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five shillinge. 1 will pay you back regular I}', ull my
pockot money, wook by woeok.'
“ Will vou, desr?™
Mm Wyvern wpoke in 6 shidngd
Ehot pon wis grrowing so dark that Cirne
bicte hulﬁ‘ por st Hhie tears tint ol sl rnined down
s ipniekly that Mre Wyvern did not evin ablempt to dry
Hhivun ot
1 won il D weaibod Gl 1 Dind snved all the money,
witdl Cienede, nfter AIUITUN “hat 1 thonght 1t was liettor
ol by wiit"!
“Why uot?”
SO, oot Wall, the exhibition might .-!ml
arin, st haps. Pt you will go boomorrtow, mamimn !/ !
“Toanorrow ! repeated poor Mrs. Wyvern viguely,
“You must go and nreange witle the secrotary, nml
ave the bandit sent by nnd by 1o wome other pdidress, to
mokhier nnme, nol )-n'ii'n_ of courar. We will think it all
ok together, won't we, denr?™ _
Piveres wae o long panss, andd then Giragio spoke ngain,
very n-l’lI.\'.
“* Mother!" |
< Well, my child ™ |
SOl well, snppose if 1 were to die, Amy would ]
Ies jast n vary little Bit richor, wouldo't slie?”
“dust a bitle, darling ™
Chrnos nonswered nothinng; she unl_\ raisd her mother's
Boand to hier own Joving Hips sod kissed it with o long,
Lomg Kiss.  Prosontly she whigpered
“That would help Amy— sl Douglas”  But she|
whispered the words so softly it is doubitful whether Mrs,
Wyvorn hoand them; ot all evenis, sho kopt silones,
1t happened that ono duy soon after this conversation
\molin reeeivid a letter containing the suonouneement of
U sale of her first picture.  Hor Joy was wnbounded;
ho jumpisd up, and Jnln'«-l, wd pan abont the room like
woolodd m high delight.  Doaglaes MoHuish, who Wik |
presssont (e busd Tookesd fu for a moment only, of eonrae), |
st opnamonthod sod amaeed, watehing hin Luly-love's
ovident symptoms of lansey, and wondering whsthor nny
elfort on his part noght pver snesesd in ealling forth such
wapiresstons of joy from ber,
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Wbty ek *J
1w eoadil ot see

Mra Wyvern was somewhat silent snd constranasd, | honses, the vory worl

bt Clrmede, the little traitross, give vent to many exelu-
mabions of plonsure and sstonishment.

“ Hurealy, Amy!™ she oried; © who woulil have thouglt
it? And yot did wo not all of s prophosy this long ngo?
Why don't you eome sl shinke ln-nuiq with her, Mr. Me-
Eubsly nud toll ber how awfally glad you are?

But Awelin deagiged her mother into the next room

“abut the door,” shoe whispered sxeitedly; * oli, now
Vsten, listen, mammn, 1 nover had 80 woeh money of
wy own before. It is my vory own, isu't iw? | r'lll:llrh|
i, yon know, aud sow you must Wil we what 1 can ot
for Girsele; | want to spond it on her.  Poor little Lirn-
ote!  Bhe has so fow plossares!  And she hus boen #0 |
ool mad K, B you ouly knew'  She lins nover vons]
Lo bo oncouraging abaont my work, sl 1 don't think she!
wvar residmbors one [itde bit that sho - Wit shs W't s
MLODNG A W i I

Mea Wyvern, boawl by her promises, could ouly ol
lier hoad ad may comstrain slly, * Yos, my loar, ves," bat
the oxt morning she sooompanind Amy on a louyg awd
{ qaest in search of something undetined —n
e Op aod o Fiosadil .

p down Prlooadilly, past Regent stroot, boye
lh:lm\i-tmu. boek inio l'i.minl .mml'.‘u.ulk.-.l ;m[?‘:g
than into anknown streots anid places, where,
s & bme and boaubiful piping ballinel, u marvel-
ously trained wnd trilling bind, a very Mario among bull.
Iiub.,l'u fixesd Wjwan, b 10 " Bow oagis, ul o l"i"\'

{to Loudon, to sottls
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home in Amelin's arms, s{s islml and her mother jolted
omewnrds in n four-whesled eab.
. ”'Il‘lw Professor saw nothing of his papil that day; bull-
et oworshin neenpied the whole of the afternoon.  Aud
from heneeforth Bally's eage was placed elose boside the
sick girl's coneh, and Bully became her inséparable com.
punion,  She koew, though Awmy did not know, whose
savings lud gone to purehnse him; but she knew also
wlhose affeetion had bronght him thither. Her heart was
full of love nud gratitade as she lay, her blue eyes more
lovely than ever in their tenderness, watching the tiny

[songator, who bent his shiny black head on one side, and

trilled forth the melody of the sweet Thuringian folk-
song, telling of *Treuo Liebe™:

i, e int ‘e mosglich dann,
Drass 4edi il Lmsety kann ¥
Hah' dieh vin Horzen Hob, s glaobe mir !
I bonst obie B meein
Ho gune geromman i,
Dsws bl ket wmeden Liohy'
Als dieh wllein!

But Genes hersell was nbont to leave him, Neither
“trae love,” nor cave, nor songs of birds could keep her,
She wis on her way fo o land of heavenly sweetnoss and
song, beyond the light of moon and stars, be (_md the
tnys of the Aurora Borealis, the poetry of which had
tnken sueh strong hold of her }‘(:ulhlful imaginstion.

She spoke of 1t to Douglas MeHuish onoe, when she
happengd to be alone with kim,

“You and Amy must go north some duy," she said,
“and be happy, quite hnppy together, and when you
journey weross the moors, and you see before you, far
nway, those benutiful shining rays, you will think of me
somehiow with the Aarora, won't you, Donglus?”

“ My little sister,” suswered Douglas tremulously, s
hes elusped her band in his, and kissed it rﬂ\rerenti&llj’.

. . . .

prida

It was hor beloved hoor of twilight when she died;
pho prssed away with searce a sigh.  Thers was no more
sorrow nor snduess in her death than there had been in
her bright snd anselfish lite, She bade Douglas lift her
tn his arms and earry her to the window. 1t was during
i hoavy snow storm; lurge flakes of snow were falling
fapidly; the stéel, the passers-by, the roofs of the
i, seomod white, spite of the deep-

“Amy,” ealled the ehild, “eome mul seo the snow.. It
must bo beautiful in the north.  Mother, nre you thore?
A, listen to Bally!  Mother,” and she drow fior mother
down, close to her own little ehill face, “ mother, rememn-
ber—you will never tall,"

Then she dropped buek in the arms of her brother

Douglas.  That was the end
. L .

ening darkuess.

. L . .
By and by, after several sorrowfnl months had gone
pst, Giraoe's words eae trne,  Amelin married Douglas

MeHuish, and traveling with Lim to the far north visited

| tho oo of his fathers, and wandored with him, hand in

hand, ncross the parple moors,  Later on they retarned

Hown, ench to work and bri st
to tho mall, for Awelin gradunlly learnt to make her bas-
dits lows fieree in uspoct and less blue in complexion.
Moanwhile, during the young folks' absencs, in her
house in the dreary London stroet, Mrs. Wyvern lived

bor lonely life.  And when her pet bullfi i
his pluintive Thuringing love uﬂlﬂg—w RRE
Aok, wie (st ‘s momgliel dann,

Dhase ikl dioh Lusaets nnp ?

Mrs. Wyvern lnid ugide her knitting, and folded b
hands, snd listene , whilst huming tenrs conrsed
down her gheoks, me, did she

that tenda
B0k o fell. sho hind

i

: But never, at any ti
r little seeret of Groie's
Temple Bar,
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