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A FAMILY FAILING.

vt [Contributed by “Jesson.”}

i %No, no, Mr. Askam,” Mr. Dobson was
saying, for Roland had stood up to go,
“wye are not going to lut you off like that!
- ¥You must stay to lunch with us—you
miust, really, We have not half had our

" ialk out; and I can't make a stranger of
ybu alier the service you have done ms,
ft was mylife you gave me back lax
night with this foolish Little girl of mine,
I am only an old goore, but I am fond o
hor, you see, and——-7"
“lty Is surpising, of course,” eaid Ro-
Iand, lsu.ching,
He looked again at the charming brown

head smong the pillows, and the gray
eyes and the bfown met in a glance tht
gach folt to be agreeable.
“Of course, you can both say what you
tike - now,” observed Amoret meskly.
“I am not zble to defend myself.”
“I bidl you what, Mr. Askam,” MMr.
Dobzun went on, “you shall paint her
portrall if you have time. It will amuso
her while sheis tied to the sofa there,
What do you say to that, Amoret?”
“Oh!" was all that she satd, her brown
eyes vpening very wide 1n delight and
surprise.
“Thure, you see, Mr Askam!” said the
fond futher. “"We ean 11y you up sume
thiong in the way of a studiv—there’s the
little book room that no vne ever goes
near—and you can take your time over it
80 it nesd not Interfere with your other
work. "
“Oh, as to that, " deciared the arust,
with his frank laugh, * I sin nut wourking
at all just pow! Icame lure to have s
look atun old friend wli 1y stopping at
the hotsl close by hwsre, a.. | w Liv was laad
up.”
“Then yout won't refuse?” asked Mr,
Dobson anxiously.
*“On the contrary, sir, I am very much
obliged to you for the comunssion, and 1
shall try to do justice to my subject. ™
“Yes, do—do! It will b & memwentn
for poor papa when cousin Tom walks ufl
with thooriginal, ® )
“Ab, she is engaged!” thought Roland,
looking with fresh interest at the preuy,
pale girl  *“8urely, she is vary youug
n

“It is nothing, papa—it lsonly my faot
that pains me,” eald Amoret hasuly. as
her father, noticing her pallor, bent dus n
to ask what was the matter.

* Puor child, you want your luncheon,
1 dare say!l Come. Mr. Askam and |
will wheel your sofa int the dining
Joom; ond to-morryw the fawous por-

“trait sholl be begun!®

e,

Chapter III,

It was during the fourth or fifth sittinz
for the famous portrait that Tom
Churchill's reply to Mr. Dolmon arrived.
Rolnnd and Amorst were chattering and
Iaughing together as gayly as two chil-
dren—disputing, arguing, fallingout and
making it up again, g8 If they had known
each other for years instead uf a week,

The father, sitting on the sun warmed
tarraca, outstdo the open windows of the
improvised studio, could hear all that was

2 going on, and occasionally call Miss

Amaret to order when she became too

impertinont.

The gl felt that she had a perfect
right now to be impertinent to R.iand
Askam. He had told her all about him-
self, and she had confided as fully in him.
He knew about her propused engagenint
to Tom, and her anxiety on the scure of
Mr. Dolson's health. She had learned
that Rolind was almost as much alunein
the world as herself, having only a little
brother 12 yearsold, who was at schionl,
and for whom it was the young man's
pleasure and pride to work.

“1 have papa and you have Clin.™
Amoret had said. “I can understand
how fond you are of your brother, aud
You can understand that I would.loany-
aﬁng—anythingln the wido world—for
papal”

This confidential talk drew the young

people together more closely than months
ol ordinary acyusintanceslup could have
done. ,Amoret felt what it must be to
have a big brother, she declared, and Mr.
Agkam wished that he could have bad a
.dear, sy mpathetic little sister like her to
make a home for him and for Clinton,
and to be the confidant of all his hopes
and doubts and plans for the future.

" “Papa,” said Amoret that same even-
ing, “do you kuow that I think M.
Askam is very poor? He has not said so,
of course: but I am sure of it. His coat
is eo shabby, poor fellow, and he has
Olin to take cate of. Clinton is his
Yrother, papa; heis only 12, - It will be
& long tims, wan't it, before Clin can do

Ianything for himself "

A Well " said Mr. Dobson gently.

- “Well,” continued Amoret, nestling
+ «closer up to his side, *n the first place I

: 'wgmkyquto give Mr. Askam a very big

«check indsed for my portrait. Isn't it

-well done? Even Francine cried out

-yesterday that it was regemblant comme

aoutl” . .

‘b “I think Askam is very cleverindeed, "
. aseented Mr. Dobeon heartily. “And I
@y sure he only wants to be known to
- “'get plenty of eommissions.”

. *Yes, isn't ho?” with pretty eagorness.

... " ¢¢And, papa, I bave been thinking, when
i+ iy porsaitis finished why should he not
paing yows? Please—please! It shall
“bejyour present to me, dear; I will hang

it5p.in my room at ¥vy Bank.”

v “*Pear me, said Mr. Dobson nervously,

Higver sab for my portrait in wmiy lifel”
4.311 the more reason,” declared Am-
oaxingly, “that you should do so
y Whet 0 good an opportunity oc-
v And. then think of Little Clin,
~Ant. think of me when I am
o wdibaothing but o shabby little
hof ryoldded to look at? I
s el «~2Ehat I might be
20r0) g 1

m of of her father's love.

amoret unfoided her plan.

membered and loved it best,

Lull of tears.

sall gently.
ory.  Mr. Dobson is not worse to-das ?
brushing away the bright dropm froin he
laghes. “It isonly when 1 think of—

fully :
Lest with papa's picture, won't you?”
*Loak here,” said Roland in a twne o
veution, 1t is all made upletween you
I you really wanted your father's por
trut, there are plenty of men, beote

glad Lo doit for you.”

they are pot here.” urp«l Amoaet

trnel—7"

o~y for the sake of giving me an onler
I oee thitough thy device qquite planly
*You did not make any fua. e

somew bl , utis
Mr Asham woughied ooid blushed o
fronkly as iovaci Lieinddt,

thng, you see "
“Indeed, I don't see:
thie satnze thing *"

L e, and T felt that 1t was
tor have the eatisfactt o of making a re-
turn—to say notiung of VR
winewbered how
bandy the money would come 1o for
Clsn's sehool bills this year "

“Woll 7" demanded Amoret, with a
little gesture of impatience. us thoush to
unply, * And pray what more naturnl -”

ot Lun

bie, dpedan,  buee s

ableto make a bargain with vou "
"How utterly absurd'” cned Amoret
indymantly. Because you like us. you
refuse to do us akindness! Do you mean
that you hate all your sittesru?”

" Who 18 absurd now " demanded Ra
landscornfully. “No: I will pawt your
father's portrait with the greatest pleas
ure in the world; I will take such pains
a8 I lave never taken befars, even with
his dsughter's—and thatis saying n grent
deal-but the picture shall v 1y wed.
ding present to Mrs. Churclull'™
“Dun’t!” said Amoret cromly. “You
have boen disagreeable encrugh already,
without beginningto callnames  1don't
care,” tossing her hend, = whether you
paint the portrait or not, and [ shall not
say another word oo the subject- so
the-re!”

“ O™ Roland gave vent wa low and
rueful whistle. “Whata hittie ghrew!”
But Amoret did not answ er, she unly
held her head high, and sat losking so
dusdainful that the artist pauscd in dis-
may,

“ Oh, come—that expression won't do
at all!” he urged gently.

“ What expression?” demanded Miss
Dobeon loftily. “I look as I feel. I
wonder how you would look if T were to
be dimgreeable to vou without caune?”
“You can judge for yourself at tli,
very moment,” declared Roland meekly.
Amoret did not condescend to take any
heed of this remark,

“Or," he went on, “if you decline to do
that, you can take my word for it, that I,
too, look a&s I feel—very crushed and sat
upon.”

“ It serwes you right, then ; I am sure I
never was go snubbed in my life, "

“ Now, Amoret,” he began, calling her
by hernams in the mast na tural way in
the world; but, before he could say
snother word, Mr. Iobson came in
through the open window, with a bundie
of letters and newspaper in his hand.
Amoret, who was used to note every
change in his face, saw that he was
agitated. 8he camedown from her high
horse in & rmoment,

“There is a letter from Tom, darling, "
he began, his lips trembling. )
Thegirl glanced at him with an anx.
lety that she could not for the moment
restrain; then, remembering, she smiled
and sald brightly:

“ Well, dad?”

“ He has had my letter; he will come. ”
He spoke with difficulty; hisheart was
beating violently.

“Som?”

“Yes, 800n. As soon as he can possibly
be spared.  There is some littie difficulty
sbout the business, it seems. Probably
in & week or two he—-" '
“That is all right then, dear,” declared
Amoret, nodding at him gayly. We
shall be wery glad to ses him; we will
make all gorts of excursions snd show
Cousin Tom the beauties of the Lake of
Geneva,” '

“To be sure,” assented Mr. Dobson, his
daugrhter'’s chearful manner restoring his
courage, as wsual. " Askam must join
us, if he can spare the time; he knows
more about it than we do.”

Miss Amoret made no reply to this,
She was offended with Mr. Askam, but
of course papa did not know that, Roland,
howrever, answered, in spite of the young
lady’s cold look, that he should be very
glad--that it was the fashiofi powadays

‘tli%t special comer of Bwitzer

ATV 1T “And the dearest!” declared Amoret,
‘VJN “’ AY Hewing him affectionately, and turning

ber lsead away so that he should not ses

e tears that had sprung into her eyes,

“they always did now at every fresh

Ou the following morning, when Ro-
hud arnved o go om with his work,
Papa was

going to beg him to pa‘nt his portrait,
alw; it was to be her wedding present.
Mr. Askam must be sure w make it very
like—not flattering like hers, which was
far too pretty, but with every line and
cvery gray hair showing, so that the dear
fuce might always be with her asshe re-

There was a little break in the girl™
voice as she spoke, and Roland look. ! up
from his palette to see her brown eyus

“There is nothing wrong, I hope?” he
‘I can't bear to nee you !

“Then I am to tell Tom to make
haste ¥” said  Mr. Dotmon, looking wist-
fully at his little daughter, his one treas-
vre that was so soon t be wken from
b, 1 think I had better answer his
letter 8t once ; he seemed a Litle unie-
¢ ll, and there is no uge in his delaying
—the scenery is so pretty just now.”

Agaun the haggard look, that Amoret
kn'w and dreaded passed over the dear,
gray face,

“Yes, yoeu darling dad!” she cried
cheerfully. “Give Tom my love, and
tell him to make haste!”

Mr. Dobson, relieved, but wistful still,

off to write his letter.
the studio.  Amoret sat looking down at

her clasped hands; Roland was going on
quietly with his work. But at iast the

ulously at him,

gave his little girl a kiss, and then wen: |

gl looked up and smiled a little trem- i

when Tom comes. fom w)] bring the
bu.iness in bis pocket, you know, and
e will go on’ thinking about ft . op
win the son is setting beliind the mount-
aas. Tom"—she cheched herself sul-
« uiy. and drew away her hand, which
ILdainel was still holding  between his
own -“Tom is 8 dear gaold old Tom, ” she
cdded steadily, “and 1~ very kind of
him to marry meand take care of me! I
am very s rry Lever laughed at him; I
. will never laugh at him aguin—never—
never!”

l; Chapter 1V,
+ _ The days weni by only too qnick naw,

Roland’s friend, John Cudogau, was wule

!t leave his room, and Mr. Debson, insti-
There was silence for a few minutes in |

guted thereto by his pretty daughter,
who declared that this mysterious = Js. k™
absorbed a great deal too much of Mr.
Askam’s time, had called upon the con-
valescent and made his acquaintance.

He came back full of the talk he had

] [

*¢ never mind old Jack’s twaddle!”
¢ L1end, coloring.  *Justlook at that
i I - there—how picturesque it is!™

: ‘i oret turned her eyes absently toward
U lake, aluve the blue green waters of
v ich swallows were circing.  The boat
1 question was passing by laden with
Y b hrown earth ; it wasx large and flag

| two hrown lateen gails were furled and |

slanting across the masts. A man ina
8carlet cap was steering,

“Yes, it is very pretiy,” s1ud Amaret ;

“but I won't be put off 1n that way, Mr.
Asham. and [ will talk about Mr Cado-
gan's story if I like. It~ verv rude te
ioterrupt pevple—did no oue ever teach
Jyvu that, pray?”

[ 4

3ug e
*You see," ghe went on, her voice anft-
ening, “papa-and I, when we asked Mr.
(‘adogan vo come to us, were ouly think-
ing of making the day a little shorter to
an invalid ; we did not know that we

and had & carved and pointed prow. The

T N

" face tu look af him, : '
“Well?” echoed Tom, very kindly and
gendy.  “1have come, yon see, dear, ”
“Yes, I knew you would. And-—and I
. know why papa sent for you Tom "—
' 8 eulily, and smiling still. “He wants
» Yud to marry me; and you will, won'
you, dear? | was very rude and child.
ish once, and I only laughed when you
. asked me; but now—-"
[ *My dear little cousinl” said Tom ten-
derly.
, Amoret went on.
i “Now I am more sensible T shall he
| very glad and very proud to be your wite
j It will make papa so happy. Tom! Hw
| kuows that then 1 should always have
| 8ome vue to tuke care of me. "
| “He might be sure of that as long as
| Ned and Jim and [ live, even 1f you dud
| Bot marry me, dear,” he said quietly.
i “Yes, but I would rather be married.
| Tom,” she mid quickly. “You don't
' mind, do you? Ishould like to be mar-

“Oh, po—mno!” she answered hastily,

sho checked herself and went on cheer- '
“But yow will do your very, very

buoown than 1, who would be only o
“But, since we don’t haow them and
alumed, “and you know pupa can wool

“Yes, L know; but ali the rame 1t is

Covmting mue, " aggnieved and  Looshiog
“Nu, but that B Dot Quud the same

Why is 1t not

“Well, you know, when I cunsented to
do yours, I did not know Mr Dlobson or

-—or vou. It was merelv a matter of
brarsinags  Your father chow - con.
srder himself under an obligut.m

Lett r

' adding quickly, with a penitent ook, *
e
»  Please forgive me!”

“Bo that is quite settled,” she said;

wag very cross and hateful just pow,

with Mr. C'adogan about Roland.
I

“Do you know that it is that young
fellow who has been lending Cuadogan

! the money that enabled him to come to

“Miss Dobsun!”™ exclaimed Roland, Switzerland?” he said excitedly to his
dropping his brush hastily, and gy daughter.  “The poor fe'low had tearsin

ovér to the sofa to take the little ticiu- | lus eyes as he spoke about all that As-

t bling hand she held out.

. kam had done for him 10 his need.

It is

.© “"Yes, I was,” Amoret insisted. “So no wonder Holund's c-out is shabby; he is

- were you, for the matter of that. " laugh-

1 ing and blushiug,
r o any more, ™

“Not untl the pext time,”
Rolund.

“No, but I really mean it!" Amore
arged piteously,
days wili soun be over Low.
cumes—-"

She paused.

“But we wou’'t quai

" “Well,” quenied Roland, “swhen Ton

comes?”

“He,

«bere was another pause.  Roland did

* Becaise all my |"*l'l 'y
When Tow

- aething himself.

always tlinking about others aud for-

“Yes,” assented Amoret, so guietly

Lantly at her want of enthusiasm.

t .
Instice from the firt ™ e declared

Then Amoret laughed and kissed him

»apd whispered in his ear that he would

asseuted  that Mr. Dobson fired upa little indig-

“You have never done Holund Askam

« be a dear old dad if he would g biek to

11 the Beau Site before Rolund- Mr As-
] kam—returned from Clarens that even-

“We must all be serivus.  Tom 18 very | ing, and wduce Mr, Cadozan w come to
. n

. e villa.
“Tesl him that I will take the greatest

tgo back to his euxel, he had drawna  care of b, and that lie shall go hune as

Coatr forward,

lashes &8 they rested 1o 4 lon;: browg

frige on her pale checuss, and Waililg,

for her to speak,

“It seoms s0 strange,® the girl said a: :
Iast, drawing a l(mg breuth, “until to-day y well nguin, and she w s abie,
There wus
always the chance that Tom had change |
his mind since 1 was in Manchuster, and |

I did oot feel really engaged.

that now he would refuse me. "

“Rather a feeble chance. I am afrud,”

said Holaud, in hus brotherly way.
Amoret blushed.

i “l mean,” said she hurrielly, “of
courss Tum knows that | do uot care for
him except asa cousin. 1 used to lanugh
at hun 1o Manchester. And now --

ute much to the conversation,

“And yetit seeuw a piy.” the girl

©weut on presently, half abtwently and

more to hersell than to Roland.
| “How apity ?™ he asked, unconsciously
I lowering his voice.

“A pity that I should be engaged and
marred  without ever having heen in
love  Papa and mammn mareed for
love; 1t must be very uice to bo 1a lovo
with your husband. "

“lsuppose so, " saild Roland, smiling,
his eyves atill Axed upou the gl pretty,
duwneast lashes.

Buddenly she looked up at him,

“ You suppase 80°" she echoed. “ Then
you have never been in love etther?™

“ Never,"

“Ah!™ with an inflecuon of disap-
potntment, “then you can't u+ll me any -
thing about it! T suppose pap could,
but I'don't like to ask i | want L
to believe that 1 am fond of T And
then I think [ would rather hear about
from you than from papa.”

“ Why ? " asked Roland. smiling again.

“Oh, because you are young' I am
ot ashamed to talk about it to you. 1t
i3 like talking to my by brother, you
know,” smiling back at him,

“ Yes,” Roland asseated ; *I hope it ia.
It makes me very happy to hear Jou mav
80. You cansay just what you please
to me, though I can not give you any
information, unluckily, ab.ut falling 1n
love. But you know.dou't you, that
I'am very much interested in your miar-
riage, and, indeed, in every titng  that
concerns you or your father ”

“Yes,"” the girl answere gratefully.

And then, as he clasped the hand she
held out frankly to him, there wna ay-
otherpause. The picture lay neglectad
on its easel, the long summer .2y was
cloging; shadows were crejnng ubout
the corners of the little roum.

“ And you will promise me ?" gid Ro-
land, giving the little trembling fingers a
hrotherly squeeze, “that when Cousin
Tom arrives our friendship shall still con-
tinue? You will not forget me then?"

“No, indeed, no! We shall need you
more than ever then, to make us gay! Tom
is never gay. You know, he has always
the business to think of; whereas papa
and Iare glad if the sun shines, or the
grapes are getting ripe, or the afterglow
is more lovely than usual on the Dent du
Midi. So long as we are together, little
things like that make us perfectly
bappy. "

“ And I think it is good to be able to
enjoy the liftle things of the world,” re-
turned Roland kindly. “They are al-
ways within our reach, whereas" sigh-
ing, “the great joys pass many ofusby."

“Oh, but you have the great joys, too!"”
declared Miss Dobson reproachfully.
“You have nothing in the world to sigh
about, sir. You can paint and play, and
you have read so many beautiful and
wonderful books. Why, even .1 have
learned from you to love Schuman and
Beethoven, and to see things a little bit
with your eyes, and to nnderstand a few
line, here and there of Wordsworth and
Matthew Arnold and Morris. Iam sure
Ishould grow much more sensible, and
think about deeper and better things, if
we waere to be always tugether as we have
been for the past week or two. ™

“You are a dear little girl,” said Ro-
land abruptly, “a dear little sister that
any man might be proud of!”

“Then, it Iam, you must go on being

and sat with his arms
folded on the Ladk, lovhing at Atnoret’,

rooh as he feels tired, ™
‘ Mr Duobmon obeyed.
iy
 Amaotet declared.
lis arm
un the terrace; her foot wa- now bearly

The distance wasg

Papa would nive hiun

to her own
unspeakable relief, to et abwout and re-

sume her ordinary occupations
Roland. arniving at the villa toward
| evemng, was delighted and ton 'ed Ly

. the triendly group that awarted him on

| the rose trellised trriace where Miss Diob-

P a0 held ber afternoon festiv adsof teq and

strawberries and cream - Johin gl RUR
p punt wod unshorn as vet after has 1}
Cress, BILGnE D A large hoodfeld Lask.-t

Jr-e pruk roses with coumpled hearts, of
whicth Amotet had fastensd a great sy

l i1 the belt of her dove colaned Lown,
“What, Jack. you rascal’™ cried Ro-
Li -1 a8 hestepped out from the upen
winclow of the studio on to the terrace
“This s where you are, s 11" I went
to the hotel and found my tard flown ”
Mise Amoret gave huu s miis hievous
re-i and smile,

“You see,” gald John Cado-an his
wan cheeks flushing, “the gosod Tuirtey
fouwdl me out and 1nsisted on carrying
aeee ff 7

“You couldn't have come to a better
P'ave W be nursed, old fellow, ™ declared
Linland heartily, as he shook hands with
Mr Dobson, and contrived to catch Am-
oret's busy fingers for a moment as they
hovered over the table; and Miss Dabsin
18 never 50 happy as when she is ordennyg
people about and making them obey her
numerous commands. "

“Don't mind him, Mr. (Cadogan, " re-

not too great for the convalescent to walh, |

She would have tea ull rendy .

“Well, now, " the young man went on, “Your cousin will be guod to YUU-'", hoees: Mr I"’}'“”“‘- deepin talk wath
painung busily the while, “ufter all the Roland inguired gently. j Poreabeatindia s Franoie in ber white
wonlerful kindoess and  hospotalty [, "Oh, gool. " sha exclaimed, “youdon't ' wiried cap hovening i attewdance on
havereceived from Mr. [Dobwon. after nll ’ know how good! 1 am really a very Uy roundd wa wble, where were | aps of
youhave told me, and [ have told you, ® i by mrll First papa, and then Tom ~ | "'f"“""””‘” and of blowad red leorges,
simply, “1t1s no longer quite the same | Abother pause ensued  Mr -‘\Bkumll prictinclddishesof 1 on colordehina,
I know and like you both  too well to be ' did not seem disposedd or able wcontnb- | and a fantstic profuston of fuli own

were going to hear a hundred proofs of
the unselfishness and generosity of tht
absurd person called Roland As.am,
Oh. very well, if you are o to quartel

with me again about nothing- —=

She stopped, making & certan little

grimace that Roland never could resist.

“ldon't want to quarrel at all,” de-
clared Roland; but—-"

T lhen prease let me be proud of mv
big brotherf I hike, ™ plewded the il
gontly; “and—and don t scold nie to day,
becanse—becauss to-morrow Tom will b
Lere®

Wax it only his fancy, or did she turn
a uttle pale?

TAl, you expect Mr. Churchil su
soun " exclaimed Roland abrubdy.

“"Yes, we lad a letter tus morning —
he 18 coming to-morrow. And so—and so
You won't scold e any more, will you?
‘nd you willstay and dine. so that we
may have Goe last evening together—pa-
pot tnd vou and 1IN

“No " rephied Roland. in rather a con-

Cevoned tone, *I'mowoaid 1 ocan't do
tunt, [— ™

(O Roland, ™ said Amoret reproach-
Cfully, vl calling the youug man by hus
Chrislian name as’ Qhconse wunly us he
lad ouce called her by hers, “are youn
Chd temper 8till 7 And do you  care so
little about us that you wou't give us this
Clasl evelnny 0"

“You foolish child!™ he said kindly,
with a forced laugh. “Of coure [ care,
und I am in the best of tempers; so,

: when 1 have taken old Jack home, [ witi
all your favorite sungs, and do just what-
ever you like, for the last time, as you

| ) | say.”
Pebiadr, with a gayly stiiped rug over his '

“Oh, how kind you are! You are the
very best bigr brother in the world!” Am-
uret cried joyfully,

The two friends went off arm and arm,
Cadogan having promised to come again
the next day and to stay to dinner if he
felt strong enough.

“What u iond fellow Askam is!” said
Mr. Dobson, looking after them. “If
Cadogan were his father he could not be
more devoted to him. ™

“No, papa.”

“Cadogan knows all about him. He
comes of a good old family —father ran
through everything, mather died of a
bruoken heart. Roland gave every penny
of his own to pay his father's debts,
and then set to work to earn his own and
his brother's living. I call him a trump!”

“ \'Q‘S, pnp& 3

“'Yes, papa'—'No, papa”™” echoad Mr.
Dobson scormfully.  “Amoret, I can't
imagine why you don't hke Askam bet-
ter; you do nothing but quarrel with
him. And, by the way, why didn't you
ask him to come back to dinner? We
have seen nothing of him all day.”

“I did, pap,” said Miss Amoret
meekly: “he is coming back when he has
put Jack to bed and tucked him up for
the night.”

come back to dinner, and I will sing you

ned soon—very soon; and then perhaps

bapa will get well. Don't you see how
- ill he looks? It is his anxisty about me
,that 18 killing him. Tom. if we were

vnce married, you could lenve me here;

;Xneed not be in the way at all. You
vould cume back for me whenever you
Lhed,”

Toum lecked at her, at the sweet brown
eyes raised to his—and he sighed. That
- was how she had thouglhit ot iheir mar-
; nage. He might have kuown —he had
known, He had made up his mind oaly
half an Lour before that he had no rnght
: to muhe her his wife,

“My dear, I will do whatever is best
for your happiness: you wmav b sure of
that.” he waid at last very kind'y.

“Oh, 1 am sure of it! ™ decluicd the girl
gratefully. “And the best way to make
© me happv is for us to be married as soon
| as posstble, ™

~Even if it were to make someone else
unhappy *” asked Tom brasvels

Bhe looked up at him, vot con prehend-
v ing this Innt.

" Someone else 27 ghe echomd, 1o you
mean Ned and Jim?  But they have fui-
given me long ago!®

“Doyou think Mr. Askam would for-
give me as easlly ?” asked Tom.

Amoret, after staring confusedly and
cMuashing a Lie, began to laugh in her
. 1 pretty way that he remewmoered so

W ll.

“Oh, you guose of 8 Tom, ™ she said.
| “is that what you have been mmazsinns?
You have been thinking that Koland
Askam v 1n luve with me? Ou, 1t s too
funny, really! Why, we do notlung but
quarrel; and he s alwavs seokbhing me.
Hus not papa told vou how we hirst made
L~ a yuaintance ?™

. .\'ll .

{ Thenw Amoret deser-hed her adventure
g of the Gorge de Coaocderon. and  ex-
,Darned how hind Mr Asikam had been,
" aod how he bl painted her portratt, and
i had just begun Mr. Do oson's, which was
| koing to be a gieater success oven than
i Lers. every body said
| *Now you understand all about him."
Peatd the garl, lookiwnyg at Tom kindly;
“and I'am sure you will hke him very
. much when you know him., Paps does,
and so do I, when he 1s not scolding me

! —but that is not often. " ’

[To be conilpued.)

The Augustian Order Honored.

-

There was joy {n Villanova College
the other day. The Rev. John J
Fedigan, provincial of the Americar
;Augustinians, received a letter from
the Father (General, anoouncing offl.
clally the elevation :o the (Cardinalate
of their brother in religion. the Most
Rev Augustin Clasca. O. 8. A., Arch-
hishop of lLarrisse 'nd Prefect of the
Propaganda, Rome. and asking that s

turned Amoret disdainfully. “He is
paturally perverse because he will be
compelled henceforth to 1nvent some new
excuse for evading the Beau Sejour hos-
pitalities. Theold one—'I promiised Jack
to get back '—will henceforth be useless.
Where have you been, you poor boy ?"
she added, turning with pretty sisterly
solicitude to Roland, and pulling forward
an easy chair, into which, with a nod of
thanks, he dropped, nothing loath. * You
look so tired and so warm! Open your
mouth—wider than that! Here is the
biggest strawberry in Montreaux for you;
and here,” putting a bloom nto the but-
tonhole of his worn tweed coat, “is the
sweetest rose. Now is your happiness
complete, or is there anything else I can
do for you, monsieur?”

“You can come and sit down here and
talk to me, " said Roland gently.  “Per-
baps you have forgotten that I have not
seen you since last night?"

“Indeed I have not forgotten it! Was
not my unfinished portrait there to re-
mind me of it all day? Why didn't you
come this morning?”

“I was in a bad temper. ”

“Oh, dear!” Amoret arched her eye-
brows. “But that is not at all nice, Mr.
Askam, ®

“Of course it is not nice ; that is why 1
took myself off out of everybody’s way.
I had a good tramp in the mountaing,
and I succeeded in exorcising the demon,
As you see, I am as meck as g lamb
again,”

“Are you sure?” Amoret inquired, re-
garding him with a pretty air of uneasi-
ness. “I think you had better smoke a
cigarette; I shall feel better then. To-
bacco always has such charms to soothe
your savage breast.”

“There, then; I hope your ladyship is
satisfied mow,” said Roland, producing
his cigarette case and beginning to
smoke.

Amorst drew her low chair away from
the table. Cadogan and her father were
still deep in their Indian reminiscences;
Francine had gone back to the house.

“What shall we talk about—roses and
cherries ?” asked Miss Dobson, looking at
Roland demurely.

“There are some lovely ones to beseen,
answered Roland, his eyes fixed upon her

pretty flushed cheeks and parted lips.
" “Or"~looking down and making pleats
in her gown—“shall I tel} you a story
about a—a person called Roland Askam
and his friend Jobn Cadogan? We heard

“ Amoret!™

The girl began to laugh as usual, and
put her arms about her father's neck.

“You are not going to scold your poor |
little Amoret to-day? You don't want
me to have red eyelids to-morrow, when
Cousin Tom comes ?” she said.

Roland came back, and they had one
of the happy little dinners together to
which they had now grown accus-
tomed, with music afterward and a long,
quiet talk on the terrace. They sat in
the garden until the last gleam of the
white crested Dent du Midi had disap-
peared, until darkness had fallen upon
the lake, and the moon rose high above
the black pinewoods that clothed the
mountain side.

Stars strewed the purple heavens: a
shimmering silver track stretched wide
and fair across the purple water to the
distant valley of the Rhonme. Lights
were glancing from the little boats that
crossed and recrossed each other onm the
lake. From the neighboring hotel came
the plaintive refrain of a waltz, and the
air was heavy with the sweetness of roses
and magnolias, and of unseen beds of
mignonette. :

“Oh, what a pity it seems to say good
by to it all, doesn't it?” exclsimed Amo-
ret, with a sigh, when at last her father
decided that it was getting chilly and
they must go in. .

“Good by, child ?” queried her father
indulgently. “Why, you will see it all
again to-morrow!”

“Ah, yes—to-morrow!” gaid the girl
quietly. “Well, then, you beautiful en-
chanted lake and you solemn mountains,
and you great white blossom of a moon,
good by till to-morrow!”

- [ ] * * L]

& *

On the following afternoon Mr. Church-
ill arrived. Cadogan and Askam were
with the Dobsons, and it was undeniable
that a little restraint had fallen upon
them all with his advent. He seemed
unmoved in any way himself, only a lit.
tle shy or stiff, Roland decided, regard-
ing him curiously as he talked to Mr
Dobson, and remembered thet thig quiet,
middle aged man with the sensible face
wag Amoret's future husband. Theyoung
fellow sprang up abruptly ashe rominded
himself of this, and went to offer his serv-
ices to the little tea maker.

It was not until tea was over that the
cousins were left alone at one end of the
tenrace.

“Well?" said Amoret, rather wistfally,

there “werg fow lovelier

véry good tome,” rejoined Amoret, col-
with pleasure, “and xaore than ever

-
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one this afternoon that interested us very
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“Te Deum”™ be solemnly sung in
thanksgiving to .Ged and the Vica:
of Christ for this khonor to the 1adl
vidual and %o the order of St. Augus
tine.

Be Gentle and Kind.

For one soul saved by scolding ant
fault-finding, ten are saved by,sweet
ness. For one soul saved by ’ear o
hell, ten are saved by the thought o
the love of God. A gentle volice 2rd s
bntiling face make religion beautifu
to the migerable and the sginful, where
as gloomy Yooks and a harsh or un
courteous manper make rel-giot
geern a thing to be avoided. Do you

wish to draw souls to God? Then ld
your souls reflect His love. ,Be gen
tle, be sweet, be patient. racticy

people may condemn you, but onl
thus can you imitate Jesus.

A story is tol® of a young man in
England, a great chess enthusiast, who
was s0 annoyed at his failure to solve
an apparently simple problem that he
vowed he would nelther sleap nor eat
until the solution was found. He shut
himself up in a disused room, and was
found four days later by his relatives
terribly emaciated and out of his mind,
He spent a year in a lunatic asylum
as the result of his rash vow, and the
problem remains unsolved.

In reference to @ recent paragraph
on mermaidens, the London Telegram
says: “It may not be generally known
that Japan exports these shams in as-
sorted sizes, in glass cases, at 50 much
per foot run. They are made of the
body of a fish and the dried head of
a monkey, so skillfully united that it
is difficult to detect where one beging
and the othier ends. Of 1ate the market
for mermaidens has been flat; at one
time they were fairly common in the
curiosity shops.”

A woman notary public in Colorado
was recently married and sought
legal ,udvice as to what name .she

 should use in the future, officially. The

attorney-general of the sgtate has
finally given the gratifying opinfon
that she must sign all documents as
before her marriage, for he finds nd
law compelling, or even authorizing a
waoman to drop her maiden mame on
the simple excuse of marriage. In
fact, he says that there Is no authority
for a change of name at marriage or

but trying to exoile as she raised her white| 2¢ 80Y other time.
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