b able to get for you, by and by! Talking of women,
thongh, there are all sorts of denwlinoks put in our way,
spokes in the wheal of our advancement, What 1 ahonli

ke W plove s that women nre L'm'tuiu[.v far superior to
men if they succeed in merely rivaling them, hardicapped
i (he poor Lemnles are by so many extea difion]tios,”

“To whom do you want to prove it, Amy?"

“To the men, of course, They are the anes who noed
convineing."

“But perhaps they are the very ones who don't wish
to be convinead.”

*All the more need to convinee them ngninst their
will.  Well, never mind, a time is coming when they
st be eonvineed.  Deeds, not words, youSknow. wAnd
vet, on second thoughts, I am in doubt whether it i not
the women themselves who need to be convinesd,"

“ What, really?"

“They are such limp erentures, Giencie,"

“You are not limp, darling, anyway,” said tho litile
sister, smiling

She was lying back on the pillows of her bed, and at
the Toot sat Amelin, erect and dewrmined, her hond
thrown up, her eyes flashing, looking like n young war.
horse ready for the fray.

Amelin was twenty, but appeared younger: her bright
bonuty was so thoroughly the beauty of youth and rosy
freshuess, and thers was such abundant life ani spirits
in her moat trifling aotions.

“ Doos Mr, MeHuish need convineing?" nskod Graos,
nfter n prause.

“1 don't know," said Amelia, hurriodly slipping from
the bed and going over to the other side of the room,
whera she began closely to examine an unfinishod sketch

of the day before, and to serub it up and down with n I|i|,::J

pnint brush,

Douglas MeHuish was o tall, lunk young man, with
hair that the Miss Wyverns would doubtless have do.
seribed as “ tawny,” with light eyelnshes olosing over his
keen eyes, and ps many frecklos ns the stars of heaven
showerad upon his faee nnd hands,  He wis much given
o reading Carlylo; he seldom smiled; he nodded his
hend nnd murmured “Ay,” in o doap bass tone, and snid
but little alse.  Only he adorsd Amelin with tho persist.
euey of ten ordinary men.

Thero was one subject, however, on which the young
Seotchman eould grow loquacious, and that, s might be

expected, was genealogy. To Mra. Wyvern the subject |

wis 8 distasteln] as it was dall; it denoted a misplacsd
affection, she nrgued, on the part of their deseendant to
go groping around the tombs of the MeHuishes, who had
loft him nothing but an outlandish name and n fow thou-
sntid frocklos o yenr, Amelin horsell wis conseious llu}l |
her thoughts wandered when Douglas held forth on his
noble progenitors, her own mind being very strongly set
in the direction of modern progress, and thoroughly at-
tuned to the most radioal, nay, communistic tendencies
of the present day. Grace slone symputhized with the
young Scob, She considered his monologues on genea-

logieal topics ss & kind of harmless lunacy, and treated
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him with as much gentloncss ns any aminble Ohristion
would show to o boar with s sore hsad.

Alrs Wyvorn was, however, oftois uneasy with regard
o the young wan's poverty; that she had beon roman.
tieally disposed at the time of her own marringe argued
nothing in favor of any folly on the part of hor dangh-
tors; the most consistent peoaple do not think it NOOUHBATY
to carry on $ill fifty the feelings they bonsted of at thirty,
Mrs. Wyvern would donbtless have turned a thoroughly
cold shoulder on Amelin’s unfortunate swain had it not
been that he softened hor maternal heart by the Rympi-
thetie, almost fominine, tondornoss ho evineed for Gira,
His visits holped muoh to brighten the poor girl's lite,
i, whilst she undoubtedly liked him, o loved her
doarly, this little seventoon-yoar-old Cirnco, n budding
flower that might never bloom into the fallnes of perfee.
tion, o sonsitive plant that opened out in an instant to
the sunmhine of kind wonds,

When MeHuish camo to spond the evening, as for
Grnee's expross bonefit he wis oceasionally parmitted to
o, she bade him carry hor to the deawing room window
where she loved to wateh the moonlit uky und the twink-
ling laomps up and down the streel.  There, s she lny, &
mere foathor in his stalwart arms, bor thin little pook
stretohed itwelf out, and the hoetio face loant forwad,
her engor gaie swooping the drenry horigon,

Then, finnlly, as hin best reward, she had o way of
drooping her head nod looking up with dessmy blue oyos,
whilst she murmured very soltly;

“ My brother! my own brother!” sud st those words
the young man's vory brow grow rod with blushes and a
swoot hopefuluoss flled his soul.

That was Ciracie's way.

Yot this mutusl andurstanding was nnlﬂﬁlﬂl}!lhmwh
fores of hnbit Donglns MoHuish had cortainly come to
b looked upon as Amolin's recognized admiror, bat
uothing more.  Mra. Wyvern had not the heart to pre-
vont his coming to the house, but she sould not encour.
nge him. *OF course, be s o poor to dresm of APTY-
ing," Mrs. Wyvern often said,

“OF course,” roturned Gracie. “ And Amy never
whnls to marry, you know, mother.”

“ALL the botter,” replied Mes, Wyvorn; “ 1 don't wish
to lose bier,  Bot wait till the right man comes.”

“And then 7" asked Gracie,

“ Waoll, thon things will bo settled,” waid Mes, Wyvorn,
“ You always ask so much, ohild."

But CGiracie pondered whothor thin®s wore not settlel
already, She loved Amolin; sho loved Douglas,  Thers
wan that question of woney, money, money; slways
money, thought the girl, sadly,  Yet, if Douglas by and
by became o groat lawyer, and Amy n distingaluahed
painter, these woney problems must all ba eanily solved.
If only Amelin could carn money now, as she wis sure to
do sooner or later, and as ber talent undoubledly de-
worved !

Mr. Simpkine' sendomy of art was by no means
planned upon any new or elaborate method. Mr. and




