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“Am I ke mammwms, grannie? " the girl asked in that bushed
tone iu which we epeak of those who bad been near and dear to us.

* No," answered her grandmother thoughtfally, looking at ber,
i though you are fair too, Ada had golden bair and bloe eyes, while
your eyes are grey aod your hair is brown, You are taller, too, and
more upright than she.”

“ Then I resemble papa?

Y No, Frances, ] can't say you do, though your eycea ate a little
when one looks at them closely,”

* Pocr mamrma,” the girl said softly, * her’s was but a sbort

life."”

¢ But not an unbappy one," ber grandmother answered. while
her kindly blue eyes wer: tet with tears. * Henry and she were
very happy—there is coneolation in that thought.”

“ Were papa’s frisnds not pleased with his marriage ? '

“ Bo I bheard then, It seemed his uncle wished him to marry &
ward of his, and 1 believe they never spoke to each other again.”

“ That was Roland's father 7

*Yes, Mr, Hugh Bren'wood, a bitter, bad map, I fear.
didn’t even attend poor Hugh's funeral.”

“And he and Rolsnd wounld bave ipherited Brentwood but for
me ! "

"Yes. Your father bad no will made,
were to be sech 8 great hetress,”’

“And uncle Hugh and you were appoioted my grardians.
Bomehow | never cared much for nocle Hugh. Rolaod isn't a bit
like bim.”

' Not much.
more ike bim."

“0Oh! not a bit, grannie.”

* Well, perbaps not. Iea’t Reland comibg to-morrow !

“ Yes, thig is our last guiet cvening. Mr. and Mrs, Parr and
Aonie are comiog to-morrow, too."

“Of course 1 shall be glad to see them, but for all that I am be-
ginning to regret our quiet life at Rosemount—though that ie
selfieb.”

“ Yon gelfish | Why, you wouldn't know how,
to the terrace, and 1 will fix you {famously,”

Francea asgisted her grandmother to her feet, 8he was stilia
youthfel-looking woman for her years, Those delicate, sensitive
women, with fair bair and blue eyes, have a charm all their own in
their old age. All ber triais she was wont to eay came together, A
year or two previous to her daughter's marnage her busband died,
then came bher danghter's death, caused, the doctors eaid, by the
shock of Mr. Brentwood’s death. At that time she herself wasll
with some spinal complaint that had left its marks behind.

It was to this womon in ber quiet country home thavr Mra,
Harper brought her daugbter’s child. Mrse. Harper bad lived with
Mru. Acland for eome years, and kad been sent to attend tbat lady's
daughter before Mr, Brentwood's diath, but whea sne brought the
baby tume after that ternble pight 1o the &url of Ulkter, not all
Mie. Acland's persuasions, backed by the (ffer of a genercus salary,
could induce her to remam. Bhe was 111, she said, and besides her
boy peeded a mothel’s care ; so she left Bosemount, From a village
named Dopaghbeg Mrs. Acland bad hexrd from her at long intervals
doring a fow years, but pince she and Frauces left Ireland some years
ago she had ! eard notoing «f her.

The view from the terrace was always fine, and Mrs, Acland,
pnable to walk far, spent mnch of her time there. This evening,
with the rays of the sun fallivg on the beeches ard oaks that stood
thickly tegetker, avd fiashizg here and there on the little stresm
tbat rushed mernly along, Frances thought she had never seen
Brentwood lock fairer, Away 1o the distance the thick smoke showed
where Budbury, the nearest towg, stood, A few houses gathered
ronnd a lutle church, not far from the park gates, made up the
village of Brentwood.

“ How beautiful Bientwood is ! * Frances said, ‘f or is it that the
early summer makes all places beautiful 2

“ It bewog a1l your very own, as the children say, perhaps gives
you tbat feeling

“No, that's not it ; but 1 think that my father and mother both
dying here 8o young has somethiong to do with it.”

“Why Frances, child,” the elder woman sawd, ¥ T sve nuw bhow I
have ppoiled you, You need companiens of your own age, while
here 1 have always kept you tied to my sde. You are growing
morhid,"”

“lodied, | am not, grannie,
not tell you of my advesture,”

" Adventure 77

" A tiny Littie one only, You know I walked to Sudbury to-day
for yéur wools, and I lingered longer thaa I intended, so that I was
hurryieg for Juncheon,  Well, there 18 & path through the meadows,
a saving of a mile or more, and 1 came that way, and 1o crossing the
river the plack zave way, nnd there T was left clhinging to a tree
that strctehed over the noer, It must bave brok nia a second or
two when a geotleman hitel me over, and—uvss who lie was ! "

like

He

A poor little mite you

Still since his father's death Roland he3 growa

But come out

But,” speaking qutekly, “ [ did

“Idon"t know, indeed,”

" Mr. Rivers, the member for South Tyrall.”

“ How did he come to this quarter of the world 1"

“ He is staying with Sic Charles Darce, Perhips we may meet
bim to-night, And ocw, grannie, 1f yon are tired I shall settie you
in your chair asd run off for some roees for my hair,”

But Mrs, Acland was not destined to rest long,

" A lady desires to see you, ma'am ; she is in the library,” said
her own maid, coming to ker side.

“ Alady ! Who is she, Jane 1"

“I don't know, ma'am, B8he gave no name.”

* Phank you, Jane, that will do. 1 cao manage now myself,”
and Mrs, Acland went towards the library, and opening the door
eaw the perdon Frances and she had been speakir g of a little before
—Mi1s, Harper.

Bbe was plainly dressed, but Mrs, Acland saw at a glance that
she expected to be treated in a different manner from that of former
daye,

“ Why, Mrs, Harper, how gled 1 am to see you again I” said
Mre. Acland, “You shoold have told your name at once, and 1
would have brought Frances. Bhe will be pleasad to see you,"”

“ Thank you, Mrs Acland, but I wished to see you first, and 1
don’t think I need trouble Miss Brentwood.”

“ Oh, just as you like,” Mrs, Acland eaid, puzzled by something
in ber visitor’s manner. ¢ Pray sit down, Did you walk from
Sudbury '

“ No,” Mrs. Harper answered lacomically, ¢ I did pot.,”

* Perhaps I can off:r you some refreshmenis—a glass of wine 1"

“No, thank you, Mrs. Aclacd, nothing. I wish to speak to you
first.”

“ Very well, but I am sorry we dine out this evening, and,”
looking at ber watch, ¥ my time must be pecessarily short,”

“T will not detain you long,
M1 Rivers I

¢ The member for Bouth Tyrall 1

3 Yes.”

“ No, but I expect to make his acquaintance to-night,

" He i my son.”

*Your son "

% Yes, my son,”

4 But his name —"

“ 18 Charles Harper Rivers,”

“ 1 .jon't understand,”

“ No, Well it is easily explaived. All my savings were ex.
pended on bia education, and a gentleman, Mr Rivers, took a fancy
to him when at szheol, and belped him to get on”

“And left him a fortupe, ] make po doub®.
Harper, I am very glad be was so fortunate.”

* He was pot fortunate in that respect. Mr. Rivers died
intcotate, My boy has vothing save what he makes bimself,”

“ But I am sure he wil! succeed now., You must be very proud
of him, Mrs Harper.”

1 am,” she answered, " apd anxious ta eee him marry a
woman of meang,”

" Naturally enough” smilesd Mrs Acland,

% He might riee to any position if bhe onca had money,
Acland, 1 wigh to see bim married to your granddasughter.”

For a wminute there waas silence, then 3rs Acland rose, epeakinog
slowly.

* Mrs Harper, you forget yourself strangely.
buat 1 really bave no farther time to spare.”

But Mrs Harper, more active than she, stoo i before the doorway,

“You sball hsten to me,” she said, her black eyes glittering,
¢ Why should not this match take place? He is young, bhandsome,
and telented. Why shovld he no. wed Mise Brentwood ! ”

“ Ag I said before you forget. He is your son, and she—"'

* Is Frances Nolau whose mother earns her bread by charing."

Mra Acland never moved, and she went on,

“On the pight I came from Fleetwood with your daughter’s
child, you may remcmber there was a s'orm.  Only another woman
wag on board, and she, too, hid A baby with her nearly cf the same
age as the chld I carried. Wkile we were waiting for the sbip tv
go to pieccs, a wave swept the deck. How, I cannot tell, but the
child was boine out of my arms, aod at the same mcment Mra
Nolan was thrown violently on the deck. She struck ber head in
falling, and I, not meaniog but to save the child, lhiftel it. There
wae great confusion on deck, and this passed unooticed. When, at
lengtb, help came to ug, all assumed that it was ver child that had
b-en swept overboard. I did not enlighten them theo, and finally £
resolv-d to bring her child to you,”

While the woman waz speakinz Mra Aclasd droppe! into the
chair,

“You are sayine thig to fiig.i:n me,” she pasped.

“[ am not. Itistrue, I koew how you would feel for the baby,
aund the woman Nolan was poor, and not hkely 1o recover from the
eff cts uf her fall cs I was told, s 1 brought her cbiid here,

Do you know a gentleman named

Why "

Indeed, Mra

Mrs

P’lease excuae me,



