THE WEST SHORE. i

The next morning Lise was herself. Her brief im-
prisonment was over. She went ginging about the house,
and after the midday meal was over, dressed herself care-
fully in a fresh white dress, trimmed with ribbons whose
color matched her blus eyes, and taking her work-bag,
weit to the pastor's.

At the end of the village the simple little church, with
the tall, sharp spire, stood in the graveyard. Close by
wus the pastor's house, a white cottage, half hidden by
folinge. As Lise approached, some little girls who were
playing in the garden ran to the low fence and welcomed
her, olapping their hands.

“Here's Lischen!" they criod, and their mother, u
thin, little woman with kind oyes, dressed as simply as
any peasant in a colored cotton gown, oame out of the
house, not pausing for a moment in hor busy knitting.

“That is right," she said, and mother, children and
Lise went and sat on the benches under the slender,
waving troes at the end of the garden.

Aftor yostorday's mental turmoil it soothed the girl
to be in that quiet spot, Sitting there on the bunoh, the
flickering shadows playing quietly upon the turf at her
foet, the quiet, round-eyed children gravely watohing her
s she showed them the new stitoh, Lise felt softened and
inclined to justify the elders for separating her from
Alexis,

“Perhaps it is as well,” she thonght; then she blushed.
Bhe had recognized in that instant that they loved euch
other—that she was [alse to Frans!

“Why are you so red, Lise?" asked little Elizabeth,
quaintly, Mother, why is Lise so red?"

“The sun, 1 suppose,” said the Frau Pastorin, and
she asked after Herr Ulrich,

Lise turned pale. “I have not heard from him for
somé days,” was her reply.

“There is nothing wrong, I hope, my ohild?”

Lise shook her head. “ Not with him," she said, sig-
nificantly.

“With you, then, Lise?"

Lise glanced upward. This discovery of her own
foolings, coming suddenly, us a shook, had unhinged hor.
She felt almost delirions. She spoke, and Lardly knew
what she said, but her last words wore an appeal for sd-
vioe. She found herself begging the Frau Pastorin to
tell her whethar & girl would be justified in breaking an
engagoment should she find out she could not love the
man to whom she was betrothed, as & woman should love
her husband.

The Fran Pastorin wns aghast. In her exporience
girls were genorally only too glad to be betrothed to a
good, kind man,

“You hul bettor ask the pastor,” she said, and hurried
uway into Uie house to got his coffee, for she saw him
coming,

“Ah, Lise!” said the pastor, coming toward thewm.
“1t is bot," and he took off his hat and sank into a gar-
don chair.

The Frau Pastorin felt the confidence s responsibility;
and presently, when the pastor settled to smoke after

drinking his coffes, she sent the children away and told
her husband Lise had something to sk him. But Lise
could not speak, s the good woman, with delicate taot,
proposed the question Lise hnd asked. The pastor
smoked in wilonoo, and Lise bont low over her work,
Then he said:

You nsk mo whoether a woman's whim should bo
allowed to break a good man's heart? A ourious quos-
tion, Lise."

Bhe looked up, startled.

“T am not using extravagant expressions, A batrothal
in a solomn contract. A man doos not ask & woman to be
his wilo unless Lo fools that he loves hor as his wife; and
1o truo German girl places hor hand in his and vows hor-
self to him without a reciprocal foeling. With others,
volatile and frivolous, who do not recognize the sanctity
of marringe, I have nothing to do.  They should apply
to citirons of the world for sdvice."

“You are severe, Horr Pastor,” said Lise. Bhe sould
hardly speak, and prosently ahe ploaded home work, said
good-bye, and loft thom,

Littlo Eligaboth ran to the garden fence and poeped
wistfully alter her young godmother, watehing the white
figure growing smallor and smaHer, as the girl walked
quickly noross the flelds, till it quivered against the dark
forost shades like a nodding daisy, and disappeared.
Then the child started back.

“Hullos, little one," said a man's voice, and n tall
figure soomed to tower above her like a giank  * Fraulein
Line in hore, in she not?"

“No, Count Alexis,” quavored the shy, childish voioe,
“ Lino wont awny in a hurry, and she s in the forest.”

“Thank you, little one.”

And belore little Elizabeth had recovered her fright
and confusion, Alexis seemed growing smallor and smaller
s ho strode rapidly after Lise.

“Ha does go quick," thought the pastor's daughter,
bobbing her white.oapped little hend over the fence, and
watching the tall, military figure till it too dissppeared.
Then she had o fresh surprise. Bhe saw a grave young
man, with a black beard, coming along the rond. He
stopped opposite Elizaboth, and fixing his serious black
ayes upon hor, lifted his eap, and asked hor “ which was
Herr Barmann's house? "

The child stared, fascinated. Her thoughts traveling
those mysterious and misundorstood mental paths of
childhood, she said, “ Do you want Lise, too, like Count
Aloxis?"

A wtrange expression cromsad the man's fsce, He ad-
justed o steap that prossed his shoulder too tightly, then
he aaid with a sad smile, * Then you know Fraulein Lise?"'

“Bhe is my godmother.”

“Bhe is here?"”

" No; thare—thers,” and Elisabeth pointed gravely to
the forest. The dark young man hesitated, looked round,
then absently raising his cap, took the same road ns the
others.

The pastor's words had boon as powsrful words often
are to the mentally Jothargio - they had suddenly and




