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Joyee. s|<eak up and explain how our

mood i> uoi angelical, and that sheer

unadulterated sentiment

~We won’t laugh at sentiment to-

iay.”
"Indeed not. We ask it of you in

urge doses.”
"We went over a factory this morn

ng." said Joyce, lifting serene eyes
upon the figure in grey, "and the whin
- still in our brain."

"We .ailed on Mrs Blanlfor.i this

afternoon." appended Pamela, "and hei

«ar cry is still in our ears."

Miss Prudence led the way to her

strio.ir. and sat down opposite her

j aests.

"Now. tell me everything." sai . she.
For a :n-> ]nent Miss Verity hovered

among ■ . treasures that please .
her.

"•lour pot-]H>;trri jars! And your
miniatures! We were right in comitur.

Joyce. The grace of this old

room revives me."

Presently sht subsided into

a ehair.
You like it?” said Miss

Prue, wistfully.
"In a normal mood 1 love

it; in an abnormal one. 1

adore it.”

"Yet Constant a finds it

shabby."
"It is a benediction today.”
"For me it speaks of the

past.
"

"And as for us. it obliter-
ates the present. Mills and

modern Reforms are detestable. As for

' hild-Study and Sanitary* Developments
—- Mrs Blandford rides her hobby
with enthusiasm a deplorable enthusi-
asm in summer.’’

She is so eloquent, so clever." mused
Miss Prue.

Miss Verity’s lips opened and closed:
her eyebrows expressed dissent: the es-

timates of Duihampstead confounded
her. unaccustomed to the worship o:

mediocrity.
"She can do something of everything.”

ruminated the elder. "And her paint
ings—such lovely paintings! You can

count the leaves on the trees. Ah. 1
wish sue had shown you her paintings.
And h i room all upholstered in art

urs ' onstantia was very anxious.
Yvs. Minnie, we will have tea here."

Pamela crossed to a cabinet, and
od 1< >kii g into its recesses.

"What charming vases!" she said pr<
sently.

"Is Pamela among the prophets?”
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