
'
Ido not know— poor Miss Erminie, they aall her.

But Isiaw nothing poor, about her. Her place is as
antiquated as herself, but it has its charms -and is irre-
proachably neat.''

Poor Miss Ermanie !' repeatedMr. Ledyard. Jack
Severne looked up quic-kly, wondering if his ears de-
ceived himi. Was there not an odd note in his em-
ployer's voice— a grating har&hmess ? lSome typical,
countryish old maid, 111 be bound.''No,' said Severne gravely,-' she .isn't that.' '

/" i—i'd like to see her,' said Mr. Ledyard.
1Oh, father

—
you're not interestedin old ivory, or in

old-fashionedpaintings,' cried Olive teasingly. 'Youknow
what you said when that dealer wanted to, sell
you-"'' A genuine Van Dyck— yes,Iknow,' said Mr. Led-
yard grimly. 'Probably Mr. Severne's discovery is to '-
be classed with that painting.''

A forgery ? Oh, no,' said Severne laughingly. 'I
assure you she is real. Not thatItbinK you will see
anything in the little old lady, but there seemed such—

well, she looks as if she has had a history, arid
human nature is always intensely interesting to me.''" You may find a new type, Mr. Severne,.' saidOliveeagerly!" 'Won' t that be \delightful! It is possifcde, too—

how often it happens
— '

'"Nonsense, nonsense !
' put ion Mr. Ledyard giruflfty.'The life of a little" old maid in a God-forsaken-vil-

"

lage ! Types, indeed ! " You won't find any types worth
studying in L ,Mr. Severne.'

Jack shrugged his shoulders.
'On that point we cannot 'agree,' he said.

'
This is

precisely where we will be able to find them.'
He was a little surprised the next day ■to find

that Mr. Ledyard was ready to accompany him and
Olive on his visit to the little old maid's. In fact,

'
he would much rather the gentleman stayed at home,
for Olive and he were approaching that state of ap-
preciation in which two are company and three a crowd.
If Ma-. Ledyard noted the growing attachment between
them he did not say anything in disapproval. 'Jack
Severne was not rich, by any manner of means, but'
he was clever and well-connected, and Mr. Letiyard �

knew he would not seek to win Olive unless he could
offer her us many advantages as her father possessed.

Poor Miss Erminie, the day previous, had been"
agreeably impressed by the fair-haired, bright-eyed,
handsome young fellow who bad spoken to her so cour-
teously, and asked her permission, to remain indoors
a few minutes to escape from the blinding heat. He
had utterly ignored her reticence, and kept up a fire of
conversation

—
so pleasantly worded and so free from

idle curiosity or desire to pry into her affairs thatshe
felt herself thawing under his geniality.

It was with a distinct sense of pleasure that slue
looked up from her low, rocker and saw his smiling
face enter her curious little shop the next morning, tie '
beamed upon, her as if she were an old friend.

'I was describing your place to my friends,' hesaid, 'and Itold them how kind you were to me.
They have come to see you too— you won't mind, will -
you, or consider it a liberty ?

'
Miss Erminie, in her quaint gown, droppedaquaint "

curtsy— which somehow did not seem a bit ridiculous,
but part of her.' Indoed not,' she said, in her slow, drawling,
Southern voice-. 'If you can find anything to interest
you in

— '
She lifted her eyes. Mr. Ledyard stood at the door,

holding it open, his eyes riveted upon the creamy old
face under the snow-whilehair. Miss Erminie was no

- -
longer a young &*irl— she had outgrown the timidity of
youtlh. Now the habitual softness went out of her eyes;
the hard lines about ho" mouth grew harder, and intoher pale cheeks there stole a tinjge of pink— like the
flush of a rose. She met Mr. Ledyard's glance but
an instant before she turned'her head away

—
prim, pre-

cise as ever, with an added coldness and haughtiness
that robbed her of the delicate prettiness of whichJack Severne had spokien.

Mr. Ledyard withdrewjmrnediaitely,and wentdown tothe gate and out into the road. Hie was painfully
white and- his nerves were greatly shaken— so shaken
that he had to stand wunder the.shelter of the oak atthe gate and rest against it. After a little, "andwithout waiting for his daughter and Jack Severne, hemoved -slowly in the direction of- his home. Strange
as it may seem, a peculiar"friendship sprang up be-tween Olive and Jack and the little old maid. They
were earnest young people, good young people, and.de-vout Oaitho'lics. Olive, in particular, was filled withgreat pity- for the lonely .woman, who was spendingher- declining years in such isolation, who had neitherfriend nor foe, neither love nor dislike. Of whom n0one knew enough to care, and for whom no one exist-
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ted. Jack Severne was too busy to pay many visits
to the curious cottage, but Olive went often, andbe-
gan to feel, too, after a short while", that her atten- '
tions were not unappreciated. Bub Miss Erxninie said
'nothing of her past or 'present, would not dwell on
her future. She was well-iead—indeed, clever. She
could entertain if she chose,- and once-in & great
while she did choose, to Olive's great delight.

The first inkling Olive got into her' past came ab-out by merest chance. Two religious passing ttirough-" L on a house visitation,colleeAng for their orphan
.asylum, stopped at the quaint shop." Olive chanced tobe inside, and lifted her sweet young face With acharming smile of welcome. .#'

Why, how do you do, Sisters ?
'

she said,''with thegentle familiarity we children of one Mother are per-mitted toward each other— and" -then she noticed thesmall black satchel. '
Collecting? You have been tomy father— Mr. Ledyard V At the old 'Wakely place,you know. You have not passed him by ?' -

'Oli, no,' said the older nun, smiling into theear-"nest face, ''lie has. been most kind— we are verygrateful.' " '
;J;
J

Olive turned the contents of her purse into the lit-tle bag, and' waved the nun's thanks aside. MissErmrnie stood, a straight little figure, at the end ofher tiny showcase. The Ulster looked at her an in-stant—she wore a most forbidding expression, andthen, with something like a sigh, turned away. Oliveglancfed with some^surprise at the little old maidAren t you— a Catholic ?
'

she asked.
'
Ithought—I'imagined—' 6

1I was once,' said Miss Erminie, shortly « Theycome here often. IwillhaVe nothing to do with them,

Lw S+- b
n

Ck~^°
T,back- She clasP&d her fingers to-gether tightly. '
iai never go back-never, neverZ'ti "*hern?v "nI>Ve lived wiihout God m<>stfolt nre-r|live Uie rest of my life without Him.', , Oh, Miss Ermame, Miss Erminie !

'
said Olive in a?nnnelJ°iCe'

p 'iIOTiIOT te b̂le' how horrible! Wh&t will
t"t ?t*°- G°d T,hen He scuds for veu? M7M7 father,

' ,5? ih I .^Uy as ou are~he will not go "tochurch he will not go to Mass or to ccntoSion. Andhe 1iKe you is growmp;old. Growing old ! And with-
heart

' Sometimes the thought almost breaks my
Miss Erm-inie looked at her keenly. There wee

ties— no, not since 1^ can remember, althoueh he nrnmother that he would seeIwas* trainedand"'brought up a good Catholic. Miss Erminie that 8so7 gWhlris Sffr?r?w SreI?Mn'S wMch * cannot dwelfTom ° therwise SO

w«,ST^Ermilvie did not sPeak at once-but her' eveswere fastened searchingly on the young girl. Thenturning aside, she said very quietly " J

mansion ??
7'7'° U kll° W Wh7 7° ur father boueht the Wakdy

*�rL7}l c*e* lately mansion— our horned No,'- said Olivesurprised " for she had not expected so quick a chanSthink!' ieCt- :UwaS ° nered to him by
Qsome agenH'

(i
Do you like L ? Does he? '

«i«J
*

l°~ yeiT m«ch. It seems a homelike sort ofplace; to me a restful place.' "' And your father ?
' .'

He must like it or -he would < not stay here
"
Hbls^wealthy enough to leave if he wanted to, and'

And yet ? ''
Ido not think my- father is very hap.py,,' said thegirl.
'

There is something— a shadow— which I havenever seen until he came here. No, Iam sure he isnot happy, and Ipray often that it may be his con-
science troubling him, and that in a short while Hisfaith—'

She paused, shocked into silence by a laugh which
seemed almost eerie-like on the lips of the little oldmaid.'

His conscience;!-' she -said. 'Oh, my dear young
lady, h|is -consc once"! Some men are born withouthearts or consciences or principles. Some men

— ' She
paused at the expressionon Olive's face!

'
Pardonme.Our conversation seemed to lead me back to a pastthat Ihad thought forgotten. Iwill not betray my-

self again— or trouble- you.''
Miss Erminie— indeed, it is no trouble,' said thegirl. " ' And if only you would let me talk,sometimes of

my father and his utter neglect of religion ! SomehowIcan not feel that you are like— like that. You areso gentle and quiet— no,Iwill not believe it.'
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