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. "fie milés away. She had been very

- yosms looking thiuigh
* -gverhead, sud the evening shadows which
" she had bravely tried to ignore gathered
-3¢ thickly us to nearly blot out the bridge
* “aicroes the tortrent, when she saw inm fact
‘i that dusk kiad set in, and that there was
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" pME LOVERS' LITANG
Fpeoteiny. » sodden gizay,
,  Driviog rain and falling tears,
- Antho sioamer wears 1o sen
1 In® partiog storm of cheers.

s Sing, for faith and hope sre bigh,
i* None so true as you and ;
} tH

Sing the Lovers' Litany:
*Love like ours ¢an never diel®

Milky foam to left and right;
Whispered convarse near the wheel
4 In the brilliant tropic nigbt.
. Qross that rales the southern aky!?

ftar thatsweep, and wheel andfly,
. Hear the Lovers' Litany:
. *Love like eurs can nover diel”

k'S
Eyes of brown, s dusty platin
. Split and parched with heat of June,
- Fiying hoof and tightened rein,
Hearts that beat the old. old tane.
8ide by side the horses fly,
Frame we now the old reply
Of the Lovers' Litany:
*Laovs like vurs can never diel”

* Eyes of blue, the Simla Hills
Silvered with the moonlight hoars
Pieading of the walts that thrills,
Diea and echoes round Beamore.
*Mabel, ® "OfMiocers, " “Goodby. *
Glamour, wine, snd witchery,
On my soul's sincerity
*Lovs like ours can never diel”

Maidens, of your charity,
Pity my most luckless state,
Four times Capld's debtor I,
Bankrupt in quadruplicate.
Yet, deapite this evil case,
And » malden showed me grace,
Four-and-forty times would I
Sing the Lovers' Lilany:
v ®Love like ours can never die!”
—Rudyard Kipliog.
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A FAMILY FAILING.

[Contributed by *'Jesson."]

EVEN O'CLOCK|
The little carved
wooden timepiece
onthe mantol
chimed out¢ the
hour of 7. Mr.
Dobson turned
pale. He had been
walking restlessly
W up and down the
® saloo for the past
¢ half hour, rushing

@ to the windows at
y overy sound in the
quiet road outside,
and becoming every moment more anx-
ious than he dared to admit, even to hin.
salf. Where was Amoret? Where coud
she be? For the 90th time he rang the
bell and questioned the white cappnd
Bwiss bonne. But Francine could only
repeat tho story she had atready told.
Her young mistress had gone out after
luncheon with Bingham, the English
maid. Mademolselle had left a little
word for monsjeur; she had eld ehe
would lis baock at § o'clack to give mon-
slour his tea, as usual.

At B o'clook, and the clock hnd just
struck 7! The anxious father passed

the charming flower scented
yoora snd on to the first of the three
broad terraces of the garden, below
$ho final parapot of which and its trailing
willows Lake Lemuan slspt, glowing like
» great deep colored sapphire in ths heat
of the August svening.

There was nothing but the familiar,
qxquisite soens to meet Mr. Dobaun's
syes—the sun blazing hotly upou the
white walled villa, with its pumberliess
balconies and verandas, and ita red striped
Spanish blinds; the roses and magnolms
and oleanders rejoicing in the golden
blane; the long tressece of the willows
dipping into the cool green water far
dowu beneath the last low terraco wall,
the ¥asts of which were overflowing with
#icarlst geraniums; and opposite to him,
acroas the blue green expanse of
the lovoliest lake in Switzerland, the

lorinus mountains of Bavoy, their snow
capped heads uplifted inexorably against
ﬂlemling bll}:h({f the midsammer sky,

The poor father saw nothing of all this
‘What to him was this mighty world that
surtounded. his empty home when Amo-
Tt was iwiy?

Decidéily €lis ohild nesded someone to
Yook atier her when he was away. But,
then, he never was away. It had only
deen the most urgent necessity that had
induced him to go to Vevey without her.
And whit use would it be to engagea
governess? Amoret wouid only laugh at
the unfortunate woman and wheedle hor,
asshe-did her luckless father.

Mr. Dobson looked at his watch—n
quardér past seven! Oh, this was going
too far! “Dinner? Of course not!"—
axvitedly—to poor Francine, who ap-
peared afonrs of the windows of thesalon,
with & timid plea for the cook's plats.
“Wot antil mademoiselle returned! How

iﬁxﬂ" b5 knew where Amoret was, and
ikt was kesping her out at such an

Maapwkils, poor little Amovet was ait-

sgnin—*if T could or'y send wora to
papa! What will he think? What will
ge do? And the ductors sald he was not
| © be excited or annoyed about anything!
Oh. Bingham, what shall I do?”

Bingham only shook her head help-
lessly, and went on sobbing and rocking

lhersel! to and fro,
’ = If I could only manage to hobble on
eninchow!” continued poor Amoret.
“But, no,” hey face contracted by a sud-
der: pain as shé tried to move her ankle,
“i¢ is quite impossible. I shall have to
sit on this stone all night, thatis evident,
unless—oh, Bingham,”—in piteous ap-
peal—-don't you think you could pick up
courage end make your way back to
Glion? ‘There is a hotel there; they
could send & message to papa—they
speak E-iglish at all those plares. ”

Bingham shricked at the buie sugges-
tion.

“Mo go by myself up them rocks,
ma’'am, with that torrent rtoaring loud
enough to drive s body distracted, and
the night coming on—oh. wmaum, [
couldn't really! 1should die of frght!”

“ Wall, " said Amoret resignedly, ~“we
must keep together, 1 suppose: only,
what will papa think when 1 gets dark
snd I don’t come home?”

There was mo answer except a fresh
burst of sobbing aud moaning from Bing-
ham; and poor little Amoret, whose
ankle was every moment |w-coming more
and more psinful, relapsed ioto an un-
ensy silence. Oh, why had it come {oto
lier hend to take that unlncky walk w
the Gorge de Chanderon?

*Cheer up, Bingham,” she urged. as
her maid's sobs became londer und
louder; “some one may pass by yet. It
s only hall past seven by my wath,
wark as it seems underneath these trees;
und the worst that can happen to us is to
tave cold. We shall hardly dis of hun-
~cf before to-morrow morning, and by
that time Heaven will surely send sowe
sleay tourist to our re=cue.”

* Oh, don't, ma’'am!” moaned Bingham.
“By to-morrow we may both he aweiter.
ing in our gore. Oh, why did | ever
louve my good ‘ome to go trap--1n¢ in
{orelgn parta! Oh, if ever I see Keutish
wwn again—"

“ Biogham !” Amoret interrupted with
a sudden cry of relief, which minde poor
Bingham spring to her feet urvl draw
neaver to her mistress. “Oh, Bingluin,
look ! Look up there on the other sile,
pear the bridge! Don't you see soiie-
thing moving between the trees® 1 uo
believe someone {8 coming ut last! O,
now Ishall be able at least to send word
t» papa—oh, 1 am so glad! " —clanpanyg her
hande, *“ Yes, it is—it isa man' OU.. 1
hope he will see us. Call out. Bingham
—call sut loud, and wave your handk.r-
chief! Maonsiear, oh, monsieur " —rusing
her clear treble voice—"oh, mounsiear,
plense cotne here!”

The man paused midway on the lit.lo
bricdge. attracted douls ws by the ®av.
ing handkerchiels just vismble o the
dusk, for the women's vuces could
hordly make themselves heard above the
roar of the leaping torrent.

“He soes us!” orted Amoret eagerly.
“He iscoming!®

A nd as she spoke the man crossed the
bridge and was lost to sight ina turn in
the winding pathway overhiead.

“Oh,” sald Amaret, with u sigh of re-
llef, “1 don't mind now! Whuever it is,
Iaor sure he will help us. ”

“Oh, ma'sm, don't be too sure of that,”
wailed Bingham; “there's no trusting
these foveignern at all'”

“ Well. 1ot us hope it will turn out to
be an Englishman!"—with an unpatient
lauggh. “If he ta not, I shall ind it hard
to explain. [ must make it upin a pan-
tomime; and when he sees that I can't
put my foot to the ground surely he will
understand. ©Oh!" -

8hé started again, as at that moment
the man reappesred close at her elbow,
and made some surly demand 1n French.

Bingham could scarcely repress a
scream. Tho stranger was dressed 10 &
big blouse and wooden shues. Amoret
noticed, and she begen, in her imperfect
French, to pour out her troubles.

Would he be so kind as to hasten on
aud go to the Villa Beau 8ejour at Mont-
reux, where, if he would deliver this lit-
tle note—which she prepared to write on
aleaf of her pocketbonk—he would be
well rewarded for his trouble.

The man nodded in a stolid way, and
stood with his eyes fixed upon the girl's
hand, {rom which she had torn her glove
when she began to write. One or two
valuable rings, that had been her
mother's, sparkled on Miss Dobson’s
slender fingers. The man in the blue
blouse regarded them with curlosity, and
then, a9 Amoret gave him the folded
paper, he slowly held out his dirty

m.

“Oh, yes, of course,” said the girl
eagerly, searching her pocket for her
little lizard gkin purse. “I am afraid I
have not much—pas beauncoup, mon-.
gieur—but tenex! Here are five francs,
and ®—holding out the money—" you will
mske haste®”

The man did not answer; he was turn.
ing the five francs over and over in his
hand, and ay he did so he cast a hurried

“tidg'pa ¥ stotie, with & eprained ankb,

ibrave antil then; but when the firsd star
the fir boughs

from the sorape she
had got into, thed she gave way st last,
nd &t sight of her’ tears Bingham,
maid, broke down, teo, and burst

neoherent string of lamentations,
thpgtinih  declared that if she had
thatshe would have had to stop

glance up and down the darkening ra-
vine.

“Oh, ma'am!” whispered Bingham,
whose testh were now chattering. “I1
don’t like the looks of him! And [ am
afraid thag he has been drinking,

“ What does it matter,” answered Am-
oret rapidly, “so long as he will take
the note to papa ? Quick!” she pleaded,
as the man drew still nearer to the stone
on which she was sitting. “Oh, please,
do make haate!™

The man began to mutter asthough he
were dissatisfled. She guessed by his
actions that he was dernanding more
'money. The way was long, he declared ;
mademoisalle was rich,

“Butl havé no miorse movey!” ex.
claimed the girl piteously. “The gentle.
man at Moutreux will give you as much
ssyoulike. But"-she turned her empty
purse upside down <with an expressive
gesture—* you see that I can not. ”
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«Mademoiselle has her rings!” said the
nian roughly. A man doean’t take o long
cougke like that for nothing. "

My £ings?”  echosd - Amoret faintly,

iigs-they wer

was dragzing off the riogs, catting her
| tender flesh as he did ®0 and making is

bloed.

Bingham began to scream; but Amo-

* ot steruly bade her be silent.
| “What good does it do to scream?”
she demanded, her voice hardly trem-
bling, *heugh her face was ashy pale, “I
wouldn't mind logsing my rings even if I
thought he would take the note. But,
now that he has robbed me, he will be
afraid to go to the house. We are no
better off than we were before. ”

“We shall be murdered —-murdered!”
sobbed Bingham, falling upon her kuees
and hiding her head in her shawl],

in cold blood!”

“You have my rings now,” Amoret
eald to the man in her halting Frenck;
“but at least you will take the letter?”

“Heinl We shall see!™ returned the
man, with a drunken sneer. *“Give me
that too; it would be a pity to leave that
behind,” and he gnatched at the antique
chatelaine in which Amoret carried her
valuable little watch.

The girl unfastened the chatelsine
witbout a word. Her heart was beating
violently, but she showed no sign of
alarm.

“I have nothing else for you to steal,”
she said then, her head drawn up Jueh;
“you may as well goto the villa and de-liver
the letter. Nothing shall be done o vou
—I will not tell my father what you buve
done. "

The man turned as he hid the trintrts
away in the breast of his blouse nud
looked with tipsy admiration at Lhe pretty,
pale girl facing him 8o bruvely. hor oyes
flashing at him through the tears that
bad risen again at the thought of her
father’s distress of mind.

“Tiens!™ he exclaimed, with an oath,
“You are a fine lass; you shll ,z1ve nie
}iws into the bargain, just to show that
yuu don't beur any mali--e!”

Amoret grew faint and cold as he drew
mear,

“No, no—no!™ she panted; but her
volce died away upon her lips; she felt
her strength—nerved as she was by dis-
gust and dread—giving way bef.are the
drunkenscoundrel’s porawtenvs. “Papa,”
she thought, “oh, papa!™-—aud then a
black cloud seemed to pass before her
eyes aund the roar of the torrent seomed
suldenly to cease. )

. » . » . . ‘8

“She is better now,” Amoret he™@ a
low voice say—the next mument, as 1t
seemed to her—and, vpening her eives,
she saw Bingham kn eling by her sule,
no longer crying. and with her a man
who lovked English, and who certainly
did not wear a blouse,

“Ah,"she said, putting her two weak
little hands up to her forehead, “what
was it? Did | faint? Oh."—drawing a
long breath—"what a horribly deathly
sensation it is) "

“Don’t try to speak just yet.” said the
voire again, very kindly: “you arw- aafe
now, and your maid is here. Kovpquiet
fora few minutes longer; there 18 no
danger.”

Amoret laid her head down agnin obe-
diently She knew then that it hdbven
raised against the speaker's shoulder.
8he felt the roughness of hig tweel coat
against her cheek, and smelt the—to her
—not unpleasant fragrance of tobacco.
There was a wet hamlkerchief on her
forehead; it folt cool and pleasant. The
girl closed her eyes.

“Oh. dear, eir,” whispered Bingham
nervously, “do you think she's going off
agnia P"

Amoret opened her eyes as the sound
of her maid's dolorous vosce full upen
her ears.

“Well, Bingham,” she said. with a
weak little lavgh, “you are not wurd 1 d
after all; and I—oh"—as her thou. .5
became clearer, she sat up aguin aind Le-
gan to ory—“oh, papa, papa, I am a
wicked girl! 1 had forgottsa papa! Oh,
Bingham, let us go home to pupa! This
geutieman will take care of us. You
will. won't you?” ghe pleaded. “We
should be afraid to go by ourelves, and
then—my foot—1X can't walk. "

In ber eagerness she torned her face
towvard the stranger, who was ben:li.g
over her and holding her so firmly, and
as she did so she started, blushing in the
friendly darkness, for her cheek had been
brushed by a thick, soft beard.

“l am so sorTy to trouble you,” she
went on hurriedly, sitting upand putting
her hand to her dizzy head ; “but——"

“Don't think of that a: all,” said the
pleasant voice. “Between your mails
arm and mine you will perhaps be able
toget on;if not—as I can not leave you
alone while I go for help. and as your
maid is very nervous—I am afraid you
must submit to being carried.”

“0Oh, " replied Amoret piteously, “but
I am heavy. You ate very good natured
—I don't know how to thank you. But
how could you carry me all the way to
Montreux? You would be dead before you
got half way!”

“] don't think so,” snswered the
etranger, with a cheerful laugh. “Ag
any rate, 1 mean—with your permission
—to have a try. You are certainly inno
~ondition for walking, ”

“No, " Amoret admitted ruefully ; “and
1 wish I were not afraid to stay here
while you went and told papa,butlam.”

“And no wonder,” said he kindly.
“But there is no danger now, I don't
think that fellow will trouble ladies again
in a hurry. Ah, you see™—as Amoret
tried to stand up butsubsided again upon
her stone, with a ery of pain—*there ia
nothing for it but to make up your mind
to let me carry you, at any rate until we
are out of the gorge; we may meet a
passing carriage then, and——"

“0Oh, yes—Ilet us make haste!™ urged
Amoret, blushing again like a carnation
as she felt herself very carefully and
gently lifted in two strong axms. “Bing.
ham, you will keepnearus. And, please
don't try to #alk,® with pretty hesitation,
to the stranger—*it is quite hard enough
for you s it is,”

“Well,” he returned, lsughing again,
“the path is not very I think [
must concentrate all my energies upon
following it as well as I can in thedark.”

Amoret saw then that night had really
set in, that it was not guly the dense fir

head that prevented her from
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all other feelings for the time being.
She forgot the strangeness of the situa-
tion—was conscious only of a vehement
desire to reach Montreux as speedily as
pussible.

Bhe sighed ence or twice, and then the
stranger asked her good naturedly if she
was nocomfortable—if she would like to
rest for a while, -,

“Oh, nol” she smswered piteously,
blushing. “But you—yon must be
pearly dead. Don’t you tiunk I could
manage to hobble on now between you

“Ah, |
well. I knew it! We shuil be murdered .

~she pleaded; and then,

and Bingham?”

“No, no—don’t think of me at all! I
am all right, and we shall svon be vut of
the gorge now, ™

And then, slowly and steadily, the
stranger went on down the winding path,
feeling his way cautiously at each step,
with the sound of the torrent always in
their ears, and at intervals, between the
overshadowing pine branches. the stars
shining down upon them frumm the pure
ple midsummer sky.

L ] L ] L - * - »

‘When, an hour later, a carriage stopped
at thedoor and the stranger of the tweed
coat helped his charge to alight, poor
Mr. Dobson was half dead from aux.-.y,
and Amoret, as she limped panfully into
the room between Bingham and her pro-
tector, saw an expreasion on her father's
face that smote her heart with a great
and sudden dread.

“Papa,” she sobbed, falling mpon his
neck as he opened his arms to hir—
“oh.papa, forgiveme? [wiilneverleave
you again, never! oh, never!”

And as father and child stood thus,
looked in each other’s arms. their fac-es
wet with each other's tears, the strunzer
turned away and quietly beckoned Biu 4-
ham out of the room.

“1 will call to-morrow, " he aaid, “te in-
quire after your mustress. Her ankles
should be seen to at once. Here is my
card. I am staying at the Hotel Beau
Bite, close by. If I can be of any use [
Lope Mr. Dobson will let me kuow.™

“ Mr Roland Askam, " Biugham read on
the card sbe carried 1n o Amoret, who,
with bruken words and sobs and kinses,
was hurriedly relating the story of her
danger and her deliverance frum it.

“He is gone,” said the girl, hastily
wiping anway her tears as Binglwindelrs.
ered her mesbage. “Oh, but we shall,

:Ze him again to-mourrow, papa, atad |
(O E—

“The doctors aze agresd,” he said
=They both advised me to set my sffaira
in order—nay, child,” as Amoret, in

will not happen amy the souner because
we are warned; but it is of yonI am
thinking. I can mot rest day or night
when I remember how utterly alone in
the world you would be if ] were toleave
you.”

Amoret sat ap axnd faced him hravely,
though the sharp eword of sorrow had
pierced her very heart.

“We will talk of it together. pape.”
she said cheerfully. “Of courseit dis-
tresses yon. Let ws think about it, degr.
What would you like me to do if—if

”

The words died on her lips, the Iittle
face was paler tham ever, but she smiled
bravely. )

“Well, you know, my darling,” iie bs-
gan, “even if all goes well with me, you
would have to marry some day.”

“Oh!” The poor childs beart sank
within her. “You would like me to
marry—to leave you?”

“1 think it wouwld be best, dear,™ he
answered. “Think how it would ease
my mind, if I could see you settled 1 a
home of your own, and a kind husbaud
to take care of you when I—— "

“Papa!”

Do what she would, she could not sup-
press a Jsharp cry of pain.

“Oh; my little Aroret!™ the father an-
swered, and ina moment they were n
each other’s armsaguin, and lyingsilently
beart to heart.

It was the girl who recovered herself
first. Was not all excitement forbul ten
to her father? B8he st up lauching. and
went on in & very matter of fact toe—

“A nice pair of geese we are, dad, to
be fretting about my marriage. Why . of
course, every girl marries. You would
not like your little Amoret to be an old
maid, would you? No, of coure not!
8o. now that is settded, I will make he -4
and fall in Jove. Only with whoan?
That is the question.”

“Is there no vne—no one at all, " began
Mr Dobeon nervously, * whoin you hawe
seen that you could learu to ike 7"

Amoret knitted  her pretty bross g
pursed up her lLips, and tried ver) luadd
to think of all the men she had sevu
her short hfe,

“Papa.” she sald, laugling a li'tle
hyvaterieally, “Thavemet »o fow proj.lel

“tiod bless him, whoever he may he!™ |
said Mr. Dobson solemnly “He bas,
mven me back my very hfe  What can’
lever do for him in return ?” ,

Chapter 11,

All night long Amoret lay awake,
hasiuted by her father's fuce, ns she had
sevn 1t throuch her tenrs on ber return. |

“He minst be very 1l worse thaneven
Do tor Grmishaw has alowed me tosup-,
pose " the girl thought, her heatt beaoing
wildly with apxiety. “How wickel of
docturs W keep back the truth from peao.!
ple! T will speak to hun to-morrow 1
will make him tell me everything. Dues
he think I am one of those silly girlswho
could not bear to know—that [ should |
not be upable tv hide my uneasinessfrom !
papa? Oh, if | had suspected, I would
not have run the risk that I ran to-duv.
How could I bear to liveif I tivought that
1 had caused him another anxius mo-
ment. My kindest, my dearest. who hias
worked and waited for meso long ~ whom
mamma left me to consvle and to take
care of when I grew up'”

When the doctor came the next morn-
ing to see to her ankle Amaret contrived
to be alope with him for u few minutes,
and in those few miuutes she learned the
truth about her father's health

Deathly pale, she sat atuong the pil-
Iows and listened, with her great staitied
bruwn eyes fixed upon guod Doctor Grim-
ashaw's face.

“There, my child,” said the old man
gently, “I can tell you nothing more;
and you must not be over anxious. Af-
ter all, we doctors are not infallible ; like
other people, we are sometimes mistuken
in our opinions, But"—laying his trem-
bling hand upon her head--* yvour father
must live carefully, and avoid any pussi-
bility of annoyance or excil-ment. ”
“Yes,” murmured Amoret.

“It has seemed to me that of late he
has had some special cause for distress of
mind. Do you try and find out, my
dear, what it is, and smooth it away, if
possible. ™

“Yes,” Amoret said again, bresthlessly,
“1 understand. “ Ah"—as Mr. Dobsun’s
slow footateps orossed the wneighboring
room—*he is coming! Do I look very
white? I must get a eolor.” She put
her hands gp hastily, and rubbed her
bloodless cheeks. “He must not know
that you have been talking to me. Oh,
dad, " she broke inte an hysterical Iaugh
as Mr. Dobson opened the door—“Doctor
Grimshaw says it may be a fortnight be-
fore I can put my foot to the ground,
isn't be a dreadful man? And whatam
I to do with myself, I should like to
know, all of that time?™

As her father went to the door with the
good doctor, to have a last word about
his darling. Amoret resolved that she
would speak frankly to him when he
came back.

“We have mever yot had any secreta,™
she thought, “and I pever could see the
good of beating about the bush. Hawill
know that I have been questioning Dr.
Grimshaw. Ihad better not try to hide
it from him. ™

When her father returned and sat
down by the sofa where the girl had been
established with books and flowers and
work, she began to scold him gently for
his want of confidence in her.

“There i8 something you are keeping
back from me, dear,” she urged in trem-
bling tones, “something you are afraid to
tell me. Papa, why need you be afraid?
‘W are not two people, you and I-we
ere one, and what hurts one of us hurts
the other—doesn’t it?"

“My little Amoret!® murmured Mr.
Dobson, putting his arms about her; and
Amoret, drawing the kind, gray head
down to hér' bosom, held it there in &
long, close pressure, so that-she could
speak to him without his secing the tears
who coyld nob kesp back,
“Toll me, pe apenly to me,™:
little by litle,

M.

Do"gn, : aid unfold the cause of his
bo his loving little daughter.

There w dear old Dactor Grunss w Lere,

and the curate, and and that 1 all

And then at Manchester there is -— "
“Yes. yes. al Manchester,” intery sed

. the poor father anxiously —*the cousins,

you know. There was Tom—Tom is
really not a bad fellow, dear.”

“Torn 18 the best fellow in the world.”
assented Amoret warmly. “They are all
three good fellows, but I like Tom even
better than Ned or Jim. ™

“That 18 what I €hought'™ execlaimed
her father, no longer concealing hisenger.
ness. “If 1 were once sure that my
little Amoret would have sv kind a pro-
tector "

“Papa,” broke ip Amoret, her voice

I rather unsteady, although she still smiled

at him—*“go thatis what you have been
plotting, dear. Why did you nottell me
before?”

“I hardly dared. I—I could scarcely
bear to think of it myself. It seems too
much to ask of you, rny darling ; but——"

“ What, that I should marry Tom?"

“Yes. [ know that you used to laugh
at him, apd——"

“Oh, but that was only nonsense, you
know! Papa, ] never thought about it
seriously at all. I” —with a tremulous
laugh—*“1 was so happy to be with you,
I cared for nothing else ; but now—it is
different. Anditreally would make you
happy if I were to marry Cousin Tom!?
Is it the thought of this that has been
fretting you of late? "

“Yes, the thought of what might
happen—and you frisndless, And so I
wrote the other day to the cousins, and
I asked him to come and &es us; but [
was afraid that you—-"

“That I should laugh. at Tom again
when he came!” asked Amoret. “But
indeed I won't, dear? I don't mind con-
fessing to you"—the girl sst her teeth
and clenched her lands, though the
pretty, fond amile mever left her lips—
that I always liked Tom a little bat; and
now, if my marrying him will set your
mind at rest, and relieve you from any
further suffering, why, all I have got to
say is that I think I am a very lucky girl
to find such a gowgd, sensible, kind
hearted husband as Tom, and I will say
‘yes' the moment he asks me dgain.
And, oh"—as the tears began to roll
down her face—" what a twinge my foot
gave me just then! Oh, there's another
one! What a baby I am to cry; but I
really can’t help it, and P'm a8 happy as
& queen!”

“My little Amoret—my good childt®
Mr. Dobson murmured, clasping her in
his arms and laying his cheek down upon
her brown head.

Bat Amaret was pot going taallowany
mcre sentiment, and she began to draw
pictures of their life when she should be
married, and how ghe meant to queen it
over poor Ned and poor Jim in the villa
at Rugholme.

“They will gpail me, you know,” ghe
said ; “but Tom will be moresevere. He
is so sensible. He will kpep me in order,
just as you do, dad.”

“Exactly—as I do! ™ assented Mr. Dob-
son, his sad heart wamming into happi-
nees again under the sunshine of Amoret’s
gayety.

Surely, ho said to himself, the thought
of the marriage could not be altogether
distasteful to the child, eince she could
talk and laugh abowt it so easily. He
felt himself wonderfully cheered by his
davghter’s good aspirits, and the twowere
chatting together very happily, when the
door was opened and Francine announced
“Mr. Askam. ®

Mr. Dobson rose with eagemess to meet
the young man, while Amoret smiled at
him from among hex pillows and held
out her hand.

“Papa must fry to thank yoa, Mr.
Askam, ” ghe gaid; “1 ama afraid I can
not. But it is not bacsuse I am not very
grateful.”

She blushed as she spoke; she was
guiltily conscious of having almost for-
gotten her protector of Gorge de

| Cuanderon; 16 seumed to ber that 80

spite of herself, utisred a cry of pain. “it|

much hed happensd since the previoos

night. She had experienced dread angd
sorrow ; she had given her life away to
€Cousin Tom.

“1 called this morning at your hotel,
Mr. Askam,” Mr. Dobson was saying;
“but they told me you were out, When
you know all that my little girl is to me,
you will nnderstand what 1 feel toward
the man who befriended her in a great
danger.,”

Roland Askam preesed the trembling
Band of the apeaker, and said a few
quiet words., He saw how il Mr. Dob-
son was, and could underatand@ his
daughter's anxiety of the previous even~
ing. And then, in orderto give the in-
valid time to compose himself, he turned
to speak to- the young Iady on the sofa,
and the two young people regarded each
otlier with some natural curiusity.

Amoret saw a tall, strong, fair young
man of about 26, whe was decidedly as
good looking as she could possibly bave
desired her hero to be. His frpank smile
showed the whitest of teeth, his- well
ehiseled nose, crisp, brown beard, and
square, honest forehead, his “eyes of dan-
gerous gray, " all seemed to Miss Dobson
Just what ghould accompany the kind
vuice and the strong arms that had come
to her in her need.

Mr. Askam, on his side. was thinking
at the same moment that he was more
than rewarded for the luss of his ‘dinser
the night before. Unti then Amerct
had been to-him, as he to her, little more
than & voice, a faint fragrance of violets,
the Hutter of a ribbon apuinst hus cheek—
and a sufficiently sobstantial weight in
his arms.

He looked at her now withr his keen
artst's glance, and saw a very yousg
face with great brown eyes raised to his
in wondering admiration and gratitude.

Amoret was always pale, but she had
= pretty, red, flower like moutls, and she
blushed readily when people spoke to
ber. Her brown hair was oropped be-
hind like a boy’s, and in front it curled
in 3 mass of soft little 110gs over ber
white forehead and delicite dark eye-
bruws.

Lywng among her pillovrs, in a while
govwn and with a knot of yellow velvet
tied under her soft chin, she looked a
stuly ready made, Roland Askam
thought, for a charming little tableau do
&ewre.  And the pretty Swiss saloon lent
itself so delightfully as back ground, with
its polished tloor and carved cabinetsand
chimney piece, its blue ohina clock, its
spindle legged chairs and tables, and
every where the ghmmer of the tall white
Lilies with which Amoret loved o fill the
buwls and jars.

This mutual inspection occupied only a
wvery few moments, saud then the young
man, having inquired with due polite-
pess after Miss Dobson's ankle, and
seated himself upon a chair close to her
sufa, produced from his pucket the watch
and rings which she had believed were
Lost forever.

“] forgot these last night.” he said: I
was in such a hurrv to get back to Jack
—tomy friend Cadogan.”

“0Oh," cried Amoret, blushing with
joy.*how very good of you to have got
them back for me! They are my
mother’s rings—I1 thought L should never
see them any more.”

She slipped them on to- her slender
finger, for which the beautiful old jewels
seemed far too heavy, and covered them
with childish kisses.

“Your maid told me that the fellow
had robbed you,” returned the young
man, “and of course 1 made him give
the things up. And when I had seen
Jack I went out again and put she
police an the «coundrel’s track. It is not
often such things happen in these parts;
but,” turning to Mr. Dobson, “1 dan't
think Miss Dobson ought to go so far
again by herself—it is hardly safe.”

“Oh, please don't blame mel"” said
Amoret, laughing and putting her hands
up to her ears. *Of course [ will never
do it again—1 never did it before. |
daon't know what pwt it into my head;
and] could never believe that a man
could be so cowardly, and so—so dread-
ful!l” Sheblushed vividly again, and then
as suddenly turned pale.

“] think indeed it has beer» a lesson to
her," obssrved Mr. Dobevn, smoothing
the girl’s brown hair with his trembyjing
hand, “fon here she is laid upon her sofa
for many a day to come. And if it had
not been for you, Mr. Askam——"

“QOh, * interposed Roland, with energy,
“J am only sorry Ilst the fellow off so
easily! If I had known all”"—with anin-
voluntary glance at the picturesque head
among the pillows,of which Amoret was
demurely aware—*“1 would have broken
every bone in his body?™

“Oh, desr me,” thuaght Misa Dobspn,
“1 lglieve he iscapable of doingit! Well,
Tom won't go ahout the world breaking
people’s bones for me —that is one com-
fort. These very young men, looking
dispsragingly with her eyes of 16 at Ro-
land, with his 26 years of manliness and
good health, “are so impetuous, so fool-
ish!”

The young félow went on talking with
M. Dobeop, and Ameret lay and ligtened
in a kipd of dream, in which her inter.
view that morning with the doctor and
her conversation afterward with her
father secmed to blend oddly with an ao-
count Mr. Askam was giving of s recent
tour in Holland, and of the skefohes
which he had made.

Sohe was an artist. No doubt that
was why his coat had smelied of tobaceo;
artists were always smoking. And he
would go on wandering about over
the beautiful world long after she was
married to Tom and had settled down in
the houss at Manchester. Men weresuch
envigble creatures—they mneed never
marry anless they chose. They could go
where they pleased—do as they pleased,
Tom~—Tom Churchill—was to be her hus-
bzand. How strange it seemed—and
what & pity that sheneed have a husbangd
at alll She would have liked her life
always to go on asit was now—tg be
alone with her father, living in the sun-
ghine, with beautiful and wonderful
sights surrounding her, and a delicious
vagueness hiding the future from her
eyes. But to marry, and live in Man.
chester, when sho was only 16 and a half
Y, WS

She drew a long breath and weke from
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