Fﬁ

THE WEST SHORE,

47

though no fresh creaking of the door jhad reached me,
nor warning been given of an addition to the players, I
had not the smallest doubt who was the speaker, but ox-
claimed at once, “That is Bab! Now I ery you morey.
I am right this time. That was Bab!"

I looked for a burst of applause and lnughter, such ns
had before attended a good thrust home, but none came.
On the contrary, with my words so odd a silence fell
upon the room that it was clear that something was
wrong, and I pulled off my handkerchief in haste, ropent-
ing, “That was Bab, I am sure.”

But if it was, I could not see her. What had come
over them all? Jaok's face wore a provoking smile, and
his friends were clearly bent upon sniggering. Clare
looked horrified, and grandmamma gently tittilated, while
Miss Guost, who had risen and half turned away toward
the windows, seemed to be in a state of proud confusion.
What was the matter?

“T beg every one's pardon by anticipation,” 1 said,
looking round in a bewildered way; “but have I said
anything wrong?"

«Oh, dear no," cried the fellow they ealled Jnok, with
a familiarity that was in the worst laste—as if I had
meant to apologise to him! * Most natural thing in the
world!"

“ Jaok, how dare you?" exclaimed Miss Giuest, stamp-
ing her foot.

“ Well, it seemed all right. It sounded very natural,
1 am sure,”

“Oh, you are unbearable! Mr. Herapath, I am sure
that you did not know that my name was Barbara."

«Qertainly not," I cried. *What a strange thing!"

« But it is, and that is why grandmamma is looking so
shocked, and Mr. Buchanan is wearing thmdbo.m an olld
friend's privilege of being rude. I freely forgive you if
you will make allowance for him. And you shall come
off the stool of repentance and have your lea first, sinoe
you are the greatest stranger. It is & stupid game, after
‘]”Bhe would hear no apologies from we. And when 1
would have asked why her sister bore the same name,
and thus excused myself, she was intent upon ton.mnking,
and the few moments 1 could with decency add 1o my
call gave me soant opportunity. And #o | lhn}lld haveo
gone—but that the door-handle wus whiff, and Miss Guest
came to my aid as I fumbled with it. *Weare llny:
at home on Satardays, if you like to eall, Mr. Herapath,
she murmured, and I found myself in the streot

8o carelessly she said it, that with a sudden nl;nngn of
feeling 1 vowed I would not call, Why should 1?7 Why
should I worry myself with the l.i;ht of those other fel.
lows parading their favor? With the babble of that
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and on Saturday walked shamofaced down the street and
knocked and rang, and went np stairs—to taste a pleasant
misery. Yoes, and on the next Saturday oo, and the next,
and the next; and that ono on which we all went o the
thentre, mud that other one on whiok Mr. Guest kept me
to dinner. Ay, and on other days that were not Satur.
days, among which two stand high ont of the wators of
forgetfulness—days like twin pillars of Horoules, throngh
which I thonght to rench, ns did the seamen of old, 1
know not what trossures of anknown lands stratohing
away under the setting sun.  First, that one on which 1
found Barbara Guest alone and blurted out that T bnd
the andacity to wish to maka hor my wife; and then
hoard, befora 1 had well-or badly told my tale, the
wheals of grandmamma's chair ontsida.

“Hush!" the girl said, her faee turned from me.
“Husb, Mr. Herapath. You don't know me, indead,
Yon have soen so litlle of me, Please say nothing more
about it. You are completely under a delusion."

“Tb is no delusion that I love you, Barbara!"

“T4 is, it in,”" sho repoated, frecing her hand. * Thore,
if you will not take an answar-—come-—come st three lo.
morrow. But mind, I promise you nothing -1 promise
nothing,” she ndded feverishly, and fled from the room,
leaving mo to talk to grandmamma as best and escape na
quickly as I might.

“T will tell Miss Giueat you are here, sir," the man
said, ns he opensd the door for me the next day. |
looked ut all the little things in the room which 1 had
come to know well—her work-basket, the musio upon the
piano, the tablo-easel, hor photogeaph, and wondered if 1
ware to see them no more, or if they wore to become a
part of my overy.day lifa. Then I heard her come in,
and turnad quickly, fesling that T should learn my fate
from her grooting.

“Bab!" The word was wrung from mo perfores,
And then we stood and looked at one another; she with »
strange pride and defiance in her eyos, though her cheek
wast dark with blushes, and I with wonder and perplexity
in mine, Wonder and perplexity that quickly grew into
s sonviction, n certainty that the girl standing before me
in the short-skirted brown dress, with tangled hair and
loose neck-ribbon, was the Bab I had known in Norway;
and yot that the ayes 1 eould not mistake them now, no
wntter what unscoustomed look they might wear —were
Barbura Cruost's!

“ Mins Ghuost — Barbara,” 1 stammered, grappling with
the truth, “why have you played this triek upon me?"

[t in Misa Guost and Barbara now,” she eried, with
u mocking courtesy. “ Do you remember, Mr. Hernpath,
when it was Bab? When you troated me as s kind of
loy, sud & plaything, with which you might be as inti.
mate as you liked; and hurt my foelings—yos, it is weak
to confoss it, 1 know —day by day, and hour by hour?"

“ But surely that is forgiven now?" 1 said, dased by
an attack so sudden and so bitter, “I¢ in atonement
snough that 1 am at your feel now, Barbars!"

“You are not,” she retorted hotly, “ Don't sey you
buve offured love to we, who am the swe with (e ohild




