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THE INCOMPATIBLES

r; (Uoncluded from last week.)

The next mormng was spent in recaming about the
place, in company with a half-grown nrulatio girl whom
Cousid Rachel had deputed 1o wail on her youmg mis-
iress. © In ihe aflerncon, her usual siesta finished, the
old la tapped on ihe door of Dora’s room, .

‘Iam going to show you everything that belonped
to Winston when he was  Liftle,’ she said. 1 know
that will please you nyore than anything else I could do
for you. I want you Lo gel acguainted with 1t, so ihai
when ho comes yvon will be able to renew old memorics
wifh him. Ile will enjoy it so much better now.’

Dora smiled av she {ook the small withered hand in
hers.  She [ell it incumbent upon her to say rommcthing.

"You love Winsfon very much, don't you, counsin
RRachel ' she remarked.

'Love him! I adore him. Everybody here docs.
No one could help loving Winston.'

&he looked radwantiv up  into Dora’s face. The
yvoung wiic looked as  radiantly down upon her. She
had always been susceptible to the moods of others,
and who would do aukehbt, by  word or ghance or oppor-
tune stlente,. to sadden the 1houghts of this dear old
lady, 1n whose eves she was  a loved and happy wile ?
No : lel that come later, when 1t must , for 1he piesent
she oo was gemng to he happy

CEirst, T am gping lo show you the room Winston
had when he was hittle.  Really, ioiere were {wo rooius,
one operung inlo the other.  This was the nursery. It
would still do for one.’

The roem was filled with games and toys of every
kind. A hobbyhorse stood upon the broad lhearth
awalling a nider. M Jfow seal ran around two sides,
close to the hroad windows, which commanded a ¢harm-
ing view of the surrgunding woods and ficlds.

¢ See ! here is even the Dhittle doll  that Winston
loved,” sawd Cousin Rachel, pointing 16 a battered spen-
men of dollhood, attired in a red diess and white apron
and scated m a Littie rockingehair. ¢ Ile used to call 1t
his wife  Ile thought 1t the most beautlifnl thing in
existence. ilow I have ijauphced hehind his back when
he would catess the rrdicuious tlung ! Poor doil ! she
has sat there loncly and  unloved for many a year.
Winston has sometlimmg dearer now.’

Dora said not a word

* Deesn't 1t touch yvou to the bottom of your heart
to see and hear about these littile things 7' continued
Rachel.

“Yes, it does,’ answered Dora it a low voice.

Cpusin IRachel opened another door.

' This 1s where he slept,” she said. ¢ This
smaller, of course; bu{ 11 is very pleasant.’

And so 1L was. A child might have slept in  the
little white hed  the night before,  Thin, ruffled  eash
curtains partlally concealed the windows, 1In the claset
two small saflor hats were on the shelves, a pair  of
krec-trousers hung inswde the door. On a table bhetween
the windows were a Latin grammar, an old grography,
and two or three well-worn story-books.

St The Swass Family Romnson 77 and ¢f Cleci]l  and
His' Dag,”’ " =aid Cousin Rachel, opening them. * He did
love lhnse Loohs—when he was Dhittle  Ile used to read
theny over and over agamm. ¢ And here, on 1he lower
shelf of the {able, are his copybooks—irom the very
beginning  And {hig is lus first French dictatinn hook.
Y Aimons pous les uns les autres.” Dear child ! he tuok
that for his motio, and he has always lived up to it
He was never anvthing but kind to everybody '

Dora ftook the Trook from her hand. On the front
page, in Iarge (haracters, she read the words aloud,
translating 1hem : * Lel us love one another.! They
seemed 40 ring in her ears—she was growing dizey.

‘ Let us go into the garden,' she said. ‘I do not
feel very well.’

t Yes, ves, nf course T {hought you =seemed silent,
my dear. You arc really more quiet than T imagined.
Winston had given me the idea that yeu were very
livelv.?

‘T used to be, T {hink,’ said Dora, slowly.’

‘But I may bhave chemged in thal 1especd  since ny
mar’ri}tge. No dount T have.’

“They wenl downstairs apd into the garden. Cousin
Raichel Ted ‘the way to a miniature lake at the Jower
end. They seatesd ihemselves on a bench near it. Pre-
sently two bezutiful swans sailed out from beneath the
shade of some overhanging hushes.

* There,are Jupiter and Juno,’ said Cousin Rachel.
¢ They have been in the lake for a great miany years:
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long before Winstdn was bdmh.i” He gavedhem suthose
mames—when he: was liftle Pihe’ was aboptieleven, 1
think—just after he had hegon 4ol study mﬂﬁulogyg—ﬁnee
he fell into the water ovef. thére, undet &hat “iree,
where it is deepest. Ile was nearly drowned.. Ishall
nover forget 1t.  Scipio heard him call and jumped in.
Tho poor Littte fellow was so brave about -it.’

Dora got up. -

' Let us walk,” she said—* ynless yout-are tiof tired,
Cousin Rachel.’

INo. When T walk slowly it does not--tire me.
Shall we go down to bhe edge of the wood 7% /-

‘ Uome, lean on me,’ said Pora.

‘It is so nice to have’you.here,” answored the. old
lady , “and to hnow that you are Winstofi's wile !
DDuv you see that bench yonder 7' she went-on, as they
nearod the first grouwp of trees. * Winston always came
hete lo read in summer when he was Iittle. Just  he-
hind 11, between four sycameres which formr-a square, he
mado what he used {0 call hiw © study garden.'” Vio-
lets grew Lhere amd lilies of . the valiey., If vou. " had
been here last nwonth you would have sean them. Ab,

there ave a few violets left ! [ am going to gather
them for you.’
Dora leaned back on the green bemch. In a fow

moments Cousin Rachel came to her willik litklehou-
quet of 1he sweet-scented purple blessomgr: . g

‘Lel wea pin theww on your bosom,’ she gaid,+ How
delighled Winston would be to see.them- there : ichildbren
of e flowers he planted when he was littlet® “%7»

The next mormag they visited the stabies.

‘ llere 15 Bomiface !’ saig Cousin Rachel,., stroking
an old prey dowhey that stood quietly nibbling grass.
‘ Has Winston never told you about Bomiface, the don-
hey he loved so, when he was little’

And so they continued, step by step, through the
stables, to the negro cabins, where the people all in-
guired for Mars Wington wibth the tenderest affection,
especlally the old men and wonien who had kmown and
loved hin * when he was little.' And by deprees . Dora
learnied hows  careful  of their conduct he had always
been, and still was ; of the sweeis for the children and
the bright bandanas and tobacco for the elders that
came repularly every Christmas to Longwoold, adfdressed
1o each hy name.

Then they wen§ across the planiation to the ceme-
tery where his parents were bmiied. A {ombstome of
dark gramie had been placed at the head of each grave.
Both were  catefully  tended and onclosed by a heavy
1Iron tence.

‘‘Ihey have been dead a long Llime,” said Dora, bend-
g over to read the nscriplioms.

* When Winston was eleven his moiher died,” answer-
ed Cousin  Hachel , ‘his  father when he was hiteen.
Let us sift here while I {ell you about them—something
he would never do. '

Dora readily consented ; and, seated on the sward
al. the foot of the graves, with. her arm around the
youug wife, Cousin Rachel went on :

‘1 am going to lell you ‘hecasse I think vou ought
to know. Winston’s parents were eccentric, both of
them. 'They were as good and honorable as it is pos-
sibic for Ltwo persons 1o be, bul they were not well
mated—were not congeatal. They realised this all too
soon, and, 1hstead of quarrelling, derided to live practi-
cally apart, His fathor remained abroad a great deal-;
when ho wps here the mother visited about among her
relatnnes  Both loved the boy, their omly child ; but
neither was so unpst as 1o wish to deprive the other
of lm  Consoguently he hved here alone with me for
the greater part of  the time. 1lle was very fomd of
theny, theugh, poor little fellow ! T tried -to make up
to him all that s Dhie lacked—when he was little. I
garoe lim of my best, apd he has returned it a hundred-
fold. ONh, how happy T felt whenwhe wrote pe that he
was ahbont lo be married. And cver since his letters
have beer full of you, my dear; and it has rejoiced
my poor old heart.’ . o Ll

“1le writes to You of me, then, Cousin “Rachel ?°*
asked Dora.

b Always, always. You are his life)’

* Poor Wmston ! ' thought Dora, I-ds- Jis of
him 1o keep up the fiction of happiness.with -.thilﬁ;"{noor
otd woman. He does not wish to grieve her’ - doting
heart.’

“1 tell you all this,” resemed (Cousin Rachel, * be:
cause, hemg the eld of suc¢h a marriage, and having
heen thus peculiarly situated, you must not be sprprised
if m come respects  he may be also a little eccentrie,
perhaps resedved, perhabs  nervous, perhaps evenm at
times apparently seif-absorbed and cold. I do not say
that you have ever observed these things in him. ., I
hope and believe inarriage may have opened for him  a
vista of joy and conlent that his infancy and childhood
unfortmnately missed.  But I have seen Lheke things in
hun at times ; and although, as I said, you may mnot
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