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AN OCEAN WAIF,

BY VELMA CALDWELL MELVILLE

FART 1

HE ovening after the party Prof. Gettwood was de-

T tained from the Drapers' home by old-time friends

calling on him at his hotel, *To-morrow night will

do ax well,” he thougit, when, at last alone, he
noted the time.  “Strange how the child interests we;
it must be her likeness to Grace. 1 doubt if she of
whom Heath writes is more like her; but Tmust see her
Lt e wee, what does he way? " and he drow o lottor
from his pocket and unfolded it

Tho next day he roceived & message from Mr. Dra-
per, regretting that they could not mect again, and ex-
plaining their sudden journey, concluding by saying
that his niece wished to be remombered to him. and
wlso extended an invitation for him to eall on her if he
ever visited the Pacifie const.  The news was most un-
weloome 1o Prof. Gettwood, and he chided himselfl for
allowing anything 1o interfere with his call gt the Dra-
perw’ the evening previous.  And thus, in less than fifty-
#lx hours after the two violinists were playing together
in Benjawin Draper's parlor, one was spoeding toward
Orogom wnd the other toward Austealin, unconseious of
the meeting yet in store for them.

“How is Unele Max., Loe?" were Lhe first words
that sseaped Pel's Hpw on she met Loe Mason at Port
I

La's face wid the story his lips refused 1o utter,
“He calls for you continually, and 1 pray heaven you
tmany reach him ity time," he waid

Pet thought her heart wus breaking.  She little
knew how mueh one can endure, and that

Hearts faint, but seldom hreak.

Hovwath & welght of woe,
Hut she did not ery out or make a fus  Aunt Culia,
watching the white, pain-sricken fiee wondered at hor
oontral,  Low watohed hor furtively, too, while he teied
to divert her attention from this first great griof of her
I She wan changed, be conld see that, but whether
“apotled,” an he had predicted, he could not tell  Rhe
wlhml_\' lookd |mﬂa‘|ll urdl Innocent onough wt the
prosent 10 touch & less susceptible hoart than her old
lover's

Max. Browning was too weak 1o talk, but with his

wifo ot one shde and his fwter daughter o the other, he
lay in wniling contentment for & fow brjof howrs: and
then, followed, as it wers, 1o the very portal by these
two ininistering angels, he pansedd out fnto e
unknown, yet not unknown to the
holiover

unknown
smple, child-like

M'uhnllhnhlmuuw,
And by fuith we can wew |t alar

From that hour Mildred and Pet were as sisten
every tie strengthened by this mutual woe.  Aunt Cgliy
Iiugn"—m'l until the first keen sense of loneliness wyy
gone, enjoying the matchless climate, and having
tolersble time despite the mourning about her.  She jy.
vited Pet to return with her, but was not sorry when the
girl refused on the ground that she could not leave Ay
Millie. It was as well, she thought, for she had not
been blind to her son’s infatuation; and by next year
he would be married, and there was plenty of time yat
for Pet to pursue her education.  In answer to Arthury
queries when she reached home, she smiled significantly,
and hinted that Pet was likely to settle down as a far-
mer's wife soon,  She had noticed Lee's evident admir
ation for her, and made the mogt of it.

One afternoon late in the spring Mildred and Pat
sat sewing out on the vine-clad poreh. Pet had besn
speaking of that last party at Aunt Celia's, and of her
enjoyment of the half-hour's music with Prof. Gettwood.

* Prof Gettwood?” repeated Mildred, “ And is it
he of whom you are thinking when that dreamy, far
away look comes into your eyes?”

The young girl started guiltily. * No, suntie—that
is=Lam sure I did not know that my eyes ever wear u
dreamy, far-off look; but if they do, it ean soarcely be
when thinking of the professor, as T never met him but
the once.  He was to eall again before he left for Aus:
tralia, where he told me he had to go on important bus.
iness, but we came away the next day, you know. Un-
¢le Deaper sent our regrets to him, and T invited hin o
eull if he ever came to the Pacific slope. How roman-
e if we chance to ever meet again.”

Mildred listened, and only sighed in response,

That Pet had a secret from her was plain enough,
and it hurt her that the time had come when her dar-
ling's heart was not open to her,  True, ghe had never
told the girl of her own buried ramance, had never con-
ficed to her her own girlish affairs, but she hungered for
Pet's confidence, longed to help bear the burden—what-
over it was=—that was l'\'idenlly wearing on the young
life.  She had never spoken of Tom Veeder during her
hushand's life-time for fear that Pet should think her
untrue toor dissatisfied with Max ; and since the latier's
death it seemed wrong to mention & love that antedated
the ane great Jove that had made life so bright. She
had feared that she could not make the girl understad
that the love & maiden gives her lover is but the bu
I comiparison to the rose to that of & true wife for her
husband, and she might think that her heart was iv
the grave of her early love rather than with her burie!
husband

Pet was %0 honest, w0 trae and loyal, the story coulil
only cause her pain because she would fail to under
sand.  Mildred way thinking something of this sort
when Pet spoke again:  * Auntie, 1 think 1 ought to be




