
am 
•^00m %&%&?$• 

$ $ V $ , H ^ ^ ^^^^mi^pf^r-

J 
•MRNfM; 

lifllflPM 
FAMILY FAILING. 

* 

4> •» 

f 

;M.:V 

:'$'. 

:K/ 

s$& 

•<v..< • {Contributed by "Jesson."] 

1 * N » , n o , Mr. A s k a m , " Mr. Dobson was 
ntying, f o r Roland had stood up to go, 
" ire are n o t going t o let you off l ike thatl 
S o u must stay to lunch w i t h us—you 

vltfiust, really. W e have not half Lad our 
ta lk out; a n d I can't make a stranger of 
y o u after t h e service y o u h a v e done mo. 
I t was m y life you gave m e back la*t 
n i g h t with this foolish little girl of mine. 
I a m only a n old goo>e, but I am fond o." 
her , you see , and " 

" I t i s surpiteing, of course ," said Ro­
l a n d , laughing, 

H e looked again at the charming brown 
h e a d among the pillowy, a n d the gray 
eyes and t h e brown m e t in a glance that 
each felt t o be agreeable. 

"Of oourse, you can both say what you 
l ike "now," observed Amoret meekly . 
"I a m not able to defend my self." 

"I toil y o u w h a t , Mr. A s k a m , " Mr. 
Dobson w e n t on, "you sh;»ll paint her 
portrait if y o u have t ime. I t will amuse 
her while s h e is t ied to the sofa there. 
W h a t do y o u say to that. A m o r e t ? " 

"Oh!" w a s all that slit- « u d , her brown 
e y e s opening very wide IU de l ight and 
surprise. 

"There, y o u see. Mr Askam!" said the 
fond father. " W e e a n n^ y o u up some­
t h i n g in t h e way uf a studio—there's the 
l ittle book room that no o n e ever goes 
near—and y o u can takeyour tame over it. 
80 it need not interfere with your other 
w o r k . n 

"Oh, as t o that, " declnred the artist, 
w i t h his frank laugh, " I am not working 
at all just now! I came Iu re to huve a 
look at an o ld friend wl ." >* stopping at 
the hotel c lose by here, a.. I » ho was laid 
t ip ." 

"Then y o u won't refuser" asked Mr. 
Dobson anxiously. 

"On the contrary, air, I am very m u c h 
obl igwi to y o u for the commiss ion, and I 
ah all try to do justice to my Bubjert. " 

"Yee, do—do! It will be a m e m e n t o 
for poor papa when cousin Torn walks o i l 
w i t h the original. " 

" A h , she i s engaged!" thought Roland. 
looking wi th fresh interest at the pretty , 
pale g u t "Surely, ahe is vary y o u u g 

" A n d t h e dearest'" declared Amoret , 
' • ! *ing h i m affectionately, a n d turning 
)>i'f head away s o that h e should n o t see 
t1"; tears that had sprung into her eyes, 
•« t h e y always d i d n o w at every fresh 
•u o f <>f her father's l o v e . 

Uu the fo l lowing morning, when Ro­
ll ul arrived to g o o n with his work, 
..uiOFet unfolded her plan. Papa was 

gning to b e g h im to pa'nt his portrait, 
aiuo; i t was to be her wedding present. 
Mr. Ajskam must b e sure to m a k e it very 
like—not flattering like here, which » i u 
far t o o pretty, but with everv line and 
every gray hair s h o w i n g , so that the <l.-ar 
fuce m i g h t a lways be w i t h her as she re­
numbered and loved it best. 

There was a l i tt le break in the girl's 
voice a s she epoke, and Holaud look.-.! >>|i 
from big palette t o see her brown eytu 
lull o f tears. 

"There is noth ing wrong, I h o p e ? " ho 
said gent ly . "I can't bear t o Hee you 
*.ry. Mr. Dobson is not worse t o d m ':" 

"Oh. no—nol" she a n s w e r e d liantilv. 
hriwhing away the bright dni{i» from h.-r 
lashea. "It i s only w h e n 1 think of—" 
ehi> checked herself and went on cheer­
fully : "But you>will do your very, very 
Lent w i t h papa's picture, won't y o u ? " 

"Ltxik h e r e , " s a i d Roland in a tone of 
vexutiou, "it is all made up bet ween you. 
If you really wanted y o u r father's por­
trait, there are plentv of m e n . l.eiiei 
kimivn than 1, w h o would be only UJJ 
tjlad u> do it for y o u . " 

"Hut, Bince we don't k;ioiv them and 
thev are no l here," 11r», -. 1 Aiii"iet, 
a l m m e d , "and you know papa can uoi 
UTOel " I 

"Yea, I k n o w ; b n t ah the name it is 
• ' b f o r the sake of g i w u x me an unli-r 
1 oi'f ulitoii«h thij d e v n e «juite plainly " | 

"You did not make « m fu*- ..l-.-ir. 
tinting iniiii'. " HHH> i . i e t j and l . i ia l i lu; 

"Then I a m to tell T o m t o make 
hnute *'" said Mr. Dobson. looking wiat-
fully at his little daughter , his o n e treaa-
Mre that was so soon to be taken from 
him. "1 think I had better answer his 
litter at once ; he seemed a little unilu-
c b-.l. and there is u o use in hi« dehiying 
—the scenery is so pretty ju*t n o w . " 

Aga in the haggard look, that Amoret 
kn -w and dreaded passed over the dear, 
gray face. 

"Yes , yea darling d a d ! " s h e cried 
cheerfully. "Give Tom my love , and 
tell h i m to make haste!" 

Mr. Dobson, relieved, but wistful still, 
gave h i s little girl a kiss, a n d then wen; 
off to write his letter. 

There was silence for a f e w minutes in 
the studio. Amoret sat looking d o w n ut . 
her clasped hands; Roland was go ing on 
quietly with h i s work. But at la»l the | 
girl jooked u p and smi l ed a little u e i n - j 
ulously at h im. " I 

"Ho that la quite se t t l ed ," s h e said; 
adding quickly, with a penitent look, "I , 
was very cross and hateful ju»t now. 
Please forgive me!" [ 

"Miss Dobson!" exc la imed Roland, 
dropping his brush hast i ly , and g".n-^ 
over t o the sofa to take the little Uciu- j 
bling hand she held o u t. ! 

"Yes , I w a s , " Amoret insisted. ".So 
were y o u , for the matter of that. " lnuj{h-
i n l a n d blushing, "Hut w e won't quui 
r«. any more. " 

"Not unul the neat t i m e , " asseuted 
Roland. 

"No, but I really mean It!" Amoret 
uracil pi leously. "Ik-fame all my happy 

\« heu Tom comes. lorn wil l bring the 
budneas in his pocket, y o u know, and 
I •• will f̂> on thinking about it • .-n 
« ii.-n the sun is set t ingbehind the mouut -
,i is. Tom "—she chei ke.| hersulf b l u i . 
il !•!>. and drew away her baud, w h i c h 
U l a o l was still holding between his 
• i '< n - Tom is a dpar com 1 o ld Tom, ' she 
coded stoadily. "and it s very bind of 
him t o marry me and take care of mel I 
am very a. rry I ever lai i -hwl a t h i m ; I 
will never laugh at h im again—-never-
never I" 
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"I t is nothing, papa—it is on ly my foot 
that pains m e , " eaid Amoret hontily. an 
her father, noticing her pallor, beut d o « n 
to ask what was t h e matter. 

" P o o r c h i l d , you want your luncheon. 
I dare say I Come. Mr. Ankara and I 
wi l l wheel your sofa into the d in ing 
r o o m ; and to-morrow t h e famous por-

' trait shall b e begun!" 

IX 

Chnpttr III . 
I t w w during the fourtli or fifth s i t t ing 

for tho faxnoui portrait Uiut Torn 
Churchill's reply t o Mr. Dolauu arrived. 
Bo land and Amoret wore chattering ami 
laughing together ms gay ly as two chi l ­
dren—disputing, arguing, fal l ing out nud 
m a k i n g It u p again, as if they had k n o w n 
each othor for years Instead of a week. 

Tho father, sitting on the s u n w a r m e d 
terrace, outside the open w indows of the 
improvised studio, could hear all that w a s 
g o i n g ou, a n d occasionally call Miss 
A m o r e t to order w h e n she became too 
impertinont. 

The girl fe l t that she had a perfect 
r ight now t o be impertinent t o R o u n d 
A s k a m , H e had told her all about h im-
•elf, and the hod confided as ful ly in h im. 
H e knew about her proposed e n g a £ e n # n t 
t o T o m , and her anxiety on the score of 
Mr. Dobaon'a health. S h e hud learned 
that Roland w a s a lmost as much alone in 
the world a s herself, having only a l i t t le 
brother 13 years o ld , w h o was at school . 
and for w h o m it w a s the y o u n g man's 
p leasure and pride t o work. 

"I have papa and y o u h a v e Cl in ." 
A m o r e t had said. "I c a n understand 
h o w fond y o u are o f y o u r brother, and 
S o u c a n understand that I w o u l d do a n y ­
th ing—anyth ing in the wido world—for 
papal" 

This confidential talk drew t h e y o u n j 
people together more closely than months 
uf ordinary acquaintanceship could h a v e 
done . ^Amoret felt what it m u s t be to 
h a v e a big brother, she declared, and Mr. 
A s k a m wished that ho could h a v e bad a 
dear, sympathetic l ittle sister l ike her to 
m a k e a h o m e for h im a n d for Clinton, 
and to be the confidant of all h i s hopes 
and doubts a n d plans for the future. 

" P a p a , " s a i d Amoret that s a m e even­
ing , " d o y o u know that I think Mr. 
A s k a m is very poor? H e has n o t said so. 
Of course : b u t I am sure of it. His coat 
i s so shabby, poor fel low, and he has 
Cl in to take care of. Clinton is his 
brother , papa; he i s only 13. - I t will be 
a long time, won't i t , before Cl in can do 
. a n y t h i n g for himself ?" 
' * $ F e u ? " s a i d Mr. Dobson gent ly . 

" f e l l , " controlled Amoret , nestl ing 
^closer u p to h i s side, " in the first place I rt y o u to g i v e Mr. A s k a m a very b ig 

, 1; indeed f o r m y portrai t Isn't i t 
-Welt done? E v e n Franoine cried o u t 
yes terday that it was reeemblant c o m m e 
put !" 
i- "I think Askam is very clever indeed," 
assented Mr. Dobson heartily. "And I 
mn sure he only wants to be known to 
'get plenty of commissions.0 

"Yes, isn't he?" with pretty eagerness. 
' "And, papa, I have been thinking, when 
iny portait is finished why should he not 
paint yours? Please—please! It shall 

'fceJyottr present to me, dear; I will hang 
^ - ,'4fe»p in any room at Ivy Bank." 

pStljV'n;- '**©earme»BaidS!r. Dobson nervously, 
tiWi§W$1l&#& safe *<« OV portrait in raty Itfel" 
^jfll^f 'i&!$&&iii-raxa» reason," declared Am-
i |MSJ*^"« ! ^^^5 r » **thafc y° t t <*ould do so 
'immMw^i Whett «» g*»d m opportunity oc-
^«a#u r | | -Aatl . ,*i»ea. .*bink of little Clin, 

jApit Aai *fcink of » e when I am 
a*ay, v, it'u sothitig hot a shabby little 
ph lUiftioip'i&t, miy old dad to look at! I 
»lo • hmk^gapp'iev^d—**that I might be 
allowml £ M ^ , I ^ p y own way, 

i, with 
^ - 'Mam 
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aolliuvv but v ll ll!ii> . 
Mr Askam . . • tc' • 

f r:-nkly as .'.in 'i.; i,, n, i t . 
"No. but lliat la not <|Ull6 

t i i n ,̂ y o u see " 
"lnd*<ed, I don't see: Why 

t h e saiue tiling ?" 
"Well, you know, when I consented to 

dx> youra, I d id not know Sir D.ilii.in or 
—or v o u . It was merely a rnaiu-r of 
l»»i«innsa Your father clime .•••n. 
Bi-liT h imse l f under an ol>t Î H t "• »n 
u> me. and I felt that it « IUI twit r 
t^i have the tatisfacti n of making a rt-
tLirn—to say uoUnug of . , »„.. 
• . . „ ujji^i., ' 4~.-. . . ememhered how 
h.iiuly the money would i w n c in for 
U'IIII'H school bills th i s year " 

"Wull'r" denmmieil Amoret . xvith a 
ISttli'(re»ture o f Impatience. u» though to 
uxjply, "And pray what more natural '" 

"Well , now. " the young mini went on, 
pa int ing busily the while , "ufter nil the 
wtin.li-rful kindness and hunp.Lil.ty I 
h i i to received from Mr. I).>l>sou. ufter nil 
y o u havt< told me, a n d I h a v e told w>u. " 
sifti|ily, "it is no longer qui te the sume 
I kniiiv and l ike you both ton wi-ll to lx-
utile to make a bargain w i t h y u i 

"How utterly absurd!" t-ru-d Amoret 
ln«li|(nantly. Kecause y o u like 
refuse t o do us a klndtions! l)< 
t h a t you hate all your Bitte-m' 

"Who Is absurd now?" d e m a n d e d Kn 
l a n d uporafully. " N o ; I w i l l |>:iuit \ mir 
fathor's portrait with tho Krentest plea.s 
u r e in t h e world; I will t a k e such pains 
oa I have never taken before, e v e n w i t h 
h i a daughter's—and that is s a w u « n great 
d*»al—but tho picture shall he m y wed 
d i n g present to Mre. Chun-lull!" 

"Dun't l" said Amoret crowdy. "Vou 
h a v e boen disagrenable enough alreaily, 
without bpffinningto callnnme.s I don't 
care ," tossing her head. " w l e l h e r y ou 
paint the portrait or not. a n d I shall not 
Bay another word on t h e subject- s o 
th«-re!" 

"Ohl" Roland (rave vent to a low and 
rur-ful whist le . "What a little shrew.'" 

But Amoret did not ans» or, s h e only 
h e l d her head hhrh, and s a t looking so 
disdainful that the artist paused in dis­
m a y , 

"Oh, c o m e — t h a t expression won't do 
at all!" h e urged gently. 

" W h a t express ion?" demanded Miss 
Dobson loft i ly . "I look a s 1 feel. I 
wonder h o w y o u would l.x>k if I were to 
be disagreeable to vou without CUUM-?" 

" Ynu c a n judge for yourself ut t l . i , 
v e r y moment ," declared Rolaud meekly . 

Amoret did n o t condescend to ta ke any 
h e e d of t h i s remark. 

"Or," h e went on, " i f y o u decline to d o 
t h a t , you can take m y word for it . that I , 
too . look a s I feel—very crushed and s a t 
upon." 

" I t serves y o u right, then ; I a m sure I 
never was so snubbed in m y life." 

" Now, Amoret ," he began, calling her 
by her n a m e in the most natural way in 
the world; but , before h e could say 
another word, Mr. Pobson c a m e in 
through t h e open window, w i t h a bundle 
of letters a n d newspapers in his hand. 

A m o r e t , who was used t o note every 
change i n his face, saw that h e was 
agitated. She came d o w n f r o m h e r high 
horse in a moment . 

"There i s a letter from T o m , darling,' ' 
be began, his l ips trembling. • 

T h e girl glanced at him with a n anx­
iety that ahe could n o t for the m o m e n t 
restrain; then, remember ing , she smiled 
and said b r i g h t l y : 

"Wel l , d a d ? " 
" H e has had m y letter; h e will c o m e . " 
H e spoke with difficulty; b i s heart was 

beating v i o l e n t l y . 
" S o o n ? " 
" Yes , s o o n . A s soon as h e can possibly 

be spared. There is s o m e l i t t i e difficulty 
about the business, it s eems . Probably 
In a week o r t w o he " 

"That i s all right then , dear ," declared 
Amoret, n o d d i n g at him gayly . W e 
shal l be v e r y g lad t o see h i m ; w e will 
m a k e all sorts o f excurs ions and show 
Cousin T o m t h e beauties o f the Lake of 
Geneva.1* 

" T o be s u r e , " assented Mr. Dobson, his 
daughter's cheerful manner restoring his 
courage, a s usual. " A s k a m must join 
us, i f he c a n spare the t i m e ; he k n o w s 
m o r e about it t h a n we do ." 

M i s s A m o r e t made no rep ly t o this. 
She was o f f ended with Mr. A s k a m , but 
of covree p a p a d i d not k n o w t h a t , B o l a n d , 
howreveri a n s w e r e d , in spite o f the y o u n g 
lady ' s c o l d look , that h e s h o u l d b e very 
gladl—that it tfas the fashicm nowadays 
to despise that special comer of ̂ Switzer­
land, bnt tftat there were few lovelier 
»pott in the world. 

When lou i 

" when Ton; 

Tom la very 

Roland did 
had ill an n a 

y o u : 

days wil l soon be over now 
comes " 

tthe paused. 
• i " Wel l ," queried Rohmd, 

oomea ? " 
" We must al l be serious. 
• - I M . " 

. here was another tiause. 
'. ?o back to his eawl , he 

i ..air forward, and sat wi th hia a r m s ' 
folded o n the Lu< k, lo.-kin^ at A o u . n t , | 
Lisliua as they rested iu a ion,; t . i . -wn, 
fringe o n her pale cheeus, and \*d iu i i 0 • 
for hor to speak. 

° I t s eemu BO s t r a n g e " the girl said at 
last, drawing a long bp-.uh, "until to-day , 
I did n o t feel really engaged. There u ns 
a lwavs the chance that Tom had i-hnng" I 
h i s mind since I was in Mane heater, uiul 
that n o w he would refu«e n»e. " ' 

"Rather a feeble cham-e. I am a fra id ," , 
said Rolaud, in his brotherly way. I 

Anior*»t bluahed. 
I "I m e a n , " said she hurriedly, "ol 

course T o m knows that 1 do uoi o.ire fur ( 

h i m exi'Cpt OS a Cousin. I Used to lan^h ' 
a t him ua Manchester. And n o w - - •" j 

"Your cousin will be good to 
I t o land inquired gently. 

, ""li, BOO<I. " ah« exil .nnipii . "youdon'i. 
kti.m how good! I a m really a very 
hi by K'rll Firat papa, and then Tom 

I Another pause enuu^d Mr Asknni 
' d i d not seeni diHposeil or aMe to conlrib-
I u t e m u i h to the coiivri^uiioii. 

"And yet it seems a p i ty ." the frirl 
• w e n t on presently, half ali«ently and 
1 more to he rue If than to Roland. 
[ " How a pity ?" he nuked, uuconsciously 

lowering his voice. 
"*A pity that I should be enpnired and 

marrieii without e»i-r hnviLii; l .e .n in 
l ove Papa and muninia iii.itriod fur 
l o v e ; it must l>e very ni<e to L>o iu lovo 
w itli your husband. " 

"Isuptxise s o , " said Kolnrid. mmling. 
hiM eyes atill fixed upon the girl's pretty, 
duwncast lashes. 

Suddenly she looked u p at h im. 
"You suppose so?" she ei li. >••.! "Then 

y o u have never been in love e i ther?" 
" Never. " 
"Ah!" with an inflection of disap­

pointment , "then you c u n t U-l 1 nie any-
thing at>out it! I supini.-.,- |Mp i l o u l d , 
but I don't like t o ask him I «nut hnu 
to believe that I a m fond of T..111 And 
t h e n I think I would rather hear al>oiit li 
from you than from papa. " 

" W h y ? " a s k e d Roland, smil ing aKnin. 
"Oh, because you are l o n n g ! I am 

not ashamed to talk alnmt it to y o u . it 
is like ta lking t o my hiK' brother, you 
know," smi l ing back at him. 

" Y e s , " Roland assented, "I hope it in. 
It makes m e very happy to hear jmi wiv 
so. You can say just what y o u plea.se 
to me. though I can not K\\*> vou any 
information, unluckily, about fdllitii: in 
love. B u t you know, don't y,,u. that 
I a m very much interested iu your mar­
riage, a n d , indeed, in e v e n Uiiug Unit 
concerns y o u or your fath-r '" 

" Y e s , " t h e girl answered gratefully. 
And then, as he clasped the hand she 

he ld out frankly to him, there was an­
other pause. The picture lay nejrle<-ted 
on its easel, the long s u m m e r day was 
c los ing; s h a d o w s were en-, ping about 
the corners of the little room. 

" And y o u will promise me ?" said Ro­
land, g iv ing the l i t t le trembling fingers a 
hrotherly squeexe, "that w h e n Oouain 
Tom arrives our friendship shall still con­
t inue? Y o u will not forget m e t h e n ? " 

" No , indeed, n o ! We shall need y o u 
m o r e than ever then , to make us gay! T o m 
is never g a y . Y o u know, he h a s a lways 
the business to think of; whereas papa 
and I ore g lad if t h e sun shines , or the 
grapes are ge t t ing ripe, or the afterglow 
is more love ly than usual on the Dent du 
Midi. So long as w e are together, l itt le 
things l i k e that make us perfectly 
happy." 

" A n d I th ink it is good to b e able to 
en joy the l i t t l e th ings of the world ," re­
turned Roland kindly. "They are al-
w a y s wi thin our reach, whereas" s igh­
ing, "the grea t j o y s pass many of us b y . " 

"Oh, b u t you have the great joys , too!" 
declared Miss Dobson reproachfully. 
" Y o u have nothing in the world to s igh 
about, sir. You c a n paint and play, and 
you have read s o many beautiful and 
wonderful books. W h y , even . I have 
learned f rom yon t o love Sohuman and 
Beethoven, and t o see things a little bit 
wi th your e y e s , and to understand a f ew 
line, here a n d there of Wordsworth and 
Matthew Arnold a n d Morris. I am sure 
I should g r o w m u c h more sensible, and 
think about deeper and better th ings , if 
we were t o be a lways together a s we h a v e 
been for t h e past w e e k or t w o . " 

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

"Then, if I am, you must go on being 
very good to me," rejoined Amoret, col­
oring with pleasure*, "and mora than ever 

j Chapter IV. 
, The days went by only t o o quick now. 
1 Roland's friend, John Cudogau, u ^ a o l t t 
1 to leave his room, and Mr. Dobson, insfi-
i gated thereto by his pretty daughter, 
I who declared that this myster ious" J;* • k " 
1 absorbed a great deal too m u c h of Air. 
I Askam's t ime, had called upon the con-
'• valescent and made his acquaintance. 
I He came back full of the talk he had 

wi th Mr. ('adogan about Roland. 

"Do you know that it is that young 
f'dlow who has been lending Cadogan 

I the money that enabled him to come to 
Hwitzerland?" he said excitedly to his 
duughter. "The poor fellow hod tears in 

j his eyes as he spoke about ai l that As-
! k a m had done for h im in his need. It is 

no wonder Roland's <<>ut is »habl>y ; he is 
a l w a y s thinking about others and for-
•;ettin^ himself. " 

" Y e s , " assented Amoret, so quietly 
that Mr. Dobson fired up a little indig­
nantly at her want of entlniMiaim. 

"You have never done Roland Askam 
just ice from the nr*t " he declared 

Then Amoret laughed and kiv>ed him 
anil whi-pered in his ear that In- would 
be a dear old dad if he would &< hark to 
the Beau Site before Rohitot- Mr As­
kam—returned from ('hinn-, that even-
iMK, and lndui e Mr. (.'alloxan to come to 
the villa. 

"Teil Itlm that I will take the greatest 
cate of hnu, and that he shall go home ao 
u*ir. at lie feels tired. " 

Mr I)"lmon obeyed. ilie dittnnoe wns 
not too ^n-at for thecouvalencfiit to wnlk. I 
A 11101 et declared. Papa would c ive hnu ! 
liiHorm She would have tea all leudv 
nil the te irace; her foot H.I-. now nearly 
w ell ii^alii, and she « .u> anie. to her o« 11 
unspeakable relief, to (,'K aU >Ut and re-
biime her urdinury oc<u|'.i!i"na 

Itolund. arriving at th- villa toward 
••veiling, was delighted .iud ti-in V d hy 
the fnemllv uroup that a«ni ted him ou 
the rose tridlisetl t>-n.n'e « hero MISM I><>!> i 
NOD hold her afternoon feMn iKof OMitnd 1 
straw lierrim and f iruin- John ('ad>.,:ni. 
j a u n t iiij.l unnhorn as yet aft>-r hiw ill 
i" «M, sitting in a lari;f hoi..led hask'-t 1 
1 li dr, with a gayly striped rug over l in '• 
t o n e s ; Mr Iiohson, (loop in talk with 
1 on a I >• •. 11 111 • 1 in . Frarii lue. 111 her white 1 
•• n.„e.| • up. holering in nttem 

•1. . . . never mind old Jack's t w a d d l e ! ' 
I I: ...tnd, coloring. "Just look at t h a t 

1 here—bow picturesque it isl" 
>ret turned her e j ea absent ly toward 

above the blue green waters of 
* h swa l lows were circling. The boat 
n .piestion w a s passing by laden w i t h 
y li '«• hrown earth : it wan larpe and flat 
and had a carved a n d pointed prow. T h e 
t w o hrown lateen sai ls were furled a n d 
planting acruss the rmvita. A iuan in a 
scarlet c a p was steering. 

"Yes, it is very pret ly ," mid Amoret ; 
"but 1 won't be put off 111 that way. Mr. 
Askam a n d I wil l talk about Mr ( S l o ­
gan's story if I like. It 1- verv rude u: 
interrupt peuple—did no o u e e ^ e r teach 
y o u that, pray?" 

r "Hut » 
"You 8e«»," she went on, her voice soft­

en ing , "papa-and I, when we asked Mr. 
('adogan t o come to us , were only think­
i n g of making the day a l i tt le shorter t o 
an inva l id ; we did not know that w e 
MITI' p m i g to hear a hundred proof•» of 
the unselfishness and generosity of th it 
absurd person cal led Roland Ao'.iun. 
Oh. very well , if you are going to <pi..iud 

wi th me a^ain about nothing " 
She stopped, making a certain little 

gr imace t h a t Roland never could n-sist. 
" I don't want to quarrel at all, "de­

clared Roland; but " 
'" 1 hen please let m e be proud of mv 

big brother if I like. " plea.led the gu l 
gontly ; "and—and don t scold nie to day. 
iieoause—because to-morrow Turn willlx 
h o i e . " 

g in nileiula'ire on 
to 1 mill 1 lea luble. where w ei >• I a | is of 
nlr i l« l-.-l 1 H-s a n d of b lo . .d re»i 

p.h-d 111 o ld ' l i -heHi.f 1-1 .< <ui e l . >r 

a n l n f n i i t u s t i c p n i f u - i o n of f u 

p a i e pitik roses w i t h c i i i i n p l i ' d I 

" h u l l A m o i e t h a d fii>t,-ii'-il 

ajw o 

h- il ea, 
11'lniia. 

I low II 
arts, of 

a g iea l pony 
In the l»»-lt of b"T d o v e colon-,1 g o " II. 

" W h a t , Jack, you r.iarul!" cried Ri,-
l.i I. 08 lie stepped out from the open 
" i n Imv of tliM studio on to the terrace 
"Tina is where you are. is it!'" I went 
to the hotel and found my bird Ilown 

Mif, Amoret gave hnu a uim< hievmis 
!:••• i and smile. 

"Yoll see ," sold John ( a d o all his 
w an 1 ln-'-ks flushing, "the gixid fuiriiw 
f . i ind me out and insisted o u e a r n i n g 
i n - .(T " 

" "1 mi couldn't have come t o a better 
p'ai e U> be nursed, old fellow. " declared 
l.'oland heartily, as he (dmok hands with 
Mr Dolison, and cumtriveii to catch Am-
oret's busy fingers for a moment as they 
hovered over the table; and Miss Dolwon 
is never s o happy as when she i s ordering 
people about and making them obey her 
numerous commands ." 

"Don't mind him. Mr. Cadogan," re­
turned Amoret disdainfully. "He is 
natural ly perverse because h e will be 
compel led henceforth to invent s o m e new 
excuse for evading the Beau Se jour hos­
pitalities. The old one—'I promised Jack 
to g e t back '—will henceforth b e useless. 
Where h a v e y o u been, you poor boy?" 
she added, turning with pretty sisterly 
sol icitude to Roland, and pull ing forward 
an easy chair, into which , with a nod of 
thanks, h e dropped, nothing loath. " You 
look so tired and so warm! Open your 
mouth—wider than that! Here is the 
biggest strawberry in Montreauji for y o u ; 
and here ," putting a bloom into the but­
tonhole of bis worn tweed coat , " is the 
sweetest rose. Now is your happiness 
complete , or i s there anything else I can 
do for y o u , monsieur ? " 

" Y o u c a n come and sit down here and 
talk to m e , " said Roland gent ly . "Per­
haps -you h a v e forgotten that I h a v e not 
seen you since last night ?" 

"Indeed I h a v e not fo-jrotten itl W a s 
not m y unfinished portrait there to re­
mind m e o f it all day ? W h y didn't you 
come this morning?" 

"I was i n s bad temper." 
" O h , d e a r I" Amoret arched her eye­

brows. " B u t that is not a t all n ice , Mr. 
Askam.*' 

"Of course i t is not n i ce ; that i s w h y I 
took myse l f off out of everybody's w a y . 
I h a d a good tramp in the mounta ins , 
and I succeeded in exorcising t h e demon. 
As y o n see , I a m as meek a s a lamb 
aga in ." 

" A r e y o u sure?" Amoret inquired, re­
garding h i m w i t h a pretty air o f uneasi­
ness. "I think y o u had better s m o k e a 
c igaret te; I shall feel better then . To­
bacco a l w a y s has such charms t o soothe 
your s a v a g e breast." 

"There , t h e n ; I hope your ladysh ip fa 
satisfied n o w , " said Roland, producing 
his c igarette case and beginning to 
smoke . i 

A m o r e t d r e w her low chair a w a y from 
the table. Cadogan and her father were 
still deep in their Indian reminiscences; 
Franoine had g o n e back to the house . 

" W h a t shall w e talk about—roses and 
cherries ?" asked Miss Dobson, l o o k i n g at 
Roland demurely . 

"There are some lovely ones to b e s e e n , * 
answered Boland, his eyes fixed u p o n h e i 
pretty flushed cheeks and parted lips. 

"Or"—looking down and makingpleata 
in her gown—"shall I tell you a story 
about a—a person called Roland Askam 
and his friend John Cadogan? We heard 
one this afternoon that intanated us very 

Witt it on ly h i s fancy, or did she turn 
a ut i le pale? 

"Ah, y o u expect Mr. Churchill so 
soon '" exc la imed Rolaud abruhtly. 

" Y e s , w e Lad a letter this morning — 
he is coining to-morrow. And so—and *o 
you won't oiold me any more, wil l y o u / 
Wid you w ill stay and dine, so that we 

may have i.ne laht evening together— pa­
pa 1 nd vou ami I!" 

" N o , " replied Roland, in rather a con­
s'' .01.-.I tone. "I'm ;. .aid I can't do 
U.at , I " 

"Oh. Roland. " said Amoret reproaeh-
f u l U . and calling: the vuuiig man hv his 
' h l i - t i a n name as UUi ulim unmlv as he 
I..id once called her by hepi, "are you in 
• li-nl tetnr»-r still ? And do you care so 

little about us that you won't give us this 
ioBi evening .'" 

"You foolish ch i ld !" he said kindly, j 
wi th a forced laugh. "Of course I can-. ' 
and I am i n the best of t e m p e r s ; so. ' 

1 w h e n I h a v e taken old Jack home. 1 will < 
c o m e back t o dinner, and I wil l s ing you ' 
all your favorite songs, and do just what­
ever you l ike , for the last t ime, a s you i 
s a y . " ' 

"Oh, how kind you are! You are the 
very best bijr brother in the wor ld!" Am- t 

oret cried j . ,y fully. I 
The two friends went off arm and arm, ! 

Cadogan having promised t<> come again ! 
the next day and to s tay to dinner if he 1 
felt strong enough . I 

"What a ^ooil fe l low Askam i s !" said ' 
Mr. Dolwon, looking after them. "If . 
Cadogan were his father he could not be , 
more devoted to him. " 

" N o . papa. " 
"Cadogan knows all about him. Re : 

c o m e s of a good old fami ly—father ran | 
through everything, mother died of a ' 
broken heart. Roland gave every penny 
of his own to pay h i s father's debts, 
and then set to work to earn his o w n and I 
his brother's living. I call h im a trump!" 

" Yes, papa. " 

" ' Y e s , papa'— 'No, paiMif" echoed Mr. 
Dobson scornfully. "Amoret , I can't 
imag ine why you don't like A»kam bet­
ter; you d o nothing but quarrel with 
him. And, by the w a y . why didn't you 
ask him to c o m e back to d inner? We 
have seen nothing of h i m all day . "* 

"I did, p>apa," said Miss Amoret 
meekly : "he is coming back when he has 
put Jack to bed and tucked h im u p for 
the n ight ." 

" A m o r e t ! " 
T h e girl began t o laugh as usual, and 

I put her arms about her father's neck. 
" Y o u are n o t going to scold your poor 

l i tt le Amoret to-day? You don't want 
m e t o have r e d eyelids to-morrow, when 
Cousin Tom comes ?" s h e said. 

Roland c a m e back, a n d they had one 
of t h e happy little dinners together to 
w h i c h they had now grown accus­
tomed , with music afterward and a long, 
quiet talk on the terrace. T h e y sa t in 
the garden unt i l the last g l eam of the 
w h i t e crested Dent du Midi had disap­
peared, until darkness had fallen upon 
the lake, and the moon rose high above 
the black p inewoods that c lothed the 
mounta in s ide . 

tuce to look af. a im. 
" Well:-" echoed T o m , very kindly a n d 

gent ly . " I have come , you gee. dear ." 
- Yes, I knew you w o u l d . And—and I 

know w h y papa sent for you Tom"— 
s .• uiily, and smi l ing still . " H e wants 
> <JU to marry m e ; a n d y o u will , won't 
you , dear? I was very rude and child-
iah once, and I only l aughed w h e n you 

. asked m e ; but now " 
I "My dear l ittle uousini" sa id Tom ten­

derly. 
;' A moret went on. 
' "Now I am more sens ib le T shall he 
I very glad and very proud to be your wife 
j It will m a k e papa so happy. Tom! H« 
I k n o w s tltat tlum I should a l w a y s have 
I s o m e o n e to take care of me. " 

I " He might be sure of that as long a i 
j N e d and J i m and I l ive, even if you did 
j n o t marry me, dear," h e said quietly. 
i **Yes, b u t I would rather be married. 
I T o m , " s h e said quickly. "You don't 
1 m i n d , d o yon? I should like to be mar-
| n e d soon—very soon; and then perhaps 

papa will ge t well . Don't you see how 
. ill he looks? It is his anx ie ty about m e 

ti iat is killing him. Tom. if w e were 
o n c e married, y o u could leiive m e here; 
I need not be in the w ay at all. You 
could c o m e back f o r m e whenever you 

I Tom looked at her, a t the sweet brown 
\ eyes raised to his—and lie siglied. That 

was how s h e had thought oi iheir rnar-
I riajfe. H e might have known—he had 
1 known. H e had made up his mind only 

lialf an hour before that he had no right 
to iiinke her his wife. 

"My dear, I wi l l do whatever is best 
1 for your happiness; y o u mav !>•• sure of 
, that ." he naid at last very kmd'v. 
I "Oh, I a m sure of it!" declined the girl 
i gratefully. "And the best way to make 

me happv is for u s to be married us soon 
I as possible. " 

i ~ Even if it were to m a k e someone else 
1 unhappy ?** asked Tom h n n e l y 
; 8 h e looked up at him. not con prehend-
; ini: thin hint. 
I " Someone else?" she echoed . " P o y . m 
I m e a n Ned and J i m ? B u t they hav B tui-

g iven me lonj; ago!" 
"I hi you think MF. A s k a m would for­

g ive me as easily ?" asked Tom. 
Amoret, after staring confusedly and 

llnnhiiiK a Little, bewail to lunch in I I T 
1 I pretty wav tliat h e remeui.iered so 
Will. 

" o h . you goose of a T o m , " she said, 
"is that w h a t you have been ima^niiii.'? 
You have been thinking that Roland 
Askam is 111 love with n ie ' ( )n. it is too 
funny, real ly! W h y , w .- do nothing hut 
• |uarrel; and he u> a l u m " v o i d i n g me. 
Ha.-> not puf>a told you Imw w e h i s l made 
hi- a' quaintancu?" 

- N o " 
1 lien Amoret de-.-r be.1 her adventure 

of the ( i on;e de < ...rid> roil, and ex-
] lamed le-w kind Mr \-.k.1111 had h.-eu. 
and how ho had paintivi her port rait, and 
had just lu-^uii Mr. I)., .-v.ri's. which was 
f i l ing to lie a gleatei a 111 cess even than 
hers. e\»-ry body said 

"Now you understand all about h i m . " 
>.iul the girl , looking at Tom kindly; 
"and I am sure you will like him very 
much when you know h i m . Papa does, 
and so do 1, when he is no t scolding me 
—but that is not of tun. " 

[To br 1 onilnocd.) 

The Augmtfaa Order Honored-

T h e r e w a s Joy In V i l l a n o v a Collegr 
the other day. The Rev . John J 
Fedlgsan, pn-ovlnclal of t h e Amerlcat 
^Aug-ustlnlans. received a le t ter frorr 
the Father fleneral. a n n o u n c i n g offi­
c ia l ly the e l e v a l t o n to the Cardlnalat t 
of the ir brother In reMKlnn. the Most 
Rev AugusUn Ciasca. 0 . S. A.. Arch-
hlHhnri of I-arrlsse 'nd Prefect of th» 
P r o p a g a n d a , Rome, and ask ing t h a t t 
"Te Deum" be so l emnly sung In 
t h a n k s g i v i n g to C o d and the Vlcai 
of Chr i s t for th i s h o n o r to the indl 
v ldual anal H.o the order of St . A u g u » 
t ine . 

Stars strewed t h e purple h e a v e n s ; a 
sh immering si lver track stretched wide 
and fair across the purple water to the 
distant val ley of the Rhone. Lights 
were g lanc ing from the little boats that 
crossed and recrossed each other o n the 
lake. From t h e neighboring hotel c a m e 
the plaintive refrain of a waltz , and the 
air w a s heavy with the sweetness of roses 
and magnol ias , a n d of unseen beds of 
mignonette . 

"Oh, what a pity it seems t o say good 
by t o i t all, doesn't i t?" exc la imed A m o ­
ret, w i t h a s i g h , w h e n a t last her father 
dec ided that it w a s get t ing chi l ly and 
they m u s t g o in . 

"Good by, cshfld?" queried h e r father 
indulgently . " W h y , y o n will see i t all 
aga in to-morrow!" 

" A h , yes—to-morrow I" said the girl 
quiet ly . "Wel l , then, y o u beautiful en­
chanted lake and y o u so lemn mounta ins , 
and y o u great white blossom o f a moon, 
good b y till to -morrow!" 

On the fol lowing afternoon Mr. Church­
ill arrived. Cadogan a n d Askam were 
w i t h the Dobsons, and i t was undeniable 
that a little restraint had fallen upon 
t h e m all w i t h his advent . H e seemed 
u n m o v e d in a n y w a y himself, only a lit-
t ie s h y or stiff, Roland decided, regard­
ing h i m curiously a s h e talked to Mr 
Dobson, and remembered that th i s quiet* 
m i d d l e aged m a n wi th the sensible faoa 
was Amoret's future husband. T h e y o u n g 
fe l low sprang u p abruptly as he reminded 
h imse l f of t h i s , and w e n t to offer his serv­
ices t o the l i t t l e tea maker . 

I t w a s not unt i l t e a w a s over that the 
cousins were left alone at one end of the 
terrace, 

"Well?" said Amoret, rather wistfully, 
buttryjngjoamils as ahe raised her white 

Be Gentle and Kind. 
F o r one soul saved b y sco ld ing anf 

fault f inding, ten are s a v e d b y , s w e e t ­
ness Fo"r one soul s a v e d by ' ear a 
•hell, ten a r e saved by the t h o u g h t a 
the love of God. A g e n t l e vo ice ? r d i 
birfjllng face m a k e r e l i g i o n beautiful 
to t h e miserable an1' t h e s inful , w^iere 
as g l o o m y rooks and a hardh or u n 
courteous manner m a k e r o l g i o l 
s e e m a t h i n g to be a v o i d e d . D o yoi 
w i s h to d r a w sou l s to God? T h e n lei 
y o u r souls reflect His love . . B e g e a 
tie, be s w e e t , be p a t i e n t Practica' 
p e o p l e .may condemn you , bnt onlj 
thus can y o u Imitate J e s u s . 

A s tory I s toM of a y o u n g m a n in} 
E n g l a n d , a great c h e s s e n t h u s i a s t , w h o 
w a s s o a n n o y e d a t his f a i l u r e to so lve 
a n a p p a r e n t l y simiple p r o b l e m that ha 
v o w e d l ie w o u l d n e i t h e r s l e e p nor eat 
u n t i l the so lu t ion w a s found. H e shut 
h i m s e l f up In a disused r o o m , and w a s 
f o u n d four d a y s la ter b y his re lat lyes 
t e r r i b l y emac ia ted and o u t of his m i n d . 
H e s p e n t a year In a l u n a t i c a sy lum 
a s t h e resul t of h i s rash v o w , and the 
p r o b l e m r e m a i n s u n s o l v e d . 

Tn r e f e r e n c e to a. recent paragraph 
o n m e r m a i d e n s , t h e L o n d o n T e l e g r a m 
s a y s : "Tt m a y not b e g e n e r a l l y k n o w n 
t h a t J a p a n e x p o r t s t h e s e s h a m s In a s . 
s o r t e d s izes , In g l a s s cases , a t so m u c h 
per f o o t run . T h e y are made of the 
body o f a fish and the dr ied head of 
a m o n k e y , s o skillfully u n i t e d t h a t i t 
I s difficult t o detect w h e r e o n e beglnis 
a n d t h e oth'er ends. Of l a t e t h e marKet 
f o r mermalden's h a s b e e n flat; a t o n e 
t i m e they w e r e fa ir ly c o m m o n i n the 
c u r i o s i t y shops ." 

A w o m a n no tary publ ic In Colorado 
w a s r e c e n t l y married and s o u g h t 
l e g a l , adv ice a s t o w h a t n a m e - s h e 

"«*J s h o u l d use in the future, officially. T h e 
at torney-genera 1 ! of t h e s t a t e h a s 
finally g i v e n the g r a t i f y i n g op in ion 
t h a t s h e m u s t sign all docruments a s 
b e f o r e her marr iage , for h e finds nd 
l a w c o m p e l l i n g , or even a u t h o r i z i n g a 
•woman t o d r o p h e r m a i d e n n a m e o n 
t h e s i m p l e e x c u s e of m a r r i a g e . In 
fac t , h e s a y s t h a t there i s n o a u t h o r i t y 
f o r a change o f n a m e a t marr iage o r 
a t a n y o t h e r t ime . 
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