
LoirooN Dental Institute.
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£1000 has been depositedby
the principal with the Bank of Australasia at Dunedin as a
guarantee of our worth. Bee advertisements. Complete sets from
£3 3s ;gas, 2s6d;extractions, 2s 6d and Is. Absolutelypainless
All work guaranteed 10 years. Money refunded if not found
satisfactory.— M

*
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Dunstan Times Bays :—":
— "Messrs W. Gawne and Co. have for-

wardedus a bottle oftheirWorcestershire sauce. The sauce is quite
equal iaquality to Lea andPerrin's, and is onlyhalf the cost of the
imported article. Ithas also a delicate piquancy all its own, which
must make itanepicurean's delight and a joy for ever. We asked
a number of people to- sample the Sauce sent us,and they were
charmed withit. Our readers should ask for the Sauce and try it
for themselves.

—
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For Christmas and New Year presents we recommend our
readers togo to theD.I.C. The wonderful variety and magnitude
of the Company's stock is almost bewildering, from the highest
clajis goods to themost moderate priced. Beautiful leather goods,
brushware, basket and rush work, ornaments, jewellery, dolls,
puzzles, outdoor and indoor games, all the latest Christmasand
New Year cards,etc. A visit to theD.IC.FancyG-oods Showrooms
will well repay you. D.I.C, High and Battray streets,
Dunedin.

—
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'You'reallsuitednow exceptme,'Isaid disconsolately. 'And
Idon't know what to do. I'm not tall, not pretty. Icouldn't
teacha baby, andIcanneither bakenorsew.'"Youmightbe a lady-help,' suggestedMyra. 'Youcouldmake
bedsanddust.''Perhaps. But theprospectis not a lively one.'

4 Here'sanadvertisement thatdoesn't Beeoa bad,'Lucy answered,
takingup a number of the Lady. 'I'm not sureIwouldn't rather
have it thanaplace as governess. OnlyIknow Lady Dalrymple,
andshe'sso kind,and will treatme well.'
Itook thepaperandran myeyeover the advertisement:
'Wanted ascompanion and lady-help toan elderly lady, living

inquietcountryhouse, a well educated girlof eighteenor twenty;
dutieslight;salary, £18 a year and washing.1"I'llanswerit,'Icried.

'And if the old lady's reply is fairly
promising I'llgo to her. AndIBballnot want many dresses in her
quiet country house. Idaresay it's a hundred miles from every-
where. But beggars can't be choosers. So I'll go to this old lady
ifshe'llonly takeme.'

My mother caressedmyhair witha tremblinghand.
'I'dhave liked something more promising for my Brownie,'

she Baid.
'
But lamsure your decision is a wise one.''Iamsure it is,'Ianswered, trying hard to speak cheerfully."And something tells meitwill provea blessedone. My old lady

willproveanangelindisguise.'
1You'rea brave little soul and deserve to prosper,"whispered

my Bweet mother ina choking voice. And kissing her silentlyI
ranoff toanswer theadvertisement. «

Verypromptly came Mrs.Lester's reply to my letter, and even
my mother was forcedto admit that it was perfectly satisfactory.
She was evidently a lady,andevery wordshe wroteshowed extreme
politenessanddelicacy of feeling."Ifeel that Ilove her already,'Isaid,my eyes full of tears.'SinceImust leave you,mother, I'mglad to goto her. I'll accept
her situationat once.' AndIdid so withoutanhour'sdelay.

All this time little hadbeen seen or heardof Lord Vandeleur.
A few days afterour father's deathhe had called and left a card,
butsincethenhehad madenosign.'Was heonly a fair-weatherfriendafter allV Ithought,steal-
ing a glance at Mave, lovely and stately in her deep mourning
'No,Ioan't believe that. Perhaps she sent him away. Well,'
Bighing, 'it's no business of mine, and she doesn't seem to mind.
BatBtill I'msorry. He wassuoh apleasant friend.'

The endof the week Baw us all scattered. Saying good-bye to
one'snearestanddearest is a terrible ordeal,andIwasred-eyedand
eick at heart when Iat last reached the

'
Lodge

'
on Banstead

Common.
Mtb.Lester, a sweet-looking lady just verging on seventy,her

enow-hair lying insmoothbands upon her broad forehead,a cap of
soft tulle tiedwith whiteribbons under herchin, and a fichu of old
lace folded across the bosom of her handsome black silk dress,
receivedmein thekindestmanner possible andinvited me into the
drawing-roomto takea cup of tea.

"I—lI
—
Ididn't know lady-helps were treated as friends,'Isaid,

blushing furiously, as she pressedme to eat some cake,and waited
onmeaa thoughIwereanhonoured guest. '

You
—

youare far too
kind.'

She Bmiledandpattedmy handsoftly.
'Itisa littleunusual,perhaps. But thenlam unusual. And

you, my dear, are just a little unusual. Ithink we'll get on
together.'

1I'm sure weshall,' Icried.
'But,' half laughing, half crying,'

youmust not spoilmeand takemeoutof myplace. Youmustgive
me work and

'
'Of courseIshall. ButIwant youas a companionmore than

anything. Your duties, otherwise, you will find verylight, and I
hopenot too irksome.'

1Oh,Idon'tmind what Ido. lam young and strong, and,'
blushing,

'
not beautiful enough togive myself airs.''No.' She examinedmea littlecritically.

'Youarenotbeauti-
ful;but youhavea sweet face.'

Andshe bent down and kissed me.
Iwas soon perfectly at home at the Lodge. Myduties were

light, and Mrs. Lester was kindness itself. The days and weeks
passedaway fairlyquickly, and in spiteof a little sadness of heart
anda feeling of dulness that cameover mevery strongly attimes J
wascontent,almost happy.

My placeat the Lodge was really an easy one. Ihelped Mrs.
Lester todress,kept her clothes inorder, and dusted and arranged
her room andthe drawing-room. Idid themarketingand saw that
the servantsdid their work. In the afternoon Iwalked or drove
out withmy mistress. Inthe eveningIread to her or sat sewing
by her side whilst she played

'
Patience

'
or wroteher letters. All

my meals weretaken withher,even when shehadvisitors, andshe
introducedme to everyone in the sweetest manner as her

'friend,
Miss Molly Craven.''You'rea goodgirl,tobe alwaysso bright and cheerfulinsuch
a dullhouse aB this,Molly,' she said oneday whenIhadbeen with
her about threemonths. 'Butby-and-bye we'llbe more lively. A
nephew of mine ia coming for a fortnight at Christmas-time, and
he'll wakeusupa bit.
Ifelt sorryto hear this. Ididn't want waking up, andIwas

sure that a man about a tiny house like the Lodge would be a
nuisance. However,Ikept my thoughts to myself and did my
best to look pleased when the young stranger's visit was talked
"bout.

'I've been most fortunate to find such a place, and such afriend,'Itoldmyself onChristmasEve,asIdressed to walk across
theHeath to do my marketing.

'
Icannot expect to have every-

thing my own way. And,after all, this young man may add to
our happiness. And if not

—
well,a week will soon fly over.' And

littleguessing the joy that lay before me,Itied on my veil and
running downstairs, passed out of the house, through the frosty
garden,andawayat a briskpace, overthehard,whitecommon.
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'Inever in my life,'Itold myFelf, 'liked bat one man—

except, of course, my dear father. But he-ah, well! Ineverdeceived myself. He waskindand pleasant,and . But it wasnot likely thathis feelings would everbe.any deeper for poor, plain
little me, when Mave— tall, beautiful,gracefulMave wasabout.'Igave my orders, made my various small purchases,andturned homewards. At the topof the hill,a fly bearing- acoupleof portmanteous, a hat-boxand abig dreesing-bag,passed down theroad from the station."It's too early,'Ithought, " or I'd think that was-ourvisitor.Ilaughed merrily.

'
It's very funny, but nowIcome to.think ofit, Idon't know his name. Idon't believe Mrs. Lester evermentioned it. Well, what matter— l'llknowitsoon enough.'

On entering the lodere gatesImet the fly again. There wasno'one inside and the luggage had been taken off the top.'I '
Why, it is our visitor after all,'Icried in surprise. « Well,

I'llnot disturb the aunt and nephew just yet. Mrs.Lester wishestheplace to look as Christmassy as possible, so I'll get my scissorsand basket andgo and cut a lot of holly and ivy. Theberries are
lovely this year. And

"
In the porchstood Mrs.Lester,smiling andradiant.'He has come,' she exclaimed.

'
Dear Vandeleurlooks bronzedand handsome after his stay in Egypt. But what's the matter,

child? Are you ill?'
''No, no,'Ianswered, feeling horriblycouscious that my cheeks

were changing from white to red. 'Iwas a little surprised. Waknew a Lord Vandeleur at the awful time of my father'sdeath.'
"He told mehe knewyou well. Vandeleur, you have not been

forgotten.''
Itrust not.' And before Ihad time to recovermy dignity

and presence of mindLord Vandeleur caught my handandlookedstraight intomy eyes.'
Molly, little Molly,'he whispered,'youare glad toseeme V'
Certainly,'Ianswered, affectingan indifferenceIwas far fromfeeling. '

You havebeen long away.''
Icould not help it. Iwas obliged to go abroad. WhenI

returnedyouhadall gone ;your oldhome wasdeserted.'Such is life,'Isaid lightly. 'Nothing but change and .
But we'll meet again. Ihave work to do now.' AndIsped into
the house and upthe stairs tomy room.

At lunch Lord Vandeleur and Mrs. Lester kept up a lively
conversation. The old lady had many questions to ask about
absent friends, and seeing that they werehappy togetherIslipped
away.'
Ican't breathe in the house,' Icried, putting nay hands to

myburning cheeks. ;I'll get theholly now.'
AsIstood on tiptoe trying tobreak offabranchof holly laden

withbright berries a deep voice Baid inmy ear:'Allow me, Molly,' andin an instant the branch waslyingin
my basket.'Thank you,'Isaid ;" you are verykind.' AndItook a step
back towards thehouse.

ButLordVandeleur sprang tomy side.'
Molly,Icamehere to Bee you. Iheard by accident that you

werewith my aunt, andItravelled night and day to ask you a
questionthat was often on my lips four months ago. Molly, will
yoube my wife?

'
Igrew crimson,then pale.'
But Mave,'Istammered.

'
I—lI

—
Ithought you lovedMave.''

You thought wrong. Mave knew Iloved you. Butshe said
youdidnot care for me, andIfeared ■''

She shouldhave allowed me to answer for myself,'Iblazed
out.

'
I

''
You will do so now. Molly,sweet Molly, do you love me 1

Will you marry me1
'

1A lady-help—
your wife!

'
Ibegan with a wild attempt at gaiety; thenIburst into

tears.'
Lookup,my darling, and whisper"Hugh,Iloveyou."

'
ButIcould not speak. My heart was too full,and Iraised

my eyesinsilence to his face. What he saw there satisfiedhim.
The muteeloquence told him more than any words, and drawing'
megently to his side hemurmured:'

God bless you, my love, you have made me very happy.'—
Claea MtriiHOLLAND, in the Catholic Fireside.
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