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“ What was?" inquired Joan,

“1 heard him groan! It frightened me so I ran
nway as fast as I conld!”

“Aud this is all you know, Phyllis?”

. “Almost. Papa went to sk how e was this morn-
ing. His head is very much hurt, and the horse had
kicked him, but there was no danger. But he will be
very much disfigured. Isn't it a groat pity?"

“T don't know so much about that,” said Carter Ab-
bott, pulling his long mustache. “He was altogether
too good looking before. No chance for ns plain fel-
lows.”

“ Poor fellow!" sighed Phyllis, with a pensive air.
“His mother is fearfully upsot. And ss for Lottie!
papa said she had cried herself into a perfeot fright.
There, that is all! Now let us have some tennix. 1 see
that game is finished. Joan, what do you say to Mr.
Abbott and mo against you and Mr. Lenthall 2"

Jonn exoused herself and was walking away, when
she found Lenthall at her side. Ho was extromely
grave, snd certain lines appeared in his forehond, which
only showed when he wns disturbed in mind. Ho saw
that his companion was pre-ocoupied, and for awhile
snid nothing,

But when Joan found that they had strayed to some
distance from the rest, she tarned to go back. And al-
though she did not know it, Lenthall had almost taken

this opportunity to tel], her of the hope he had so long

cherishod.
If it had not been for her pallor, and illy-conconled

agitation on hearing of Emerson's accident he would
have spoken the words that trembled on his lips. As
it was, ho kept them back, afraid to rik the almost cer-

tain “no.”

“ No, thank yon. Why don't you burn it? It can't
be any further use. With what a orash he must have
come on hin head 80 mako that Ll kaoh » shapel  Ugh!
It mukes meo fool sick! "

“ You are quite sure you would not like to have it,
Joan? 1 thought perhaps you would like to treasuro it
up.”

Jonn lnughingly deolined the offer, and after the
drawer was onos more olosed and locked they went out
together,

Aftor this she only hoard of Emerson at intervals,
somotimes from his sistor Lottie, sometimes from the
Heaths. And now and then she met Fred Lenthall,
whose munner to her was quite altered from the time of
hin friend's nocident.

About this time hor mother iusisted on Joan taking
iron, and not being satisfled with the result of a course
of that tonie, she tried steel. Joan waid nothing, but
took hor dosos with apathetio resignation.

Two months passed, and Mrs. Kennst bnd proscribod
plenty of opeu-air exercise, Joan not infrequently sent
little notes to Lottie asking for her company.

Ono day in the middle of Beptember, the Intter ealled
for hor and asked ber to nccompany hor to the village.
Lottio was in low spirita.

“ Did your brother tell you of the trick he playsd
me hero?" nsked Joan, pausing at the well-romembored
wpot on the hill. * He drossod up as a boggar and fol-
lowed me.”

Lottie had hoard nothing of the incident, so Joan re-
counted it. :
“Ah! That makes mattors more oloar to me," said
Lottie, as sho slippsd her hand through hor friond's
arm. * You have not forgiven him for it you oruel

An hour later Mrs. Kennet signed to her daughter | girl”

that she wishod to take her leave, but Phyllis caught

Joan by the arm.

«(lome up to my room before you go. I've some.

thing to show you," she whispered.

The two girls walked decoroualy in at the open
French window, but once out of sight they ran up-stains
at full spoed.  When they reached her room, Phyllis

locked the door and placed a chinir for her friend.

Joan made no reply to this, but her lips earved into
o smile that was not easy for her friend to understand.

“The houss is 80 gloomy now,” sighed Lottie. “Tt
wootns a8 though Kane would never recover his old light-
hoartedness.  Mamma is always grieving over his dis
figuremont; snd paps in quiet and sartous now, Kane
pever makes him laugh ss he used o, T do my besl,
and Fred comes in very ofton and tries to choor us all

« 8t down, Joan, while T get it out” she whispered. | up; bat in spite of all we do, the poor boy keeps so thin

Joan obeyed, hall wondering what was o come,
while Phyllis turned the key in 8 drawer and palled it
open. The next instant sho held up by the brim, with
thumb and forefinger, n battered, shapeless thing, hard.

ly recognizable for it originally was—a hat

“ Look there!" And she waved it before Joan's as-
tonished eyes. “ 1 picked it up snd brought it in here
just to look at, and now 1 don't know what to do with

and dimpirited —and the dootor says b will nover be
botter unloss ho gota over thoss dreadful atiacks of de.
prossion.”

“Poor Lottle! " said Joan, tondarly, s the wirl's
voioo beosme tearful.

“ My happiness in all clouded,” she want on, after a
paase. 1 onos thought that if Frod wore o sk me o
be Lis wife 1 should bs too happy to live.  And things

it I dare not lot it be seen—anyone might think that have tarned out so differsutly!  Ab, Joan, I used to ba

you do with it?”

Ho used to follow you everywhers,
and wan only civil W me  Everyone used to run after

w1 don't know," said Joan, looking at it without the | you. Who would have thought that Phyllis and 1

shadow of & smile
“Wuldn'ly«llihi‘l.dﬂf?"

should be engaged first! "
“ Phyllis angaged!”




