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Myrtle, to whom the old woman went in final ap-
peal, scolled at the motion of Larry's attempting to re-
turn in the eveming.

‘He wouldn't be sueh a fool '’ she said conchisi-

vely.

‘Fool ! ' cried his grandmiother inm anguish and
exasperation. *'Tis us that kmows ilhe bridge is broke,
not him. All was sale an” well whin he went over tlus

mpmin’, Why wouldn't he be comin' home to-mght ?
He'll start, all in the dark an’ the wind, .an® he'll drive,
an’' there’ll be no seein’ the end, an'—are ye gomng to
do nothin’ at wull, at all 77

‘ What could 1 do??
but suflicienily reascnable.

YIE it was the man I was goin’ lo marry,” declared
the ofd womamn, with red spots in the wrinkled hollows
of ‘her cheeks, and glitlering poinis in her eyes, *‘1'd
erawl aleng the broken wood, over the pillars there,
till T could reach the boarded part of the bridge. An’
thin I'd walk an’ run, an' run an' walk, till I came to
Falmouth Town, and there I'd stand to wail an® warn
him !’

* La, Mrs. Doherty, vou certainly do make me tired,’
reforted Myrile. ‘T zain’t so dead set on heepin’ &
bean as you'd be, if you bad one !!

Something in 1the brutal egotism which she had un-
covered silenced Mrs. Doherty. She started and shook
her head in dumb uncomprehension, then turped awnd
walked back to the cabin. From the height on which
it stood she could see the bay, here lashed while,
there curving in splendid devouring waves of glistening
blacl.

" Maybe T was meant for the bay, afther ali,’ she
said, as she nroved about putling the cabin to righls.
Then she went out, a quaint and sturdy figure with her
tight, white cap, her short, guilted skirt, and her red
shawl crossed on her hosom, and tied at her waist in
the back. Down to the place where t1he bridge had
been she trudged. ILater. one of the Came children came
home screaming that old Mrs. Doherty was crawlimg
plong the girders that remained on the demolished sec-
tion of the hridge—he had seen her red shawi,

demanded Myrtle, suddenty,

III.

YA nice notion of lovin’ you've gol,’ stormed Myrile,
angry tears in her eves.  * Throwin’ me ower for an
old woman—azan old scarecrow. Some girls wouldn't put
up with it !' They'd make vou suffer, you an’ her, tuo
Buft I won't. I donr't believe I could have brought wy-
self to marry you, any way. Don’t talk to we! 1
don't want to hear any merc about the wind an' the
blackness an’ the water, an’ how the voice was lihe a
ghost or a banshee's ' She's been savin’ your Life ever
since you werc a baby, an’ you're goin’ to male her
happy as long as she hives. Well, she’ll ive for ever,
an' get more an’ more unreasonable every minule, an’
I hope—'

She broxe off. Down the road a cheerful old laugh
was sounding in the spring sunshine. Larry turned
from her ta ligten to it, his eyes alight. A mellow old
voice spoke :

* Ah, ihere was small danger afther all, ma’am !
Thim that’s born for hangin' ye can't drown, ye know !
Sure I was sale enough ; but Larry—he mightn't have
been ! '—Exchange.

HER ONE ACCOMPLISHMENT

>

0ld Brown stood in his private office, with his back
to the fire and his coat tails balanced in either hand.
He was a bald-headed old gentlemar with a ruddy com-
plexion, keen black eyes, and leg-of-mutton whiskers,
which were white as snow. And MisstNeily Torrance
sat looking at him timidily from 1ihe depihs of the g
armchaic in which he had heckoned her to seat herself

‘So you are wy Cousin Adrian’s daughter ? ' =aid
he, after a leng pause.

*Yes,” said Nelly, wendering what was in all those
mysterious tin boxes, and whether the'monster iron salc
was full of gold and silver pieces.

“And vou want something to do ?°®

‘ Yes, please.’

* Humiph ! ' said Mr. Brown.

Nelly glanced shyiy up into his face.

* Bui,” she added with some spirit, ‘1 am not ask-
ing for charity. I am willing to work’

‘You mean you would like to daub canvas, or sew
yellow sunflowers on green plush screens,’ satirically ob-
served the old gentleman, ¢I don't call that work.’

! Nor 1, cither,” retorted Nrelly.

' Then what do you mean ) ' said Mr. Brown.

¢ T mean that I shall 'he glad to do any sort of
honest work by means of which I can earn my own
living.’

‘ Humph ! ? again interjected Mr. Brown.
cook 1’

“Yes,” Nelly answered.

‘T don’t believe 1t

‘*But I ean.’

“Very well,” said Mr. Brown, releasing his coat
tails and sitiing down at s desk, as if the question
was dehnitely disposed of. ' My cook went away this

' Can you

morning. 1 haven't engaged anhyone in her place. You
rfna.yj come this afternoon and sce what you can dao
or me.’

Mr. Brown fully cxpected thal Lis  youhg cousin
would recoul indignantly from his proposal, but she did
nothing of the sorl.  =he sioply said, * Yes, Cousin
John, 'and asked for his private address.

* Mind you're punctual,’ said he, as he handed her
the pencilled card.

‘T am always punctual,’ calmily responded Nelly.

_Mr. Brown watched her out of the office with a
quizzical twinkle in the corner of his cye. '

‘ She wom't come,” he said to himself.
tho last of my fine relation.’ .

Nelly Torrvance went home to a little second-floor
room, lhe cheapest which the widow and her daughters
could find,

Mrs. Adrian Torramce was dressed in hlack. She
was a fair, delicate picce of human china, who had bren
like the hlics of the field:in that she toiled not neither
did she spyn.  Lucetta, the oldest davghier, was trying,
unspccessiully enough, to trim a black crepe honnet by
the window.

They had come up from {he country at Lucetta's
suggestion, to anpeal, mn their poverly, lo this rich
cousin of the dead father and husbamd, but none of
them anticipated any very satisfactory results irom the
experiment.

* These rich poople are always miserly,” said  Miss
Lucetta.
.t And D've understeood,” sighed the genlle little
widow, * that he was not pleased when poor dear Adrian
marric¢d me.’

. :iWell 77 eried Mrs. Torrance, cagerly, as Nelly en-
cred.

‘ Whal doess he say 7’ questioned Lucetia, dropping
the folds of crepe whick she was vainly endeavoring o
{JaSJhl,OII inta what the fashion-plate called an ¢ oblong

ow.

1 have =seen him,” said Nelly, unlying hen Hennet
strings, * and I'm going to his house in Grandover Park
this afternoon.’

‘ You don’t mean,’s cried Mrs. Torrance, with a s3pas-

‘I've seen

mofdic  catching of her breath, * that he is going {o
adopt you ??

: Not 1 the least,” said Nellp., I am to be his
cook.’

‘And you? ' gasped Mrs. Torrance. -

‘st‘a]d ¥es, of course.’

¢ I‘,lenO‘{,’ cried Lucetta, ‘T am scandalised by your
conduet ' Yes,  perfectly scandalised ! You will  do
nothing of the sort !’

‘ Ceortainly mob,” skid Mrs. Torrance, developing hys-
terieal symploms.  * If your cousin Brown intends to
inspilt us——’

“ But he doesn't,” plegded Nelly. He intended the
offe‘r‘ in good faith, and I accepted it in the same spirit.’

You surely do not mean to degrade yourself,’ cried

Lucetta, * by turning cook—for anv man living 77

‘T don’t see,’ argued Nelly, * that it is any more de-
grading tn cook for Cousin John than it would be to
embroider slippers for him, or to read the newspapers
aloud to him of an eveming.’

' Fleanor never had any proper
Torrance, wringing her hands.

“Never ! ’techoed Lucetta,

Y And,’ added Nelly, * mv cousin would have every
reason to heligve me an impostor if T told him I wanted
work' and then refused the offer he made.’

It was six o'clock exactly when Mr. Brown let him-
sclf into his house with the Tatchkey which always de-
pended from his  wateh chain 'The gas jet  burned
softly in the hall ; the fire clicked merrily in the grate
of the parlor.

‘ Humph ! ' he muttered ; she hasn't come. Thought
sa.  There’s no such thing as a practical woman how-
adays.’

At the same moment a light, white-aproned
figure came out of the dining-room beyond, and
Torrance's voice uttered the words :

¢ Dinner is ready, Consin John.?

The old man smiled. He had a pleasant expression
on his face when he smiled, and Nelly swondered that she
had not noticed what a handsome man he was,

¢ Oh,’ said he, * you did come, then 7’

*I always keep my engagements,’ said Nelly. Punc-
tuality is the soul of business, isn't it, Cousin John 7.
At least that's what I used 40 write in my copybooks.’

pride,” said Mrs.

little
Nelly



