridle.

“T am late, Jackson.” said the doctor. * You must be
tired.”

'The mau touched his hat. “*Nay, mazter, but it is you
as must be that. We were fair anzious abeut vou.”

“The Sins of the Fathers,” &zc.

“1 have heen delayed. Look well to Prince; he has lisd

a long and hard day.” |

“ Never fear, master, he shall be well cared for.”

And he walked off, the horse's nose laid cavessingly on
Lis shonider. _

The front door had opecned, and the light of the hall
streacmwed on to the pathway. Kenneth strode hastily foy-
ward to grezt the figure that awaited him there—a yweet
and stately lady, with a manner of gracious dignity.

As their hards clasped and as they stosd togetlier undey
the lamp, it was easy to see that they were mother and
son.

To be suive. the hair of the one was siiver, while that of
the other was a rich dark-brown; bat there was the same

firm, proud, yet very sweet, curve of the lips, the same
cxpression of alertness and subdued Sre in the quick glance
of the dark eyes; but: above and beyond this thez bad in
comnien the same undefinsble stomp of power that de-
noted individuality and strongth of character.

* Mother; you have been troubling abeut me? Nuw,
that was wrong. Hew often have I told you to go to hed
and rest when I am deiayed !”

Sihc was not one to express her feelings much by words,
and now she received liie kiss and tender embrace witi
only hey wsual eatm siaile of love.

“ Nay., my son,” she said, “it would nof be like Four
mother to sleep when her boy is wandering she knows not
whicre. See, I have the fire hright for you in the dining-
room, and your sapper is waiting nice and ho$, Now Ict
mc see my tired boy rest and eat.”

And then, with lier own gentle, soothing manner, she
drew him to his armchair, gave him his wammed slippers.
With her own hand she prepared Ris coffee exactly to
lLia taste, and attended to his every wuunt, hovering near
and about him with the saeet, loving zeal and delight in
her ministrations that only a tender mether can know.

To her surprise. lie 3eemed to care little for his supper.
Usnaily, after such a long fast, be enjored his meal with a
healthy appetite.

Moreover, she noticed that instead of regaling her, as
was hiz womt, with & humorous or interesting account of
his doings, he was strangely silent, relapsing ever and
anon into profcéund reverics.

feetug this, with her usuwal tact she forbore to ques-
tion hiwm ; sizd when, after a tiino, hie pushed aside his food,
gtlmost untasted, gshe was careful not to ajspear te notice

it.
But wien she stooped to kise him goed-might, he sud-
denly drew her to him with unusual fonduess.

“ Mother,” be whispered—" mother, I never loved or re-
verenced you so much as I do now, and I never felt before
what an infinite debt of gratitude I owe you, becaunse in
the treacherous and ahippery days of my youth your pure
and holy influence held me as by a spell, and kept me froin
wandering into patits of shame and dishonour. Mother

sweet and trye, fo you, under God, I give the thanks that
to-night I ean Josk into your pure eyes au&-say, ‘ Yeur scn
has never defiled his manhood or reudered himself uu-
worthy of the place hie holds within your spotiess hear .'”

Then, as if abashed by this unwonted display of feeling,
he turned quickly, and passed from the rsem.

Mrs. Gustave was touched and picascd even to tewrs
with this sndden outburst of gratitude or her son’s puart.
and for this spcecial tribute he had paid to her tendea
care and love; but she was also comscious of a vague
wonder as to what had eaused his feelings to reach
point of cubminatien just at this particular time. D
sonie dim surmise of the truth dawn wpon ber as she «u7
snd mused, pondering, as anotker mother of old had done,



- her lips full of peace.
.would flit over her face, as though her thoughts were very
Jdiappy ones: and if a soft sigh sometimes escaped her lips
,+it scemed born more of bliss thian sorrow.
- Mooks were on a table near her, some open;, marked. and
Jined, as those are that we love.
“There were Howers near her, too—flowers that did not

“being, and he told himself that never da]y;
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all these things in her heart? It may have been so,
fer deep and long were her spirit wrestiings before
God as she knelt in prayer that night.

Kenneth Gustave hud gone te his room, and had shut
to_and locked the door.

He put out his light, drew uwp the blind, and Hung
bigh the window, B

“Atlast!” he cried. “ At last I can be alone with my
thonghts!” = 72

He leaned out into tho cool, still night, and drew 1n
deep breaths of its dewy air; then lifted his eyes to where
the guict stars shone with their calm and steadfust light.

“TI wondcred what it meant.,” he musecd, * that strange
stir of feeling that passed over me when I first sasv her in
church, her sweet girl-face lecaning against a pillar. I
was dull, inanimate, ahsorbed with all the i1nterests of

my life, and did not know; but my heart knew, and

pulsed suddenly because it had found its gucea.

“To-day, when I looked down at her, lying helpless in
the heather, and met her eyes and felt tho touch of her
hands ontstretched to me in perfect trustfulness, I knew
what only my prophetic instinct had felt before—that I
had come to that for which I have been waiting all my
life. Thirty yeaxs? Ilave I lived thirty years wvithont
her? How strange! And yvet life without her now seems
enly an cmpty mockery. Shall I ever win her?”

e drew a deep breath, and his heart stood sfill, then
beat like 2 hammer against his sreast. To call her his
own; to see the love.light buru for him in her pure, sweet
cyes! Dare such a dream be his?”

“I know not,” he said. ‘It may never be. She seems
as far beyond me as thosc stars up there; but I iove her--
I Iove her! This alone makes life glorious and full of a
dim, delicious mystery. )

“Even f she never loves me in reiurn, I can thank
God that she has stirred my heart with this deep and
serious passion. It is a gift from Heaven. It makes me
abhor my meaner sclf and all within me that 5s small and
vile. Already I feel lifted from carth aud ncarcr to that
which is pure and holy.” | ' 1

It was hours wefore Kenneth had any: wish for sleep,

and his musings were sweet and long.

He hecded not that a storm came up from the sea, and
broke with tumult over the carth. It fell in somcechow

- with his mood,; and he rejoiced iu the voice of the breakers
- thundering against the rocks, and in tie clear cry of the

wind shrilling over their roar. ‘ .
It passed, and the sky gicw serenc again; yet still he

< waited. Down the steeps of hcaven he watehed the stars

wander and pass, until the last one fell bene:ith the low

" rim of the sky, and the east grew luminous, preparing {or

the day.
Then out from the springs of the morning fiashed

- arrows of light, and the young sun sprang laughing from

his rose-rcd conch, all on fire for his flight.

He thrilled as the joy of the morning entercd into his
had broken
so fair as this that would bring him into the presence of
his Iove.

CRAPTER XIII
Kathleen was reclining en a couch drawn up to the

~window of thie parlour that commandecd a view of the

white road that led from the village.

.- It was grewing dusk, and the long, low room lay in

shadow, except where it was bathed in the warm glow of

~the fire, that the chill of the autumn cvening made
+ acceptalle. ! ‘

Kathleen lay back, her hands clasped 1 casy grace

~behind her hecad, her cyes fixed on the golden gates of
the west, that had just swlng-to upon the departing

sun. ; ,
- The lines of her face wet'e restful, the sweet curve of
Ever and anon a drcamy smile

Onec lay upon her knee.

grow in the garden of Werneth Low. At times she bent

c.over them, as if their fragrance pleased her.

e

- Bu$ now 'she'ﬂmws her table closc to her, and writes

B
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rapidly. Tet us approach, bending unscen over her, and -
follow the quick flight of her peu.

September 24th, 18—,
It iz three wecks and more since I sprained my ankle
on the moor, and most of that time I have been a
Pprisoner. ‘ '
A very, very happy onre, for my doctor has not let me
Bbe dreary or lonely. T 2

I always call him “my doctor” in my heart. “My
doctor,” gentle and kind to me always. ‘
It is not that I have scen very much of lnm. He is too

busy. to give me more than a fiying visit every day; but
somectimes he lingers for about twenty minutes or so, and
these minutes scem the most precious of my life. For
he has such a power of uplifting me, and filling me with

“an Inward irradiation, a fine exhilaration, that stirs heart

and brain like wine! ¥ :

I feel always at my Dbest before him, Fancy: is
guickened, and memory made. richer. A few words from
him fire my imagination, and troops of gentle thoughts
sweep through my mind, and the dumb spirit that necarly
always takes possession of me before strangers flies away,
and conversation iiows casily.

Our talk ranges over numberless topies. It soars high,
it sinks deep; 1ts themes are drawn from many sources.

Of course, we discuss our different authors, and we are
picascd to find that we liave so many favonrites in
common. I have been charmed, too, to discover that he
has hidden away in his heart wmany precious bits and
gnotations that I have alzo made mine.

And yet we are so disspmilar in many, many ways—in
fact, notably opposite in ouz views. ¥Yet this only con-
stitutes a greater charm. and I like £hat in him best that
is not mysclf. Vvho i3 it that says: “ ¥Yon must be very
two to be very one ™7

He knows all my history. Before I knew, I had told him
ceverything. I do mnot mean about that strange vow which
binds me to Mark Strathmore, that is sacred between me
and the man who one day is to be my husband; but every-
thing else I have told my friend, and the great aclhe
in my heart left by my father’s death seems healed by his
gentle touch of syyupeithy.

I think it is his perfeet sympathy, and his calm,
grave, protecting carc, that inspiwre me with such con-
fildence and vest.

I do thank God for this dcar friend. Tuach morning
I say: © Bountiful God, I am grateful. T take this great
cift {frem Thee. I tliank Thee for the noblencss of my
friend, for his truth. I thank Thee for the sweet sincority
of joy and peace wiich I draw from communion with this
brotlicr soul.”

Onc night, when I was sitting thinking of all these
things. I said suddenly to Margot, who was doing some-
thing in my bedroom:

“ Margot, do you knew much of Dx. Gustare? You seein
to do so, and I netice e always calls you by your
Christian nae.” )

“Know the doctor?” she said. with an indignant snort
that I should doubt it. “Is therc a man, woman, or
c¢hild in the village—ay. or far beyond-—as does na?”

“What do you meanz> I said. _

“Why, did na he just offer up his very life for us all
when th’ village was stricken with cholera, and we were
cut off {rom all help, as thougli we were a plague-spot#”

<« Did he do that?” s

““Ay. did he; and worked £it to kill anybody ten tiines
over, and would have done hiim, what wi’ pestilence and
all, if the angel of the Lord hadna stood necar him all
the timas with a drawn soard.”

Never had I seen old Margot so full of feeling, and I
loved her for it, I was not surprised. I kwew he was
heroic and great.

“Ican’t 1%91}3 wondering,” I said, after a time, speaking
morce to mysclf than Margot, *“ why one so full of power
aud character did not seek a wider sphere for his energies,
Why is he hidden &way in this little place, when he is
fitted for so much grander an arcuar”

“Indced, and it's just because he is the great unselfish
creature as he is!” she burst out. * Didna you lcar how
it come about he settled down here?” '

“No, Margot.

O, tell me I suid cagerly.
(T 0 e continucd,)

W. B. HoRxER AxD Sox; Lnanites, 2, CaArMeLITE STREZT, TeMrLiE, E.C.

N 4RY



HORNER’'S PENNY STORIES

L
L
3

= N
w o b 4?'."

L
- AT
Ao iece

el

The Createst of all Tonics.chM
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- THE ROYAL TONIC AND DIGESTIVE.

BGIPLIED BY COMNAND TO
Members of the British Royal Family,
H.1.M. the Empress of Russia,
H.M. the King of Greece,
H.M. the Queen of Roumania,
H.l.M. the Dowager Empress of Russia,

dnd the leadenyg Royalty and public throughewut the world.

For nearly twelve
months Miss Sheppard
suffered unteld agonies
from newralgia in 1its
acutest form. The doctors
deciared that a cure was
impossible. Fortupately
a recourse was had to
‘““Phosferine,” with the
happy result that a pet-

Of the merits of “ Phos-
ferine,”” both as a neu~
ralgia cure and a tonic,
Miss Sheppard writes in
the highest and most
enthusiastic terms.

fect cure was effected. !

{ Aiss M. T. SREPPARD, 18, Vic-
toria Villas, Bitburn, N.1v., wriies:
" For neax]y cwelve months I sui-
fered agonics irom the acutest jorm
of neursigia. It gave me no rest
day and might, and the poin was ik
tense. The docters told me iiit
l nathing woulk} cuxe it, and I had to
bear with this pain ti}l I fried
‘Phosferine." Asier the fist bottle
1T felt a grent relief. ASmy case was
istch a e
itocurerne; wut at.the endof three

t motiths thie dreadinl pains had gone,

rand I expericueed the greatest ease
drotn my sufferings. Ii f ever have
‘the slightesi twinge, to which ene s
il atle this dwnp weather, 1y to iy
invalnsble ‘ Phosferine;” and there.-
swit i3 always bhe canse —iusiant
rohief. I always find ibinvalnable ns
zttemie. L I am run dOown, feel ag
tall dePressud,, or lore myY appetifp, I
‘again have veceurse Lo * Phosieriue,’
and expericice seat benefis. Tawm
a great praveiler—in fack, { might
sa¥ a bird of passagze—and whenever
I hear of an vonesuwfering from wanut
of tope 1 alwaYs recommend them
to try ° Phesferine.! Oxiy a liltle
while aZo I sent a dozen bottles as
far 28 Calcutia. apd 1% gives wme
much pleastre to wnie You this

arl ome, 16 took sowe (ime .

letter as an expression of wy opinion
[ of 1ts Lread werits.”

THE EARL OF ROSSLYN.
The F¥ARL of ROSSLY! writes: ¢ I bave recommended the wedicine
(‘ Phosferine '} to wvo or three of my friends. one of whom has slready
told me that be finds it suits him very weil.—- December<9, 1899.”

———

PiosreeINg is the most poweriul Nerve and Recuperative Tonic known.
Ed revnoves Mental Depression, Want of Tone aud Nerve Pewer. It has
remarkavie lleaith-giving, Strengio-giving, Evergising, and Bejuvenaiing
Propeties,

| No other Medicine has received such avssluie proot ef its extraordinssy
ﬂ proverties investoring Shattered Congtitutions, and in giving back to ibe
L FPrematurely Aged New Life and Energy.

1t is o Untailing Remedy for Neuralgia, Nervous Dyspepsia, Ao®mia
Bram-fag, Depression, Linpoverished B%mod, Bheum&tisft?, %Iwmessnegai
Indigestion, lnfluenza, Nei: .us Headaches, Debility, aud all disorders
CoNseYueIls Wpon 3 reduc.ed state of sire nervous systen:.

PROPRIETORS:

| BSHTON & PARSONS, Lid., 17, Farringdon Rd., London, E.G.
| Bottles: /14, 2/9, and 4/@. PostEree, /3, 3/-, and 4/9,

BE- The 39 size contains nearly jour times the 1{1k size.
=S0OLD BY ALL CHEDMNMISTS, STOBES, &ec,

Au Adzeriiements for “Horner's Penny Stories ' should be sent to C. YERNON, 118 & 1713, Newgaie Street, Loadon, E£.C.

MUSIC FOR THE HOMES OF THE PEOPLE,

PBELLS ... MELODEONS.

Broad Rced A

Grand New Model i\'v'ith Orgzn and Celestial Touz o J
Clhanaing Bell Accompaninienis. > :
Two Goid Medais,' howme should be witkhout ope. Ir.z

CAMPBELL’'S soleoin psalm,the soul stirring hyv.=._ |
thecheeriulsoug, andthe merr vdan. 2

ARE can ail be played on these chargi; 2
THE ONLY Instruments. No knowledge of musi-
is reqn'rect by the player. Ensrncia

| CENUINE demagdd se{égag it PRous(nc.s,

32 C. Testrnionialz.
3/ MELODEONS T Special OFCr to the Lieaders of
IN THE HoRNER'S STORIES. Cthfs out this,
CAMPBEL
MARKET. “GEM* MELODEONS &9

s CAMPBELL'S
MINIATURE” WMELODEON 10/%
CAMPBELL'S
HPARAGONY MELODEON 14/.
Eiiber of the abeve sent Caxriage
1aid, in Greaf Britain, on receips
of 0.0, for the Amount.

§ Send for Camphell's New Ilius.
traved Priviiege Price List for
1000-190L (id. Stamp). Address,
CAMPRELL & (0., Musical
Instewin 06 Makore, 116, Trongate,
Giasgow. Establishud 50 years.
eware of Dinitativns.

—

Don't Cough-use |

They at once chock tkce Cough

The(Unnvalled

One Logcnge alone relkeves.
Bold es¢erywhere, Tins, 183d. each,

= ‘“Made of tie purest
1oaterials, of excellent
flavour.’*~ Lancct.

CLEAVES’

CELEBRATED .

DEVONSHIR

 Bxceptionally cheice.
Unitormly Pelicious.”—
Court Circular.

CLOTTED CREAM
‘CONFECTIONS:

Rich. Nutritious.
Absolutely Pure.
Therefore Best.
LEAVE & SON, Ltfl_., Creditnﬂ,lEVONi

“Buach delicious snd
hoamiess dainties,”—

Famity ODocter.

30BN C

| S

160

For
Indigestion,
fisadache,
fillousness,
Gonstipation, &8

—e—

Inaluable
fo;f Ladigs.

OF ALL
CHEMISTER

Fleet St.,London, E.C.
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300 Gold Medals and Diplomas.
““ The Most Perfect Form of Cocoa.”

—Uuy’'s Hospital UGazette
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