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WHAT CON DID

By Dorothy B#ird. Author of By the Path of the

Storm,"” ete. -

HEN a vouug man is cooped ap
in a microscopie villnge, miles
and milee away from any-

. where and anyhody, he has
two courses eopen to him,

Exlher he will f2ll io love and marey

reapectably, or he will get into mischief,”
Ars Roberts shut up her mouth with

& 8uap, as was her habit after u.ml\mg

& definite assertion, ™
“To young. Stokes - there is but ome

tourse open,” she added, after a pause.
“Why 2 dsked Elise softly.

"“ By!™ retorted Mrs Roberts. “How
ean’ Fou ask, child? There is oo one
bere -for him 4o fall in love ‘with,

Elisé cowered closer into her corner.
Even Mrs Roberts found it hard to avoid
mmmdmg her danghter of her defor mxty
in theé course 'of conversation.

“I don’t ree why. he meed neceSaauly
get into mischief,” she said,

“My dear Llune, You are no louger a
baby. Do unse Four commion sense, What
eise has the peot, unfortunate young
man o dot He cannot potter round hig

faror all. glay- and all might, teo. The,

hunting season is over. He is Dot intels
lectual, and a man tires of novel- -reading,
and there is mot a billiard table or =&
tennis court or gulf ]mks for nriles,
Ther. is'no society—

“There is
Elise. “And I am sure we h-ne asked
ki often enough.”

“The Rector!™ Mra Bnbcrl veice
was fell of cantempt. “Asnaffy  old
hachelor, with no idea ontside lis rub-
cases. A healthy young men wch ]
Bernard Stokes would find an e\pmng
wder his tongue worsé than an evening
in ngator\ . And for ourselves, I am
_gure there ‘is nething to atiract him
here. Bhe stopped short ; she was tread-
ing on dangeromns gm:md again.

But Elise bore no malice. She rose,
and, poing to the window, looked out
into the soft, velvety twilight as it cmpt
down over the hills, ~

“Perhaps it will be "different when
Con comes lLome,” she said,

Mrs Roberts brightened percq-ptlhlv.
Tf Elise, with her shirunken fipuve and
her misshapen ehoulders was the great
disappeintment of her, life, Con, the
eleverest girl of ler time at \e\n]lmm,
was ita greatest joy and pride.. .

Akt she said. “When Con comes
hone it will be different. She is so full
of life and epirits she will waken the
whole village, I shonld not be at all
sorry to see them make a matel of jt,”
she added softly. “I like young Stokes.
He s hohest and manty, aml if he has
not been all that he shoukd be—well,
there i3 evory excuse considering,”

Mrs Roberts thought over her iden-a
good deal that evening, and the more
she thought of it, the more it found fa-
vour in her eyen.” Com might do o preat
deal worse than marry this gaod-looking
young man who was ULlessed with a long
pedigree, a small private income, and a
farm to boot. Con would have a little
money,’ too.” It ‘would all be very mice
and \ery bonvenient,  Bhé must bring
the young people tngﬂther 4575000 A8 she
could,

At‘cnrdmgl\', hefmv nhe \'ront o bfd
that night she indited o leiter to 'Beh
vard Stokea,

“Dear Mr Stokes,” [t yan. "Till you
gome and liave dinner with us on Thurs-

the Rector,” interposed

day next? We shall be very pleased ¢
see you if you will. T am expeeting my
daughter from (Germany to-morrow, so
we shall net be so dull as we usually
arg.~-Yours very truly, Isabel Roberis.”
© “The foundation stone,” she said to
heizelf with a smile as she folded the
letter. i ) .

But Bernard Stokes was not nearly so
pleased to receive the missive as Ars
Roberts had been to send it.

_“Confounded blue-stocking of & girl,” -

he mused, ealling to mind rumours of
Con's Newnham days, which were atloat
in the village, “I suppose I must con-
seént to be bored for oné evening,” he
added, seatmg himself at. the “utmm
table. .

. And when Ile had ﬂmshcd his nnte he
wandered out into the soft stilluess of
the syminer night. "The moeon and stars
were shiniug brighily, and. the yellowy
glow of the sunset stilt lingered in the
weat. Perhaps it was the heaf, and elose-
ness of it alt that made him turn to-

. wards the stream which trickled so mer-

rily through the rnshes,- hurrying
blithely to the meibl which roared faintly
in the distance. It was cool and shady
in the lare by the mill, and the roses
and honeysuckle in the hedgerows filled
the dampened night air with a sweet and
subtle perfume. Be that as it may, he
bent his. steps towards ilhe mifl six
nights out of the seven, and, a8 often as
not, he found Mary Alder wandering in
the lane, or walking up amdl down the
Mill Howse garlen with a wonderfully
expectant air.

Poor Mary Alder!. She was not old:
she was only about tweniy-five, yet
cveryone called her poor, and everyone
looked wpon her na an okd maid. She
was what might be called a sad-caloured
little person, with soft grey eyes, a com-
monplace face. and hair of o nondescript
shade. Her dresses were always dark
and dowdy, her manners quiet anwl a
little print, But she had & soft, sxeet
voice snd o pleasant smile that kept her
from being totally unintevesting.

She had Yived ail her Jife at the Alill
Haouse, anl had never slept away from it
for = single night, The wildest of her
dissipations had been & concert at the
nearest town, to which she had driven
in her father's light cart. She had been
taught by a geverness after her mother
dtied, and though from this lady she had
learnt refinement of manner and tastes,
and a certain broad-mindedness uf leas,
the very fact of her having had @ gover-
ness cut Ler off from nthm girls of her
station. The young Indies of the place
would uot condescend to Know the nil-
ler's daughler; the humbler girls as-
sumed that she would be ‘teo proud to
mix with then.  Poor Mary Alder was
1. severely alope. Angd 80 ler life drag-
ged itself out, eavh year as dull and
monotonous &s the last,

Then " Bernard eamer - Rernard was
bored to death on his lomely farm; and
le fell hrto evit ways for wunt of some-
thing to do.: But he grew tired of play-
ing cards and losing money—for theve
s mo village so munall or a0 remote where
a man cannot play eards and Joso momny
i he will. He waw secretly asliamed of
Trimaelf; - too, when le thought of ihe
times he had come home the worse for
drink, ‘&nd’ le ‘cant his’ ‘eyes- nbout in
peaveh’ of lmh am\uwment. '

faroe v n

_mill,

By some ill-luck his eyes dighted npon
poor Mary Alder, and they brightened
eonsiderably. 8he was gquite passable,
she was even intelligent, she would help
to while away many long hours during
the next year—he would probably fire
of hex after that; but in the meantime
she wonld do very well.

Bo he made friends with the miller,
and i course of time with the miller’s
danghter also. Hawlly o day passed but
what Bernard Stokes came down to the
and the old man chuckled to him-
self whenever he heard the well-knowu
step along the lane, thinking that poor
Mary ‘Alder would not be an old maid
after all. Was it any wonder that Mary
herseti wondered that she had ever found
her life dull and monotonons, .or that
her eyes brightened and ler heart beat
quictker at the very sound of Bernard's
name ? .

Tyruly, his pavents had lhardly been
wise in buying hiin & farm in this re-
mote country spot, miles away from any-
‘where ‘and anyhody. ’ .

But a blue-stocking is not always =a
bore, - Neither is she always awkward
and dowdy, When Bernavd Siokes paid
his duty visit to the Pavish Chareh -on
the following Sunday morning he was
surprized to see a tall and graceiul
figure next to Elise in the corner of the'
Roberts’ pew. His confoundet hiue-
stocking of a girl carried bhevsell like »
queen, and gowned herseli like n en-
quette. Bhe was pretiy, loo, wilth the
frank and open beauty of a woman whe
kuows her attractioms, but who has so
many other aml better things Lo think
about that ihe knowledge takes its vight-
ful place in ler estimation, sl 0 ouky
adds. to hier charm. - Therve was an ex-
pression on her face which made the
young man listen i the words of the
service as le had not listeped to them
since lie left home years ago for a public
sehool, and he left the church with &
ﬁ‘(']ing of wtter unworthiness growing
up in his heart,

But Con was wo prude, as 'Bmmurd
found out on-the following Fhursdny.
To hear her talk, it was diflienlt to bo-
lieve that she wus a learned weman, to
hear her delivious laugh nas to discredi
the fact that she had ranked high among
ihe wranglers-when she took the Iripos,
in spite of all the books - amd papers
which certified that it was an umbis-
puted fact, . Her conversation was a
vare trext to one wha had been conped
up for nuiny  mwntbhs in g dead-alive
country village, with ne one to talk to
save tlhie Reclor—wlhose only jov in liie
waus studying the habits of grubs—and
the employees upnn his farm.  Mury
Alder’s  conversation. was novessarily
limited -of vange and lacking in bril-
lunce amd originalily; at times it was
also o little heavy, so that the talk of
this eultured givl, with all her learning
and her whole hearled frivobily, was o
revelation to him, Even the quict Elise
brightened up wnder her sister's sunny
inﬂu(-nu-' and became quite witly, °

l!ormu'd lmgored as late as propr |riy
wonld allow, aml when he left he found
himscll booked for a picnie- which C'on
had planned for the following week, His
house seemed sirangely big and deserted
wiren Lie retorned, and e could not hetp
winking how different it wonld be il

there were sumeone o s5tng about the
dark eld corridors and waken the cehoes |
of the gmunt squore rooms, but that
somecne was cerlainly not pom \Inry
Alder. S

Elise was vight. It was qulte lhﬂ'l‘l.'-l
ent now thal Con had retwrned. Even
the mwuotonons village hardly secined
the same, for Cun's bicycle wonkl fly
throngh it two or thice times a day,
seattering fowly and dogs aml olher
sleepy loiterers in the street to vight and
Jeft, and Con’s merry laugh was often
heard at the ecolinge doors.. The old,
Rector himself was' persuaded to leave
his grubs and join her walking pavties
and picnics, and be grew guite frivelous

vhen she insisted an neconypanying hin

on  kiz  matarnHsing © expeditions. i, 1t
must be ownal. that his frivolity “wvas
slightly heavy and purely scientific, but®
as Con was scientifie also, she {ook it
as lt. was meant, and App r‘('iu!(-l it
du.ye- ot

As o chalnl,. tu him lhe \\mld was;
a new place sinee Con badd eone Within-
his Koen.™ Uf eouran, he Joved he! Lew!
people conld kiow Copstance Tioberis !
and not fall o vietim to the 4,])011 of her”
pretdy foee and' the divect. glince 6F her’
homay blue eyes.  Aml 1o Meruard
love ‘brought a new ol strange Rciing
of mworthiness, Something abéit this
bright,~pare ¥nglish givl-eadled- up all
1hat wos fine in his natwe, He would
give his soul to blot out some of the in-
cidenta i his past, he wounld Jdo any-
ibing, suffer anything, to be warthy o!‘
her- Ih\e, even llmngh he should never’
gain it.

Mary _\]dm wum]mod alone night nf—
ter uight in the Mill Honse garden nad

g7

_in thv ]Jlu‘—]()'lli{ aler the 1toses in the

Diedgeraws :hnd  faded aned wild (lu-nmtm
was Blooming in iheiv stead.” AMér
w she grew Fathess amk handly ever
veirlired Sutsitde the house, bt sat in
the parlosr window evening “after eveid
ing, listening, in the mule tension of
!mpP defeireil, Tor his merry whistle' over
the méaddws,” fur’ his step in the lane
for ilfe click 'of ihe male, but he never
cvame.  Heé spent all lng evenings it {he
€irahge, ar- walking with  the - mivle
throwgh the woads; or, beltley U, bicy:
eling with Con ulung the sweet- swenlod
Innes. . Mary wns Inr'.nl!on, and she
knew it. =he knew that the bonny young
girk at the Grange had laken awny * her
one {reasure—and yol she hoped, 8

Ro the days possmd, and My
fiul  them wonolonsns—her | g
never be monotonous now that Py nh"nl
had ghabdened some of !—nn]v therg:
WwWas a “mgint at her heart, PYi _~niligg
times Lhe Pressnre smuonnted Lo agony-

July passed into Anguat, nml Mrd
Roberts chuekled to herself ovei’ the sue-
cena 0of her scheme, BPLET SLENET {

“Tle ja lhend over eprm in Yove," sha
sapt 1o Blise.” “And aw for Con. wel), ha
in the only man sbe exer wees. 1 do nob
|l\ there is wnch fear of lier n-fn-.ng

Bul l-"lme unly wizdlhel. (nn hind ||ot
henrdt what she had henwl in the quicq
months when Barnanl bl been Lored
o death on his tonely farm.

The nexi day, a8 luck wonhl have 1t
they bent. iheir steps townrle the lnnC
by the mill when they starled Tor theie
wsnal walk, Con waa full of wpirits, Ior
it wos one of l.]mw mll el summed
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