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CHAPTER I,

“June! June! where are you 1"

“I am here,” anawers a charming volee,
and the owner of it trips out from behind
a rosebush, holding a cluster of half-
blown erimuon blossoms of which she has
despolled it,

June, the month, links spring to sum-
moer; in June the birds sing their sweetest,
the senwes nre keenest; June bears the
hope and promise of the year., June has
hot fits and cold fits, summer skios and
angry tears, balmy alrs and chilling winds,
June in young and fresh, bright and hope-
ful, gny and careless In the faith of good
doys to come; June, when falr, is falrest
of the fair; and June the month is a fit
prototype of June the smiling maiden who
answers ko promptly.

Mudge, n hoyden of sixteen, pouneced
upon her eousin, thrust a vigorous hand
through her arm, and eried, In jubllant
neeents;

“Tom has come, Of course he anked
for yon nt once, and Aggle sald she
thought you had gone home; but T sald 1
kunew you hadn't, and that 1 would tiod
you; whercupon Tom besmed,"

By this time they were holf neross the
Inwn, nnd n blg, falr young man esme
striding out of the French windows to
mee' them,  He looked, as Madge said,
Benming. A joyous Hght shione in hils blue
eyes an bhe took June's hand in an eager
clasp, No one, weving the expression of
hiv fuee, would have entertained n mo-
ment's doubt as to his feelings for the
young Inilly whom he was greeting,

“1 am wo glad you have come back, Tom,
It was so dull without youn*

June did pot blush, nor look eoy or em-
barrassed, which was, perhups, rather an
unfavorable symptom for Tom.

“Was it?' he eried, engerly,
fully glad to hear you say that”

SWell," erled Madge, “hus aunt found
a duke's davghter for you, und are we go-
lug to have a real swell cousin ¥’

“Ihey won't have me," lnughed Tom,
“1 don't suit them, 1 am not thelr sort,
Faslhilouable young lndies don't eare for
me, [ ean't danee, and I ean't talk their
Jargon.”

“Never mind, Tom," uttersd June, gly-
Ing him n friendly glavee, "You have
come back to people who appreciate you,
Aund 1 am sure you are huppier here,"

“1 whould think I am!"” returned Tom,
with emphasis,

“Poor aunt!” remarked Muodge again,
mischievously, pretending to sigh,

“My mother bhad Dal," answered Tom,
Inughing, “and he is exaetly after her own
heart."

“Hut he is not her son," sald June,

“What is he like?" asked Madge,

“Me's u very good-looking young chap,
and very manly aod placky, And he
dunees ‘like a weraph,’ o some lndy re-
marked, nnd looks st every protty woman
an If he loved hor™

“How delightrul!™ erled Madge, "Oh,
Tom, 1 wish you would have hilin dowy

hore!

“He has promised to come.  He s real-
ly tremendously fond of my mother, 1
feel quite an outslder when he is there,"

At this woment Agnes eame out of the
window, smillng, yet scearcely looking
pleased,

“Mommn says, Tom, will you stay and
have high tea with us? Rhe s afreald it

“I'm aw-

will not be n very good substitute for |

your dinner, but we slinll be delighted it
you wil*

Tom felt himsey rather in a cleft stick,
It June were golug to stay, he would aes
copt Joxfully; if not, he wanted to walk
home with her, and he was not altogethor

——
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“It In Inte, and mamma will be waiting,”
answeted June; not that she desired to
nereen Agnes from Tom's displensure, but
becnuse her dignity forbade her to tell him
how she had been hurried nwny,

“I ean't tell you,” he sald, with immense
emphasia, "how utterly delighted 1 am to
get back."

“I am delighted,” answered June, smil.
ing up In his face,

“And have you thought” trying to
check hin eagerness—"have you thought
whether—whether you could give me
hope 7"

“Yon promised,” returned June, flush-
ing a little and affecting an alr of dis-
pleasure, “not to say another word nbout
thut for at least six months, Tell me
about London, 1 am sure yon must have
ween plenty of lovely and charming women
there to make you forget all about me,"

“Phere was not one who could hold a
eanale to you!" swore Tom, with fervor.

By this time they had nearly reached
the rose-covered cottnge where June und
her mother lived, .

“May I come In and see Mea, Rivors "
he nuked, and June gave permission,

Then they went into the house together,
A lndy rose from n low chair as they en-
toredd the little deawing room—a  lady
whom one had no difenlty in recognizing
an June's mother, although her eyes and
halr were severnl shades durker. Bhe
was rather tall, with an almost girlish fig-
ure, but her face had a worn and wufer-
ing look, For the moment, ns she greetéd
Lom, this died nway in a smile, and, for
hin puet, he looked almost as pleased to
woe her as he hind looked at sight of June,

“In it you, Tom?" she nsked, in a volee

that wns own mother to June's. “What!
tired of London already ¥
“Yeu," he answered, heartily. “I have

comé buek, and I never was o glad in all
wmy life to get away from a place."

“But, my dear® boy, what does your
mother say 7"

vlpe wn't extea pleased, but she saw 1
shouldn't do any good, however long 1
ptayed, I'm not fit for London lite, |
hate it! Tt makes me feel like a bied in a
coge, 1t In getting late," remarked Tom,
though he was dreadfully loath to tanke
his leave, “I'm afrald I must be going."”

21 wish we could ask you to stay," sald
Mrs, Rivers, “but our modest little tea
wottld be & very poor substitute for your
dinner,"”

Tom did not say how faln he would
even go without dinner to stay another
hour In the compuny that he loved; he
had delieate Instinets; he was afrald of
putting these dear woien, of whom he
was wo heartlly fond, out of the way,

1w coming In the afternoon,” he told
Mrw, Hivers, and added: "1 have brought
you and June a little reminder from Lon-
don.”

T'om bade a lingering good-by and walk-
ed off with & buoyaut step and a light
heart,

CHAPTER 11,

Tom wni a telnl to his mother, the Hon-
ornble Mrs, Ellemmere, 1f Tom had been
a brilllant, dashing scapegrace, she wounld
have idoliged him, and could have forglyv-
en him anything; but Tow was honest and
medioere, and she had nothing to forgive,
He was not lu any way what she wanted
him to be, not even In appearance, He
was o fine young fellow, with frank blue
oyen, & trifle blunt of feature; he looked
like n gentleman, but u country gentle
N He made a capital sgquire, but
among the gilded youth of the cities he
did not shine,

On the day after his return from town

Indifferent to his dinner when there was | Tom came to eall at the Rose Cottage

no object to be gonined by going without

i, Yet he would not for the world be im- | June was pot there,

punctunlly at the tme appointed,  But
Bhe bad been sent

polite to Agnes and Madge, though they | for to the rectory, as the singing master

Yere his cousium He bhesitated for an
lnstant,

“June s not golng to stay tonlght,” in
li‘l‘['mnl‘d Mudge, rending  his thoughts
with her sharp lustinet,

Tom flushed erimson through his fair
skin: June tried o appear unconselons,
and Agnes closed her thin lps together,
aud looked as if she would like 1o pinch
her sister,

“Phanks, awfully,” sald Tom, after »
moment's pause, Chut here are one or two
people I ought to see t -night. 1 dare say
my sunt will let me come another night

justead, Is she in the drawing room? 1
will go o and see ber”  And he marched
off,

Agnes wanted to get June away before
Tom camwe out agnin, She wus eternnlly
teying to separate this paie, although she
kunew that Tom was deoply In love with
her cousin,  But she had heard that, when
A woman s firmly purposed to marry a
wan, she pot unfeegquently sueceeds, and
she had long ago determined to warey
Tom, If there was any-truth in the saying.
June saw through this amd was provoked
at it, Bhe was not in love with 1'om; but,
when any one attempted to put obstacles
between him aud bher, her regard for him
wentl up with amazing rapidity,

She particularly wanted him o walk
home with ber to-nlght, but, as she wus
fur too proud to run after him, she sajd;

“I must be golng, 1 did wot Kuow it
was 8o late™

“Give my love to auntie," Agnes called
after her, swootly,

June did ot reply or 8o much as turn
her head, which she held vory straight up
fn the alr, Bhe would uot condeseend to
linger even when she got lnto the road, bee
Ing posscssed of that strong fustinet of
self-reapect which prevents a prond wom-
un from seeming to make the moallest ad-
vanee to & mun, She bad wot, however,
gone three hundred yards before she
heard rapid steps behind hor, and in ane
other momwent, Tom, Hushed and breath-
Jess, was beslde her, ;

“Why did you go without saying geed-
by to me?’ he ssked, .

had upexpectedly changed his day, and
came over on the chinnee of Its belug cons
venlont to his puplis,

June was edueated with her cousins,
Mrs, Bryan Ellesmere, wife of Tom's un-
ele, the Reverend Bryan Ellesmere, was
sister to Mres, Rivers, and when Captain
Wivers died, leaving his widow indiffer
ently provided for, Mre, Bryan at once
suggested that her sister should come to
the Rose Cottage, then vacant, awmd that
June should have the benetit of her cous-
ing' governcss and masters.  And for five
yeurs the programme had been succoss-
fully earried out with fewer diferences,
Jealousies and heart-burnings than might
have boen expected, consldering  that
June so far outshone her companions ln
beauty and talent. But Mres, Hryan was
n placid, easy tempered woman, und Mrs,
Rivers had an lmmense smount of taect,
and was, bexides, thoroughly conseious of
and grateful for the advantages which
her alster’s Kindoess gave June. Tom
might have been s stumbling block but
thut Mrs, Bryan had a rooted aversion to
marringes between first consing—a feellug
which, as we know, wus not shared by her
eldest duoghter, .

Towm arrived nt the Rose Cottage, and,
finding Mrs. Rivers alone, was for a mo-
went conscious of a pang of disappolnt-
ment, when he suddenly bethought him-
welf how & tete-a-tete might be turned to
wilvantage.

“l want to say something to fnu-—w
17" he asked; and Mrs, Rivers looked up
at him with the sweet amile which made
hier sad face ten years younger all at once,

“You may say anything you lke."

Then Tom broke luto bis disconrse:

“You know—1'm sure you know how 1
love June, Going away, and seeing all
these other women of whom my mother

fighting with his diidence, anlr conquered
It, and went on. “I am getting so unset-
tled. 1 did not feel it so much before I
went away, but now I feel as If 1 must
have something to go upon. Do you—d
rou,” Imploringly, “think she cares at a
for me?—do you think she will marry me
some day 1

Tom had the most saympathetic listener,
Mrs. Rivers felt for him, and knew what
he felt, but she would not say a word
more than she conselentiously could.

“My dear boy,” she answered him, not
without & certaln amount of hesitation In
her tone, “I know exactly how you feel,
What you say is perfectly just and falr,
I don't think I need tell you how glad I
shonld be to have you for a son; there Is
no man in the world to whom I would so
gladly give my darling. You have not
mid anything to June since you came
back, have you?"

“I tried to last night, but she wouldn't
have it; she stopped me at once."”

Mrs., Rivers paused a moment, then,
looking up at him, sald:

“Will you leave It to me? Bhall I try
and find out what her feelings for yon
are? You know girls, especially girls who
have been brought up quletly in the coun-
try like June, require rather delicate
treatment in the nature of thelr affec-
tionm,"

“Yen," replied Tom, ruefully.

“Then take my ndvice, and do not
breathe 1 word to her on the subject this
afternoon, 1 will talk to her to-night,
and you will come and see me to-morrow
at twelve, when she will be awny."

And here the form of Miss June was
seen tripping by the window, and the next
moment she came In like a flood of sun-
shine,

“Have you brought my present, Tom?"
she nsked, as soon an shie had greeted him
and kissed her mother, *“I have been
quite absent all the time of my singing
leswon, wondering and trylng to guess
what it could be,”

Then Tom, a little bit nervous how his
offering would be recelved, produced a
small pareel from his pocket. Misa June,
chattering all the time, deftly unfoldu‘
the various wrappers, and then brought
her lips to a very round O, and looked
up with glistening eyes,

“Oh, Tom! oh, mamma !"—enrrying it to
her mother, “It is too handsome, 1 must
not have it, must 17"

“I do pot know whit to say," answered
Mry, Rivers, smiling, She felt that it de.
pended entirely on elrcumstances wheth-
er June might keep nud wear so valuable
a trinket,

The present was a large gold locket,
with a hieroglyph intended for June in
diamonds in the centor,

“Why not?* eried Tom, who had been
expecting a remonstrance, “It Is quite
slmple.  Besiden, you must have it. It
wouldn't do for anyone else. It has got
‘June' on it, and nobody else is called
June but you"

“It Is beautiful,” smiled Mrs, Rivers,
“and does the greatest credit to Tom's
tunte."

Tom wan leoking at his beloved's eyes
and lips; nothing could embellish her to
his mind,

“1 suppose I must take it off again,”
sald the girl, wistfully; but Tom cried,
“No, no, no!" and her mother sald:

“You might, at all events, wear it a
Hitle longer."

“And all this time,” uttered Tom,
“you,” to Mre, Rivers, “have not seen
your present.”  And he dashed out into
the little hall, and produced a good-sized
parcel this time, It was a pretty velvet
and gilt sereen for photographs, and Mrs,
ivers was as much pleased with her
offering a8 June had been,

“Now, Tom,” erled the girl, with dane-
ing eyes, "I want to hear all about Lon-
don—nll—everything."

“1 tell you what it is, June, 1 hate Lon-
don society—there in so much sham and
mnge-belleve about it no one seems to be
sincere, or to eare to be real and honest;
they only want to take each other ln by
pretendivg,”

“And your cousin, Mr. Broke, is & most
aceomplished pretender ¥’

“My mother says he's perfect.”

“1 know 1 shall hate him,” sald June,
omphatically,

“Oh, no, you won't. He's a thorough
good chap, Besldes, I's different with
him. He's 0 Guardsman, and goes in for
soclety, so he must make himself popular,
And, by George! he does, too, 1 only
hope to gooduess,” looking suddenly at
June, “that—that—"

Then he flushed crimson, and turned
away his face,

“That what?' inquired June, with an
Innoeent air,

“Nothing,” replied Tom,

{(To be continued,
How to Be Greatwn

We are all born but once. Most of us
marry but once. We certalnly can die
but once. And If we look at life “as &
small bundle of great things,"” we shall
certalnly not think It worth while w
practice small courtesies, But If we
regard It, far more truly, as “a big
bundle of small things," we shall as
certanlnly feel that few things in life
ure better worth dolug., It may never
be ln our power to save anybody's life,
make for anyboady a fortune, shed lus-
ter upon the fawmlily name, dle for our
country, or set the smallest river on five
in any way whatever., But If we con
sclentlously and sweetly give our-
selves to the practicing of small courtes
sles, only the recording angel can ever
set down the good we shall do In our
day and generation te hundreds and
thousands of our fellow creatures In
the course of a lfetime,

Most people desplsé them as not
worth doing. Few people perform them
with any degree of conslatency or lov-
ing kinduoess, Fewer still are content
to do them in the best way, unnoticed,
unremembersd, really feeling It to be
emphatically a virtue that s Its own
reward. Yetitls a wonder that preach.
ers do not urge It upon their congrega-
tions from a thousand pulpits,

Senator Morgan's old school teacher
says that the Alabama “ambassador™
went to school for but one year. His
lack of educution, however, did not pre-
vent him from studylng law at an early
age, and becoming a successful practl-
tloner, The lterary acquirementsa for
which he has & reputation were gained
by reading in later yoars,
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