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pulls hardest.” g aiban s ;
: I’{y the time he reached me 1 was in a sad plight, feat
like ice .M"l hands benumbed. But wet and cold went
for nothing five minutes Inter, when the fish Iy upon the
bank, its prismatic sides slowly turning pale and dull,
and I knelt over it half in pity and half in trinmph.

“You did that very pluckily, little one, but 1 am
afraid you will suffer for it by and by. You must be
chilled through."

Quickly as I looked up at him I only met & good-
humored wmile. He did not mean to be ruds, Awd
after all, when I was in such a moss, it was not possible
that he could see what I was like. He was wot enough
himself. As for his hands, they looked red and knuokly
enough, and he had been wading almost to his waist.
But he looked, I don't know why, all the stronger and
manlier and nicer for these things, because, perhaps, ho
csred for them not one whit.  'What I looked like myself
I dared not think. My skirts were ns short as short
could be, and they were soaked; most of my hair was un.
plaited, my gloves were split, and my sodden boots wore
out of shape. 1 was foroad, too, to shiver and shake
from cold, which was provoking, for I knew it made me
seem half as small again.

“Thank you, I am a little eold, Mr. ——, Mr, —, I
unid, only my teeth would chatter so that he lsughed out.
right as he took me up with——

“Herapath, And to whom have I the honor of
speaking?"

“T am Miss Guest,” I said miserably.
cold to be frigid to advantage.

“Commonly called Bab, I think,” the wreteh answered,
“The walls of our hut are not sound-proof, you sse. But
come, the sooner you get back to dry clothes and the
stove the better, Bab. You ean cross the river just below

It was too

and out off half a mile that way."
“1 can't I said obstinately. Bab, indeed! How
dared he?

“QOh yes, you can,” with intolerable good temper.
“You shall take your rod and I the prey. You eannol
be wetter than you are now.”

He had his way, of course, sinos | did not foresee
that at the ford he would lift me up bodily snd carry me
over the deeper part without a pretence of asking leave,
or & word of apology. It was done so quickly that I had
po time to remonstrate.  And while 1 was still choking
with rage, he seizod my hands and set off at » trot, lug.
ging me through the sloppy places much n‘l h'avn woen
u wurse drag s fractious child down Constitution Hill
It was not wonderful that 1 soon lost the little breath his
speoch had left me, and was powerless to complain when
we renched the bridge. 1 could only thank heaven that
there wis no sign of Clare. I think I should have died
of mortifieation if she had seen us come down the hill
band in hand in thet ridiculous fashion. But she had
gone home, anil ut any rate I eacapod that degradatio.

“Woll, 1 never!" Clare said, mrveying me from »

respectful distance, whon at last 1 was safe in our room.
“I'would not be seen in such a state by a man for all the
fish in the sea!"

And she looked 8o tall, and trim, and neat, that it was
the more provoking. Papa was in the plot against we,
too. What right had he to thank Mr. Herapath for
bringing “his little girl" home safe? He can be pom-
pous enongh at times. Mr., Horapath dined with us that
evening; but nothing I could do, though 1 made the best
of my wrotohed frock and was ns stiff as Clare herself,
could alter his first improssion. It was too bad: he had
no oyeal  He sither could not or would nol see any one
but the draggled Bab—fiftoon at most and a vory tomboy

~whom he had carried ncross the river. He styled
Clare, who talked Baedoker to him in her primmest ad
most precocious way, Miss Guest, and onoe at loast dur.
ing the evening dubbed me plain Bab, 1 tried to freess
him with a look then, and papa gave him a taste of the
pompous manner, saying coldly that T was older than 1
soemod.  But il was not & bit of use: T conld soe that he
wot it all down to the grand nirs of s spolled ohild

When I asked him if ho was fond of dancing, he said
good-naturedly: “I don't visit very much, Miss Bab, 1
am gonerally engagoed in the evening."

Here was a chunce, 1 was going to say that that no
doubt was the veason why I had never mel him, when
papa ruthlessly out me short by nuking, “ You are not in
the law?"

“No," he said. “1 am in the London Fire Brigade."

[ think that we all upon the instant saw him in &
helmet sitting at the door of the fire station by St. Mar-
tin's Churoh. Clare turned erimson and papa seemed on
a sudden to eall his patent to mind. The moment before
I had boen s angry me angry could be with our guest,
but I was not going to look on and see him snubbed whan
ho was dining with us and all. 8o I rushed into the gap
as quickly as surprise would let me with * Good gracious,
how nice! Do tall me all about & fire!™

It made mattors—-my matters—worse, for I could
have oried with vexation whieu I read in his faoo nexi
moment that he had looked for their astonishment; while
the ungratoful fellow set down my eager remark to mare
childish ignoranoe.

“Bome time 1 will," he said with a quiet smile; * but
I do not often attend one in person. 1 am Caplain 'y
private secretary, side-ds-camp and genoral factobum."”

And it turned out that ho was the son of & cortain
Canon Hernpath, so papn sot to diseussing Mr. Glad
wtone, whilo 1 slipped off to bed leeling s small as | aver
did in my 1ife and out of tempor with everybedy. 10 was
n Jong time winoo 1 had boen usod to young mon talking
politios to papa, when thay conld talk-— polities - to me.

Posaibly 1 desarved the week of vexation which fol.
lowed; but it was almost more than I could bear. He—
Mr. Horapath, of ocourse —wis always sbout fishing or
lounging outside the little white posting hounse, taking
walks sud wonls with s, snd seeming heartily o enjoy
papa’s sogiely,

He wag such an chler brothaer Lo messs thing | never




