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enocurage beginners, By the way, I have a
favour to ask. Miss Smith’s wedding being
out of reach of our lady correspondent, could
you send us as full a description as possible?
This being an ordered veport, will command
a small fee,”

Dorvis dashed off & delighted reply, which
brought a glow to ihe editor's cheek. *1
shall count you my literary father. If ever
I achicve success it will be all duc to you.”

The repert arrived, a
fller ohe even than he
requized, bat he would
not kurther by cutding it.

The next week she
received payment, five
suincas.  This secmed
liheral, but did not sur- 24}
prise hevignorance. It s
wis  strange,  though,
that eme post office order =
should be for ten shil-
lings, and the other for
the rest of the amonut,

Asshe held theorders,
a visiom of the sender
eame before her mind's
eyr; a grave, grey-
haired, cid man, clean-
shaven and portly—her
litevary father !

Meanwhile, that
gentleman was musing
npon  the chances of
serving her further, and
incrensing  the npow
slender bond  hetween

His reply Wos a new experience for her :
“1 arm not that sort of man, and I sinceroly
hope your relative knows nothing of me or
my work., No director has montioned your
name to me, nor do I know your unelo's. [
am disappointed in you, for I had hoped that
from similarity of tastes and mutual love of
the lino of work we have chosen, we might
have becomo friends.” Hoere he had paused,
and, softer thonghis intruding, he had added :

himself and his lonety COCOWHAT A BEAUTIECL FACE DTl ENCLAIMED,

literavy daughter.

Had he known it, that boud was in danger
of sevorance. A hombshell explading in his
oftice conld scarcely have shocked him more
than Ler next lettor.

“1 weat you to tell me twly if what [
have heard is trae. A velative whom I have
told of your kindness, hints that it is only
becanse my rich uncle is a director of your
paper, that you have takes meup. My uncle
has been very crrel to me, and I will not be
heholden to him for vour favour.”

“ But, on consideration, 1 aw cerfain you
wrate hastily, while smarting from the very
feeling which now burns in me. Let us
forget this unpleasant ineident, and resume
oar former literary relationship.”

For two months he lnd no further word of
or from Doris Mayne, bot far from dying
oub, his interest in her praw to love. He
invented the most ingenions pretexts for
frequently visiting the house where her
pertrait held his gaze during his stay.



