24

THE BLUE BANDIT.

L

I wos o viry long, dreary steeet in which Mrs. Marma- |
duko Wyvern and hor two danghters resided.  Of n‘II
silii-aristooralie

ngly London streols, in those siloud,
rogions where thare are no shops but only rows and rows
of tall two-windowed houses, this street was one of the
vory ugliest. 1t consisted for the most part of dingy,
colorless houses, though here and there a spasmodic at-
tompt had been made by some enterprising persons to
ombellish their abdes, or, perhaps it shonld rather be
wnidd, 1o distinguish them as moch as possible from each
other, Mrs, Wyvern's residence was one of the nnob-
trusive houses. Mra Wyvern wis o lady in reduoed eir-
eumstancos, and consequently she put off the expense of
doing up hor house as long as possible, just as she post-
poned many ofher expensive pleasures. Eeonomy wis
lier one thought, night and day; poor Mrs, Wyvern, there
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THE WEST SHORE.

Amelin was strong, Graes was clinging.  Amelin was
tull nud straight und beantiful; Grace was delicate und
wankly; indeed, a eripple, At five years old she had met
with an accident that injured her for life, Ever after
(hint secident she Loy on her back, poor little Gracie, and
from her lowly and recumbent position she viewed life
through a lovely spiritunl lens of her very own making.
There was 1o envy, no malice, no uncharitableness in her
heart; the fow fignres that moved and had their’being in
her nartow world were all beautiful and all good, to her
thinking; she alone was not sufliciently good. But she
mennt to try to be.  She did not struggle mueh for this
end, however; she loved peacefully, and was loved in
return, There was no unesnsiness abont her nature;
being horself the incarnation of tenderness and trust,
she confidently took for granted the kindness of every
one else,

Bhe was, besides, o delightful companion, full of fun

were so fow ways left antried in which she oonld econo. | and gentle teasing; o very Philistine, snid her sister, but
miza! She had married somewhat late in life, snd when, | that wis beeanse, when Amelis was smitten with her first
nfter four yonrs of happiness, hor husbind died uulhln-nly.[t-rnxu of watheticism, Grracie flatly refused to have her
liee left hor alone in the world, with her two little girls, n !lh'l"\-hill“ gown and bed guilt trimmed with drab and sage.
Lomdon house of tolerable size and a hand-to-hand fight | groen instead of the old familine pink or sky-blue thsl

with Tortune before hor, the greator part of his income |
{being & pension for military serviees) hnving censed at
hin death,

The widow tried bard to make some addition to her
narrow means, but she had been bronght up, like most
women, to do but little for hersoll. She endenvored to!
turn authoress, but she had seant literary talont. It
entned lier n weok of intense Inbor and anxiety to indite
an articlo of feoble interest, for which a country journal
rownrdod hor with s fow shillings, She then guve her
nttontion to embroidery, and worked a fow elabornte
oushions and tabls covers for n friend, receiving some
private remuneration, but by and by hor eyesight grow
wonk, and besidos there soomeod fow ndvantngeous upel.
ings for the sale of ladios’ work,

Bho might have sold hor honse and retired into o
country cotlage, but she considered London the best
place to live in, both for her own happiness and for her
childron’s eduoation.  Above all, she elung to the house
itsodl; dull and droary as it might appear, it bl beon
har hasband's.  Therein, still unaltersd, was Lis mor-
ing-room, fall of his own old-fasbionsd things, as lis
doar hand had plavced them—the table at whicl he s,
e chair in which be loved to read.  Mrs. Wyvern came
o the conelusion that, by dint of scrupulons econowy,
she might continue to live in her houso and present to
the outer world the same appearance as bofore.  That is
the chief thing, after all, for which we onch of us plan
and struggle —the appeamncs we presout to the world,

The two little girls, partly from the fact that the dif.
feronce of age betwoan themselves and thoir wothe '
greater than is often the oase, partly boonuse that
lived so much mentally in a past that was everything to
her, yot meant nothing W them, relisd on one another
for companionship, and had grown into girlhood passion.
aloly attachad to cnchi other,

r wns |
mother

her ohildish soul had always loved.

“Why, what would happen to poor mammn if we
both of us became artists, Amy?" asked Grace.

“You don't disapprove of my following art as n

{enreer, surcly, Gracie, do you?" entrented Amolin, who

wis one of thoge earnest and serions-minded people who
ride their hobbies at all times, both in and out of season,

"1 you hinve thonght out any theory whout the mat-
| ter, denr, pray tell we,” she sdded.

“Bat T have thonght ont nothing," replied Grace,
langhing, “and 1 nover have theories about anything at
ull.  Don't yon know me well enongh to know that?"
| Mis n very responsible thing to be an artist,” said
L Amelin gravely; “one owes o kind of duty to the great
und beantiful in everything.”

“Perhaps,” snid Grace,

“Ieel,” continned Amelin—“ T feel as though 1 had
[dedicated mysolf to some unknown deity, put on a robe,
registered o vow, bound myself for life, in fact.”

“To your profession? "

“Yes, to my profession; you understand, don't you,
Ciracie? "

“1 think so, dear.”

“It seoms o solemn thing, a privilege to be almost
| frigh'l:fn.ml of, to belong to the same profession as Raphnel
|nml litian a0 far-off, humble diseiple as I am, but still
(one of the same band, 1o you see, Gracie?"

“Lsse. You are a darling, Amy."

Grnoo stretehed out her thin litle hand, on which the
blun veins made o clear tracery, and took Amelia’s firm,
ruddy fingers within Lors,

“1nm so glad yon are strong, Amy!"

“Strvngth is necessary for & woman who seeks to
wake hor way in any earcer,” gaid Amelin, with decision.
“And yon know, dear, 1 want to work, both for mother
and for you.  Ouly think of all the pretty things I shall




