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And there were the rare days when Priscilly went Well, isn't it the same way now, Pris? - We ust
Po_ th‘e city - with her father and saw Punch and Judy, wait until we know miore ?md c’an undérst’and- :gust
the State House, and went to the gorgeous hotel for wait untl we can drop this earthly part of us which
dinmer, and spent the dollar so carefully saved for this clogs and darkems our understanding, until we reach

purpose—the dellar which could buy such a number of
things—the glass hreastpin for Mrs.. Larkins, with its
star of red, white, and blue; in a German silver set-
ting, and which, later, it gave Priscilla such heartfelt
joy apd satisfaction to see fastening the broad col-
lar of knitted lace which that-lady wore on state ooca-
sions. And the top for Paul Jenkins around the cor-
ner—he would call her Miss Shiny- Griny Shoes because
she did not have copper-toed shoes for every day as
all the -other children had, but he had spved her doll
once from a Dhig red-headed boy who was holding her
over the pond near the schoolhouse, and just lately
had brought her a lump of shoemakers' wax to chew,
Amd there was her~dear Betty Lord—she must get her
the cornelian ring she craved ; and her father—oh, she
must manage o slip over to the counler where they
sold handkerchiefs and buy him one with a border all
birds and hutterflies in colors. Priscilla was very
much in awe of the young man who waited on her with
such a grand manner, and wore such a wonderful
purple necktie. Anpd just as the handkerchief was
wrapped and paid for-—oh, how fortunate it was not a
moment sooner ! the father appearsd. .

¢ Well, Priscilla, almost through ? What have you
bought for yourseli?’ he would ask, and then Pris-
cilla, looking into her purse, would see just g dime left
~how quickly a dollar did go anvhow.

*Oh, I havén't bought mine yeb,’ she would say,
"hut I can get ever so much for ten cents.? But
when about to buy the litile doli with blue eyes, Pris-
cilla would suddenly remember Mrs, ILarkins' little
niece who never had anything, and the dime would go

for two tiny dolls instead, one of which could be sent -

to Eliza Amanda. OCh, ihose were golden days ! Pris-
cilla. never quite realised how golden until the day when
she was sent away to school.

How she begged and prayed that she might be al-
ways with her father ! And how pale and sad the
father looked when he said, in {hat voice so  rarely
used, but which when used was finpal, No, "y dear,
ihe school is the place for you now., You need an-
other atmosphere and different conditions, and you
must learn to.rely on yourself more.! But at the end
of two vyears, the father appeared in the city where
the s=ohpel was, and to Priscilla’s joy informed  her
that he had gone into partnership with an old friend
—a Jlawyer—and would be with her. And one eventiul
day, when he and Priscilla were out for one of their
old-time jaunts, the [ather led her up the steps to a
plain, ¢ity house, unlocked the door and said: ' Well,
Priscitla, how do you like our new home ?' And be-
fore Priscilla’s astonished eyes was the old furniture she
knew so well, and there, calm and grave as of old,
Mrs. Larkins.

And then the choosing new and pretty things for
the home, and her taking her place at the head of
the table ' and pouring the coffee, and the twilight
talks hefore the fire,

“What do girls
to go to In their troubles ? ' she asked once, reckless
of grammar, as she sal beside him in the big chair,
her head om his broad shoulder. She had been tell-
ing ‘him one of hers, and lo! the wrinkles were
smoothed out as if hy magic.

* And what do fathers do who haven't daughters to
tell them sueh pretty things as mine does to her old,
sidly, grey-haired—'

But Priscilla’s soft hand was pver his mouth—* her
fine-looking, distinguished father *—she corrected, ‘And
then she went on dreamily : ‘I remembered the other
night of how, when I was a little girl apd would
waken from a horrible dream and feel that I could not
bear the fright, I would muster all my courage to
run into your room, and your arms would be held so
tightly about me, and you would soothe me and I
would feel so safe, so relieved, so rested.’

CIt  is the same way, isn’t it, Pris, dear '—the
father hesitated, for il was not easy for him to touch
on such subjects—* or something like it, abhout these
new troubles of yours? You say that the question of
the Trinity and the subject of Iree- will worry and be-
wilder you. 7The Trinity puzzles us all; buf isn’t it
like you, with your bad dreams and your fright 7 We

come close to our Fathet in Heaven and trust that He .

¥mows and will somehow bring it all right in the end,
and that we are FHis children and He loves us, and
that bruings us peace.’ !

S“But I want to know,! cried Puriscilla,

¢ You' remember how you ‘used to come to me,’ her
father wemt on, ¢* with ~questions, and I would sa¥,
* Trust me, wait #ill yon are older and “then you can
nnderstand,’, and you waited and you did undersfand.

do who haven’t a father like mine

~

home,. 4nd then we will ery out ii wonder and &4y,
¢ How -plain it seems iow ! how perfect it all is‘!*’,
Yiou know St. Paul says, ' For now we see through 4
gliss darkly but then face to face.” ? - S

There was a silence, atd Priscilla’s hand pressed
the strong one holding hers. ‘It does seemr—simple—
a matter of faith In ome's [ather, isn't it? T'U try
and remember.’ : -

The litile maid tame in to turn on the lighis.

‘ Bless my soul,” said the father suddenly. *I came
mear forgetting the treaf we have ahead of us. I've
bought 1ickets for the grand conmcert and we haven't
much time. Fly, little princess,!

Priscilla flashed her gratitude. ¢ Father, what an
extravagant dear yon are,’ and she was gons, only to
reappear soon in her ° finery,” as her father calied f,
and sfand laughing under his inspeclion.

Y Priscilla,” he asked gravely, ‘is that a hat or a
flower garden ?’ And then they went laughing  out
inte the street, ’

‘I declare, I don’t know which is the childishest,’
said Mrs. Larkins, in her solemm velce, as she care-
fully locked ihe door after them and went back to her
* Six Days of Creation,” over which she slept regularly
night after night, but which she reminded herself was
not frivolous or light-minded, anyhow.

But the school days could not last forever. The
father fried to hold back Priscilla’s, but they seemed
only to fly past him more swiftly, And then there wera
such wonderful, such bewlldering, such perplexing things
which followed. DPriscilla's theological problems wete
far simpler ! Tor men came to the house, not on husi-
ness, but to see Priscilla. The father could not grasp .
lhe situation. Why, Priscilla was only a child yef,
and men were so commonplace, so uncertain. - -

Priscilla was steadfast and innocent, and unused to
hiding her feelings. He waftched Priscilla in the days
that followed with wonder and amaze. Where did she
lsarn that indescribable manner, half dignity, hall wit-
chery, wholly charm with these young fellows who
secemed to him so crude and uninformed in spite of their
rolished manmer and college training ?

And then he grew iroubled and secrelly half jealous,

‘ We're going over to England next week, Priscilla,’
he abruptly announced one day.

‘How lovely !' eried the girl; * you're
thinking of surprises for me! 1 can’t believe that
we're to run off topether, father.” Her gratitude and
happiness were so genuine that the father felt ashamed
and almost like begging her pardon. .

* She isn't carried away by all this admiration and
gaiety. Priscilla is too sensible to care for any of
these young fools,’ he thought with a triumph which
had in it a touch of malice. .

He was astonished at his feelings; he, who  had
been moted among men for his sunny lemper and opti-
mism, was now alert, suspicious, and at times irri-
table. But FPrisciila was unchanpged. They wandered
through England the happiest of mortals ; and then in

always

London the genus man appeared, and once more the
father grew uneasy.
' Of course, Pris won't care for one of them,” he

spid. But why did she go with them ? Fle was too
just and kind to lay any commands upon this most
loving and obedient of daughters, but he chafed under
it all. - : -

They were back at home again when the blow fell.

Priscilla had been unlike herself for days, When
questioned she said that she was well, oh, guite well.

On the day that the hlow fell, she was nervous,
something unheard of for the healthy, well-poised Pris-
cilla. She started at sounds, and when Mrs. Larkiis’
solemn face announced a gentleman in the library ¢ to
see your pa,” she turned white.

Priscilla never knew how long she sat there; then
the door burst open and her father entered,

“ A young man has just been here, Pris—the imper-
tinence of him ! asking io marry you., Nothing cool
about that! He went on about taking care of you
and watcliing over you and—and—loving you.’

There was a pause, and Priscilla, very pale, asked :
 And what «did you say, father ?’ ' -

4 8ay ! well, I told that young man some truthy
he never heard hefore, I guess, 1 todd him that you
had had the care of one man's life and weren't pining
for another to my knowledge-; awd - that you -were a
tenterly reared plant which must have unusual hand-
ling ; and that you were all 1 had on earth, » amd
that he didn’t realise what it meant to walk into my
House and ask for the greatest trejsuee in it -

¢ And what, did he say ?* asked Priscilla,



