
'"I ani tiurejd !— Iam Cured, Jeanne Lonig© ! God hasWorked # midajcle. The fall set in motion the stiffened
6prmg^ of my body ; and here Iam, please Glod, ready
at any, mlonnont to measure the distance between G-arliauand, tihq farm, to ask Pierre Mevcl for the sweet doveof
KergOK !

'
At Higjh Mass qm Pentecost Sunday tthe people ofGarlaju wefre aldvuseid of the publication of the be,nns

of marriage between Agapit Quosseveiur, of that place
amd Joirne Lojuise Meviel, of the Fajrm of Kergoz.'If Vhqre is any person here present,' aj'd.dqd PereNavafeoW, ' wiho knows of an impediment to this mar-riage, lethim come forward anrd declare it immediately;otherwise he will incur; the penalties of Holy Church.'Tliiat no s^i/ch persian presenfed himself is ewitlentfrom tjhe ftict that for the la&it ton summers t4he writerof this sttory has Mpent his Brittamy vacation at tftiehome) of Agjajpitt and Jeanne LdluLse, tjie piiofris, respected,and well-*belb^ad proprietors of the Farm of Kergoz —'Aye Maria.'

AN ALIEN INVADER.
The train from Leeds to Harrogate was just aboutto sitart when tihe quiet of a certain compartment wasbroken by the entrance of a pair of tall, good-looking

damsels ajnd a yioung mjan snifficiontly like tjlieni to be
recognised as a brother. Of the two previous occ;i-
pajnfcs, the sedlate, white-haired old gentleman who hadbeen nodding im a corner merely opened his eyes ajid
closcds Iliem agam , b,ut the othcor, a s,to»it, sityii^h latiy,
effusively greeted the girls, who seated themselves a\i,tha swirl anfd swish of skirts and chatelaine's, talkingall
the while as if they A\ere under a v,ow to utter thegreatest number ot words in the smallest possiblespace of lime.'

Just getting home like ourselves, Mrs. Hopkins ?
'

s&M the elder. '
Amy and Ih^ve bean sh'op-shoip-sHiop-

ping until we were ready to collapse, and Cyril threat-
ened to leaive us to our fate. It's too awfully cold for
a*nything.'' "

Clauld
"

you moan, Hilda,' corrected Amy ; and
the compartment rang with their mirth.'Cawlld, then— awfu' cauld ava,' gasped Hilida ; andthe olri gentleman m t-he Conner rqpeatod his formerrmovemefnt, tjhe y,oun« one slightly frowned, whilstMrs.
H/qp'kiJns looked mystified.'What is the joke ?

'
she as.ked.' Oh, well, you know Aunt Latham is always 'doing

stomething queer !' began Amy.
'

And last summer ahe
was tauiritnjg in Scotland—''An]d she met some Miss Bairti,' interposed her sis-
tet—' a native, an aborigine— don't yqu (know ?— to whom
sfhe took one of her absMrd fancies.''And invited the girl and her father to visit
her,' aopLwijued Amy ; 'and they are coming, amd we are
trying to learn the language so as to be intelligible toUhe tforeftgjners.''

It will be rather an affliction, Idare 'say,' agreed
Mrs. Hopkins. 'But why does Mrs. Latham burden
herself with auah persons ? ''Oih, Iexj>ect they iorcqd themselves irpon her !

'
s|aid Amy s.ag^ciiou.sly. lShe is too oommoinicative, you
know ; amd they would soon find out that she had a
well-t)o-dio young bachelor of a nep"hew, a,\\d they would
ttoady to her to serve their own ends. She is always
advising Cyril to marry, soIthink the .object of ,tjhc
invitation and its acceptance is beautifully clear.'

1Less obivtaus is the chanty tEat tfainketji no ill,'
remarked Cyril q.uietly.'

I ttli|nk yf>u are capable of protecting your bro-ther, sai(d Mrs. Hopkins, attably ad'uressing t|he girls.'
Iq|uite agree with you that my sisiters are likelyto pjovean elhcieint safeguard against matrimony

'
s^ijd

■olie y,o^|ng map, with some dryness.
I'have met Scotch people who were really verynice,' declared Mrs. Hopkins, vaguely endeavoring tocast oil u^pioin troubled waters.'
That is within the limits of possibility,' he re-pliQd. '

But Amy and Hilda nave made up their mindsbeforehand to dish'ke Mrss Bawd, awd to see in her andher father o\nly what ls abautfd or objectionable. lamnot sufficiently up-to-date to enjoy ridiqule of strangers
especially wshen one of them is a lady.'' Oh, Cyril is always a wet blanket: he can nevertake a j^ke-l

'
cried Amy ; whilst Hilda pronouncedhim'

lon.g-fia.cetd en/dugh to be Miss Bair'd's father.'Possibly there was a good deal of earnestness intheir jesting, as both girls were in an alliance witheaqh other to prevent their brother's marriage, which
evqnt wiauld miake a considerable difference to themsel-ves. To keep Cyril a celibate until they had madegood matches ' was the chief enti and aim of theirexistence; but so far no eligible youth hiaid shiowto anyinclination to spend his life listening to the disburseof either one of the Thurston girls.

A few days after this conversation the TJnurstonswere sipping tea in their artis-tic drawing-rbom, a rep-
lica of an eighteenth-oentmry apartment, .with great-
gr.a.ntdm'.other Tihurston gazing from a frame of leatherrosea and foliage at the distant spires and 'gilded domesof Har^ojgate. A carriage had stoppedat the big whiteporch, amd presently the maid announced :'

Miss Baird !''
She has positively called without being invited! ''
And without owr having called upon her ! Oih, tihisis a little tao barefaced !

'
Army amd Hilda had just time to hurl those remarksat Uynl when the visitor entered; and sine was somuch wforse tha)n they had hoped that their breath wastaken qruite away. She was attired in a costume ofred alwct wihite tartan, crowned with a h.uge white TarnO'Shamter ; here and there a pebble brooch the size ofa muffin indicated her taste in jewellery; her hair,

shinilug wiUh oil, was 'dog's-eared ' roumd a face pain-fully 'hiigfh in complexion; and gamboge froots, that il-lustratqd tihe theory that feminine feet are increasingin si/c, slbjqne resplendent above iJhe subdued tints of theThurston carpet".
Hilda was tthe first to recover from the s/hock ofthis apparition, tossing her chin upward andmaking themostt of h«r height.
|Whore is Mrs. Latham?

'
she asked, freezingly.

Awa to Leeds. She did.na Jken Iwas coming here,
but Iwas kiuna anxious to see what like you were.'

You Ihiad no difficulty in finding your way to my
brother's house,' said Hilda, deep and deadly meaning
in the remark.'

With a, ffiide Scots tohgjue in ma Jieid, I'm no likelyto loss mysel anywheres,' was the ofE-ha-wded reply ofthe stronger, whom Amy was eyeing from head to fgot
with a dazzling smile.''

Yolti are aure that you are Miss Baird?
'

sheaskqd s-itavely.'Bh ?
'

f|uorictd the other, perplexedly.'
Oh, njothing ' Ooily Ithought she had sent hertnaM to represent her, perhaps. Scotch manners and

customs are rather peculiar,' said Amy, her cool, deli-berate, smiling stare unrelaxed.
Cyril intenposed a chair and a—
1Won't you sit down, Miss Baird? Shall I ring

for iresin tea, Hilda'? ' 6

Hilfla mturmmred something inaudible, l*ut performedhem d/uty as hostess.
Amy set flown her cup and walked to the piano,

with an air of withdrawing herself from inferior sur-
roundings. She began to play "Bid me good-ibye andgo !

' wiheorenpiom Cyrifs face flushed, hut Misis Baird re-
mained unn^o,vqd.'

But can yioju no play somethingcheery ?
'

she asked.Amy looked rotund her ear to answer :'
Can't you ? You look musical !'Miss Baird responded with alacrity.'
I'll give you one o1o1 the auld Scots songs,' saidshe, amd thumped forth an accompaniment to the follow-ing:

H/aggis broo is bla' amd braw',
Kittlekail is a' awa,
Souaxi the s,pleucha,n o'er the Stane,
P'hilabeg,s are a' their lane,
Hedu the pihrodh, heoh the pladdie,
Hecih the so.nsae ftinnaJn hajdjdie—

Hoot awa, Hoofc awa-a!
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iia*Jwle komise, my soul felt exalted within me ■Ibceia-
r t^J** set free of a nightmare. Irang the bellsas ,1 haid nover done before, till—, suddenly the ropebroke m ray hand and Ifell backward, through therot-ten, trapdoor, sixty feet to the grqund. T\he rest yo,uknow—and yet not all : there is still something more.B-uU tell me first, Jeainne Louise, if this confession ofmy syn does not causte-yau to ihjate me?

''
Poor Agapit,' she said, 'only to love you better !It wast p, temptation of the EVil One, and ydu overcameit. If you bad died from that terrible fall I thinkyquwiould h<vve gone straight to hea,\i>u.'

1Yiau are an angel, Jean'ne Louise. But tihere isstill sjometlvftng more. Say it agaim— siay tihat yo,uwouKd be willing to join your fortunes wiUh mine, crip-
ple tihjatI,am, if your father would give his consent

'
Ircjpq&t it over and over, Agapit.'« 111 is a 'selfish thing to a3|k, but it warms my heartto (hear it from your dear lips.'

,,<. V^* 'as sihe &azed at him in mute astonishment,helifted his head from the piilow, threw aside the bed-covers,, aWd springing, fully dressed, to his feet, he stfcodbtefoare her, tlall, erect, well as he had over been, movinghis lim/bp tihis way and tihat, walking from one side ofthe ro/omi Mo the other, as he cried out :
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