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| é'r(}nstan *s Black Jﬁéep.

THE STORY OF A WOOING BY PROXY. -

It waa all Aunt Elizabsth's fault,
for she wrote out te the guardian,
and gave him a highiy-coloured list
of my misdeeds. I know it was &
highly-coloared one, for he told me
o when he ¢came hotne, and ssw for
himeelf that I was wwt as black as
she painted me; and, besides that, I
saw ihe letter atterwards.

¥ou soe, she was an old maid, and
perhaps she didn’'t understand what
it was 10 be in my shoes. Amyway,
wa never, as the boys said, “pulled
Ragether” very well; and it wae after
that long, long list of all my sins
which wen} out to India im the
sunt's stiff Ttalian handwriting that
1 got the name of “Grimston's black
sheep,” and somehow it stuck to me.
Qive a dog a bad mame, you know!
For when, my guardian—Major
Gerard Grimston, V.C.—wrote home
agatn he said:

“Give my love to the litile ——*

And then there dollowed the
cleverest drawing you ever saw of a
Htitle ooal-black sheep, done in pen-
and-ink, in the letter.

The boys were awtully pleased
with it, and they mpever called me
saything else Hll he eame home,
when everything was changed in a
most extraordi wWRY.

T lived with Aunt Elizabeth Jaze-
scn, in the eoumtry, and it was only
im the holidays that I enjoyed uny-
self i the least—firat of sl] becauss

-4he boys Bt the viearage were st

- faca v coetaietateiata

home then, and I was able to escaps
from my prisen-house, and have a
real good time with them; and, be-
pides ihat, I got away from leszons
and practising and everything else,
which Aunt Elizabeth was 8o terribly
particular about.

‘“‘Remember, Veroniea,” she mnsed
to say, "“that yom are growing up;
in fact, I may say you are grown up,
and it is time you left off your hoy-
denish waya, for I yealdy cannot
imagine what Major Grimston will
think of you when he comes homel™

Really, if I hadn't known what a
good sort the guardian was, 1 be-
lieve that the sunt's cuckoo-like cry
of “What will Major Grimston say?”
woold have made me hate his very
name. .
~ T know the boys detested the men-
tion of him, because they said that
a8 soon as bhe come homwe there
would be an end of all our good
times together; and, though I wes
wearly nineteem, I didn't see why
anyone shonld wani me te becoms a
stuclk-up young mixs in fine feathers
and airs, like 50 many of the girls
one sees in the ftowns. Anyway, I
hated the idea quite as much as the
boys did, and after a while Aunt
Elizabeth gave up the “black sheep™
a8 & bad Job, and I was lefi till the
V.C. came home. .

He came a day tov soon, as I re-
member to my cost,

_ It was late Getoker, and the wind

“doing nothing all day.
. might have beem alone tegether, you
. 3es, if you had liked!™

away, as they were once long ago in
a terrible flood, so there I had bsen
at work with them most of the afters
noon, and by the time I torned home-
wards I was in an awful btate.

I know 1 prayed that I might be
able ¢o wlip in witheut bring scen by
Annt Elizabeth, for my frock was
torn, apd soaked with mud-and-water,
my kair had tumhled down, and I
believe | had managed to bash in my
hat sewehow tearing howme through
the wood; s0 aitogetier I was not fic
te be seem—by bher, st leant.

Someons clse saw me, which was a
nuisance, and that was Tony Manael,
the vicar's eldest son, who was juat
going out to Indis with his regiment.

He m%t me in the woed, too, where
it was mearly dark, and I hoped I
might pasa him unseen; but it waa
no good, for be canght me, and 1
ecouldn’t get away.

He was 8 aice boy, and very good-
looking, and had always taken my
part when the others teased me be-
¥ond all bearing.

“My dear girl, where's the hurry?"
he said, when I tried 4o impress upon
him that I waas in haste, and not in
the mood to dawdle with him in ihe
damp shadow of the leafless trees.

“I am soaked to the skin,™ I said
shortly, “and if the auné catches
me— N

“There'll be the devil to pay!™ he
szld, wickedly. *“Never mind that, old
girl. I've been wanting to apeak to
you for ever so long, and somehow
we've never been alone, so-——''

“Never been alome!™ I echoed acorn-
fally. “And there was I on my kuees
feeding those precioms rabbite of the
boys®, £t0 say nothing of lovking after
the huiches, which might have heen
wrashed away by the river, and you
have been dawdling sbout, I supposa,
Weil, we

“Don't be sroan, RBonniel Goodmoas
knows, I haven't had muwsh tiow fer
anything lately, with geiting my kit
and all the reat of it; but you might
let me speak 40 you—aome day sool.
How ripping your bair js—just like
Zoldt  If's awtally wet, though; you'll
get your death of vold. Do yon know,
Yoy hass growa uncommonly pretty,
BHonnis, siace your bair swail up?

There was aocmething inm his ayes
which T had never seen thers before,
and I &ido't feel aliogether somfort-
able somehow. 1 gathered mp my
mase of wet hair, and tucked it away
under my battered hat.

“Well, I can't stop to licten to yoar
pistitudes now, Tony,” I said, “so
good-night! Remember, Major Grim-
ston ig coming lo-morrow, an we ghall
all have to be on our best behaviour.”

“Especially the black sheep!™ he
shouted after me, as I fled away
through the little gate which led into
the atables.

I thought I should be able to
scramble in mnseen by the side-door;
but, alas! just am I was makiog my
way throagh the yard, a terrible voice
sonnded in my ears:

“Veroniea!™

Then Y knew ihat the worst had
happeped, for on. raising my eyes I
‘beheld the indignant countenance of
Aunt Elizabeth.

To my horror, there was & sirange
man with her—a man who bent & pair
of half-amused, bhalf.astonished blue
eéyes upon me and my wild aitire—
a man with a bronzed face, with &
scar across hig forehead, & scar which
somehow seemed familiar to me.

~And is this"” he said “the black
eheep?™

“You!™ I gasped, suddenly realisimg
that this was Major Grimston, V.C.—
“youl Why, you have come a day
too sonl”

*And it 1 hava, what matter?™ he
@aid, holding my handa, and lookimg
down at me with a quiver of & wmile
breaking acrogs his pice face.

I caught the severe glanos which
the aunt fashed wpom e, and my
courage forepok me, I suddenly be-
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