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ut them afterwird with a pleased smile on his broad
face.

Misa Azubah Milward was down firet, and made tea
gloomily, her appearanee becoming even more depressed
when her brother came in, sat down at the head of the
tablo and stared nhsently at the snowy cloth.

* Where is she?" ho asked, at length; but the words
hadd hardly passed his lips when the door opened, and

Smily glided in and took the chair plaged in readiness
for her,

As she paased her n cup of ten, Miss Milward looked
oritically nt her neice, the result being anything but
sndinfactory. The carly, rough lislo of golden hair dis-
ploased hor, na did also the clinging, olose-fitting, soft,
black dress, with its puffs ot the elbows and shoulders;
but the pale, tired face appealed to her heart, and she
said kindly

“You've had a long journey, child; I expect you want
your ten.  You must go to bed early,”

“You," answored ber neice indifferently, just raising
her bowvy oyes for s minute, but dropping them sgain
directly.

The wenl passed off slmost in silonee, in spite of
Milward's offorts to earry on a conversation. When it
wis over he went out; Miss Azabah helped her servant
to remove the things, and the new arrival looked sadly
from the window.

She folt very strange and lonely, and pitied herself
n good deal for the way in which fate had dealt with
hor—a train of thought dangerous to indulge. The
smooth, green lawn and bright patehes of old-fashioned
flowers beeame indistinet, and sho was shatting her oyes
to foree back the troublesome drops that were gather.
ing, whon an abrapt “ Well”* put an end to her medita-
tion,

“Woll 7" said her sunt, * what do you think of your
new home?"

* It in oo soon 1o ank me,” she said, without moving,
“1 s tired and ean't thivk yel"

Miss Milward brought some kuitting out of her
pocket, and tarned her attention to that. Looking up
presently, she saw something splash on the window sill,

“Grood gracious, ohild! she snid with s start, “ what
in the mattor?”

The girl would not trast hersoll to speak, but made
n alight motion of her hand toward the crape she wore,
Tho elder woman patted her shoulder to show her gym.
pothy,

“There, there, dear, don't grieve. These griels are
wll for our good.  Beside, though you have lost one pa-
rent, you have found another,”

“ Yes, but it is so different.  No one  no one ean be
like & mother,”

Thon burying her face in her hands she gave way to
o fit of desolute weoping. Miss Milward remonstrated
kindly, tried to soothe her, and finully wont on with her
kuitting.

THE WEST SHORE.

I

The little congregation was just leaying church one
glowing Sunday in August. Amongst the foremost

were Emily Milward and the minister's nephew, n pale
young man, rather below the medium height, with «
fnce that was stamped with the unmistakable impress of
the city.

4 “::n liave both been down here a month,” he was
saying, “and I have only seen you three times! And I
am going baek to town soon. You must let me walk
homa with you this morning."

“T am not alone, Mr. Burnet, My father and aunt
are following.”

“ Ara you really going to stay here? I don't balieve
it The place does not suit you. You look ill and
bored.

“Of course 1 nin lo stay here—where else should I
go?" she answored with n sigh.

“It's n horribly dull hole for you,
duee me to your father?"

As the farmer was close behind, she did so, and the
trio walked on together for a little distance, the two men
exchanging a few commonplaces.

“1 must turn back now, or my uncle will be waiting
dinner for me,” said the young man, stopping suddenly,
and giving n keen look from the girl to her father and
back sgain. “Giood morning, Miss Milward, Good
morning, Mr. Milward."

Ho shook hands with both, but contrived to put so
much menning into that simple action, as far as regard-
¢ Emily, that he left her blushing and greatly con-
Tusnd.

“ Where is aunt?" she nsked, when they were alone,

*“Just bebind, with Tom Blakely, Emily, my child,
I don't like that chap.”

“ Who?" she asked, surprised.

* That Burnet.” :

“Why, you have searcely geon him.”

“1know something about him, all the same. Ho
has been down here before, I don't care to see you two
together.”

“We were aoquainted in Now York," said Emily,
stiftly, and turned away.

" That don't make any better of it," Milward contin-
usl. *Take my advice, my girl, and see as little of
:Jim 6 you oan.  Thank goodness he won't stop here
ong!"

Emily was silont, and they slackened their paoe o
allow Miss Azubah and her companion to join them.
the Intter, & mauly, bronsed young fellow of five and
t:rlcnty years, immediately fell into the place by Emily's
side.

“Glorious weather, isn't it?" ne waid, giving a side
glance ut the golden hair that almost blazed in the sun-
shine.

" Very 1 moan, yos, it is.”

v ;I suppose you are becoming quite used to conntry
ife?

Will you intro.




