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‘ There now, my dear, you are to be quite at home.
We're going to be as jolly as sandbays, and vou are
to do just what I tell you until you get strong.”

Ida, weak and glad, sat still and looked on at
the brisk little woman’s inovements, like one in a
bazy dream. Tlere was a homely atmosphere ahout
the small house and its owner that appealed to the lonely
girl, and later in the evening, when Mrs. Lavinia
brought out her millinery and began to sew, Ida looked
on, lazily content, in that lassitude which {follows a
severe illness.  Bub her idleness did not last long;
with returning energy came a desire to work, aud after
a week she asked permission to help in the sewing, a
permission gladly given.

Ida’s deft fingers worked wouders with ribbon and
chiffon and fowers, and the clder woman’s admiration
at her handiwork was generous.

Ida was installed as chief adviser in delicate ques-
tions of sclection and arrangement, and she proved a
new atfraction to the farmers’ daughters, so that life
passed busily for the two women. Tda was happy in
the thought that she was not a burden on her good
friend, and Mrs. Lavinia, fecling herself free to leave
Ida in charge of affairs at home, gave fulier scope to
her charitable enterprizes,  8he had, too, at this time
a partienlarly interesting cusn, the details of which
Tda heard, of course, ilrough siic did not take the samne
interest as Mrs. Lavinia, bv any means.

A voung man without frieads, and with but little,
seemingly, of the world’s goods., had fallen i}l from
overwork in the Boys” Tigh School, which he had
taken charge of some six months before.  Of this Mus.
Nelson heard by accident at the nost affice, and straight-
way she came home and filled a basket with delicactes,
and set out for the new master’s house.

It required all her courage, though, ta explain
her visit to the tall, gauni young man who answered
her knock.  He looked at her in undisguised surprise
and faintly-concealed amuszement, but the gennine
motherliness and kindness in the quick blue eves fouched
Iim inexplicably and he thawed and let her have her
way, as most peanle did.

That was the first of a scries of visits, and Ronald
Gresley found himself wailing for the quick pat-pat of
the ‘elastic sides’” up his gravel path, and then alwavs
followed her cheery greeting and something to show she
had not forgotten the invalid.

‘Now Ida—Miss Sinclair-—sent these.’ she said,
the first thue she brought roses. * She said you would
be longing for the scent of o rose.  She knows, does
myv dear, what it meang 1o be ill. Wlhen her brother
died—and may he rest in peace—she got ili herself and
nearly went to leaven, only 1 kent ler back”

* Was thaf quite wise, Mrs. Nelson? T wonld not
thank you for keeping me aiive, if T thought T had a
chanee of getting into a helter place than this world.’

‘Wise? Of course it was wise! The world wants
good ypeople, like my dear.’

Ronald was fingering the roses thoughtfully, while
Mrs. Nelson prattled on about Ida, giving him a sketch
of her story.

‘You like the roses? she asked at last, beaming
on him, :

He started as if from a dream.

‘The voses?  They are fine.  They remind me
of an old Eaglish garden T knew when a bay.”

Mrs. Nelson nodded tiil her featlier shool.

‘That’s just what my dear said thev would do.
¢ Tt’s better to send him a jelly, my dear.” T said, when
she came in looking like a picture with her hands full
of voses. ““ Bring him a jelly, too, Mammie,” she
sald, “but don’t forget the roses.’”’

Gresley was a man of few words. Tt was Murs.
Nelson who did most of the talling on these occasions.

‘My dear, T'm sure that young man belongs to a
good family. There's sone mystery about him. Tle
owned as much as lie’d never taught school before.’

‘He's a University man--Cambriage, T believe,’
sald Tda. “Probubly he is ane of the hundreds who
drift to the Cape in search of fortune and end by taking
up work they were never meant to do.’

‘Not but what they say he’s a good teacher, and
the bays like him,’ said Mrs. Nelson.

A few weeks later Tda was sitting alone in the
workroom trimming a hat, when there entered a tall,
pale young man, whom she guessed to be the ncw
master. Tda rose and followed him into the shop, He
turned at the sound of her step and said, with some
hesitation :

‘Is Mrs. Nelson at home?”

Could this brown-haired and bluc-cyed vision be
‘my dear,” of whom he had heard so often? The viston
smiled brighlly and stepped behind the counter with a
quaint business-like atr that did not convince him one
little bit.

‘ Mrs. Nelson is out, but T am her assistant | What,
can I do for vou?’ .

1Ie, still bewildered, pulled himself together sufii-
ciently to ask for some ribbon to be used as badges
for a cricket team he was getting up among his boys.
In a few minutes his nervousness went, {or Ida entered
into the subject of cricket badges with delightful earnest-
uess.  Bhe brought down every ribbon in the shop,
in spite of his protests that shie was tiring herself un-
necessarily.  When a big green box on a high shelf
refused to come down for her, he went in behind the
counier and Look it down.

‘This blue—it is whab T have been looking for—
will go beauntifully with the red, and will make a
striking badge. Do you not think so?” Ida held the
ribbans together,

‘Splendid! One wanis something that will be seen
at a distance and yet be tasteful. Could T—er—- Wiil
Mrs. Nelson be able to make them

lda smiled demurely.

T will make them if you can trust them (o me,’
she said.

“You? Would you?
right if you do them.’

“You have a large amount of faith,” she said, 1
hope you will not be disappointed. YWhen do_you want
them ¥’

ITe mentioned the date.

I hope you will be there to sce them worn,” he
ventured.

S Of course T'H be there. Everybody will be there,
b expect. T just love ericket. Ve had a team at
school, and we girls onece beat the boys, but,” with a
langh, they were rather small hoys.’

‘ That was in England ¥’ ’

“Of conrse in England.’

“We are fellow-exiles,” he said.
has spoken much of YOu.
introduced ¥’

“The dear old Mammie! Is she not the quaintest,
and kindliest soul in the world? OFf course she has told
we all abont you, Mr. Gresley, and I feel we are old
acguaintances.’

“Thank you.  Yes, Mrs. Nelson is one of those
people this rough old world wonld be worse without.
T ha‘vo to thank vou for the roses sent to cheer a
man's reom.’

Ida lavghed and blushed.

“And she promised not to tell I’

‘She was too kind not to let me know of vour

thought for a stranger.’

‘T wonder,’ thought Renald to himself as he
walked home, “why that girl’s relatives bhave left her
I such a position. A princess playing at being &
kitchen-maid would be no greater wonder than such g
girl acling as miliiner’s assistant,’

The crickes badges necessitated many visits, and
Mrs. Nelson nodded wisely to herself when the young
1_)901)1@ wandered off from badges to talk of many subb-
Jects she did not understand.  Sometimes Mr. Gresley
remained to tea in the Tittle house, and then he saw
Tda housckeeping, with that air of & princess at play
which amused him.

The days drifted by pleasantly.  On fine after-
noon in April, wot having anything special to do, Ida
set off up the Pass which led from the village to the
next Division.

Liooking down the valley she saw a man’s figure
coming up {he Pass, and recognised Ronald Gre&ley.
Ier first impulse was to hide behind a big rock until he
passed, but on second thought she decided to remain

I know they would he just

‘Mrs. Nelson
May I consider myself

sick



