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‘the~ pleasant voice of the minister.
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WITH MALICE AFORETHOUGHT.

BY REV. J. MERVIN HALL.

“We might just as well be ruined en-
tirely, so far as my plans and hopes are
concerned. I shall be crazy if 1
sit here thinking, thinking any longer.”
And Helen Kirk started up, put on her
hat, and thrust the hat pin savagely
through it as she stood for a moment

" before the glass.

“I don’t wonder there is a deep fur-
row in your forehead,” she said to her
reflection in the glass. “ And it never
will be smoothed out again as long as
you live.” _ S

Helen went out into the warm sun-
shine .and breathed the vibrating air,
balmy with all the odors of spring; .
for the cottage of the Kirks was on
the border of the city, wherc the trees
and.open fields began. But Helen did
not notice these things, nor hear evén
the hilarious notes of the brown thrash-
er that sang in the maple tree.
first - thing that attracted her -attention
from her own moody thoughts was the

* approach of a gentleman coming along

the street from the city. He -walked
with an alert, springing step, as if time
-were too short for all the work he had

‘ to do.

“ Oh, d&r! i thought Helen, “:t is,

“Mr. Marklind,” and he ié ‘the last per-

son I want to meet. He sees every-
thing through those near-sighted: glasses
of his and-as for-his. gray hair, it is a

'tmmtocudidwuwmny s i

“Geod mornmg Miss. Helem spoke
“I
am glad to see you lookmg SO serene .
and cheerful, so much in harmony Wlth
the lovelmess of the morning”
' “Mr. Markland, 1 know I don’t, look
sercne and cheerful; and if the morn-
ng is 'lovciy, I haven’t noticed it yet.”
*“It .must be the glasses,” said the -

5 mxmstcr with conviction, as he took 10‘!-‘
them off and carefully wiped them. GOOd’meﬂmE I WJ!W w"“fth o e, But
T afreshbreezefromthewoodsandasks
,&m meto%tomlgwnthhmlmdthenhe
re tha

: wnll

Thenhewentonmthattone thatno
one. ever doubted. and which had open-
ed to -him many close-fastened hearts.
“What is it that troubles you, Hel-
m? Perhaps 1 can help you." |
“Well, Mr. Markland, no doubt you

mmmabwt father’s financial .

.

reverses. We are not ruined dom-

-7 pletely, but—but—"

Helen hesitated. Loolsmg ’throngh
the glasses into the eleur eyes of the lit-
tle minister, her troubles. seemed  to .

~ dwindle to the size of her own image ,
. which she uw there. But shc went =

on:

matanend. Iwasgoingahmtdto

~study for three years, you know. .And

now!, just when I see on the verge
suee&c, I must. ehiﬂup,andbe
one of t‘iae cmwd, Just an ordmarg good

pianist,” ViR e o
The ai;iat'« "cmﬂed ;:ently.-
'see how great the disappointment . is °

toyou,” he said, “but it is not easy for Mrs. Leetookberatm"olildud'r

mctélonkatnt&ommm of
view. Iamamu!yucom:le{to the
= fdet of your remaining in Roselea, and
Immkatﬁnsverymomm of
_several. m”i&wlmban ordmty«
od mmt could bcmcdcmeful.
,,l;ht notall."- ,
5% Nd,, ugbd Heleu
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But yesterday T went by appointmentA
to the. Waverly Hospital and, and—then

they would not accept’ me’ for training.
I am perfectly well, but they 'said that .
my physique was not -  equal to the
severe and constant strain of the work,
and that especially my nervous sympa-
thetic temperament was agamst me.”
The minister 'said nothing. ©* He was

watching - Helen’s fingers as they ner-.
vously wove themelves toeether while

she spoke.
“And so,’? concluded Hekn,

help at home. Of course'l am needed
there, and it will save the expmse of a
maid, but all these things are such &
d:sappomtment to me thag it some~
“times seems as if I couldn’t: endure it
any longer; as if there wasn't a girl<in

the city whose Jot is so hard as m»' ‘her hands as a mother -holds a baby,

- There, Mr. ‘Markland, T lmow
I am a bundle of selfishness.”
The minister took out his watch and
looked at it absently, For' some rea:
hedndnotseunsoreadyasusqﬁto

say the right word to one. \vho sought '

his advice. e

“I hope life will not look - qmte 0.
" ‘dark to you after a while : he - md.z
“I will, talk with you again soon,
This mo\'ﬁmg I am um*péetedly"uﬂ-'
ed to atténd an important ‘ commiittee

meetin Bos and 1 must »to ﬁer ade, and with dainty touches she
et on e met, e wy the flowers with skill. =

once. I shall hvg%oneglcgimpi
-my calls to-day; but there is one I am

very anxious about, andrmngoingtb exduuhdﬂda.
will.

ask you to take my place, if you
Mildted Leé'is a»mfoum ‘yotir own
age, but. she.is an. invalid. She. lives. at
- 158 Hermon street, quite at the other .
-side of the city. Wouldyou be willing

‘to call there this- mormng mdz tell her Tland ‘has’ sent’ t6 me. Hasn't he the |

_why T could not ‘come? ”

“Why, I-hardly know. ' Yu, i sup-
poseso,lfyouth!nk‘l I 2
“Thank you, RLP e ‘99
my train.” B e s
~ “Well, this: is /interestin -Z’z,
Helen. S Tm acheedul T, to

% doa't know: Miwmw Amr

unm,aadﬂwgthebmum,whm
“way, I can take a few flowers” . - _the - Come,’" he |-
So Helen stopped at a tiniy shop where " will_say, lmmwmmtm-»a
~a German kept fresh flowers; and bouglht - lums in-that leafy hollow. yonder; let’s
some carnations to~ which ‘the: florist -~ 80 and get them. And here, at the foot | !
addedafcw,,w‘o{'*ﬁrmibém of this grand old pine, is the last bunch |
“ And vill #ou vear von pink?”  of arbutus; is there any perfume. so |
 said the old man, “Tt was’ éj: sweet? And look,.quick!. There goes
-'hfl like the sky dis mon ~a scarlet M!' Until it seems 1o

tlm.oouuhiac
_morning that it was
“than it had been a
Sbe easily fo:md
mon ﬂreet

Whmafwmhm

room.
Asshccmsedthlthmlho‘m,. ‘she *
paused in a at* what she
saw. Against one side of the room was
a bed.. Itmboarded at the sides
with quartered

. upat right angles to it. All these things

“‘ them; . for . .her gaze was drawn to the

‘ are free!” thought Helen.

“ there‘
is nothing left for me:to do except to -

g Oh, how kmd you arel” said Mnld-

the bed. ahd . a small .piano was drawn
Heleri saw, and .yet she did not see

little figure upon the bed, the girl whose
" dife was bound by those few feet of
space.. Her head was lifted upon the
white pillows, her pale face, surround-
by wavy brown hair, was too pale and
transparent, but her eyes were bright,
and ' the ‘light of perfect peace shone
in ‘them. “And thank God her hands

“ Mildred, this is Helen Kirk, - who
has come to see you,” said Mrs. Lee.

‘Helen “tried to collect her thoughts.
What should she say. ‘She began to
open the box of flowers.

“Mr. Markland had to g0 to ‘Boston
this morning,” she began, “ and he ask-
ed me to come and tell you that he could
not  call - to-day. I thought you might

l,zlne a few ﬂevwets, and 'so” 1 brought
“these,” -

red, as ‘she reached out heér whnte hands
for the flowers. She gathered them in

till the blossoms touched -her cheek.
A tinge of color fluttered there like the
fmat blush of the Daybreaks, but a

-~ confrast with the deep crimson 1
_ofthedarkerﬁowcrs :

 Oh—how~delicious ! ” she' breathed,
“as she inhaled their .fragrancg. “But
o | must not let them get thirsty.  Will
you please hand me that vase on the
.. mantel?? ‘No, not' that one; the tall
,one with the green tint in it” = .

“She drew one of the swinging stands

“Why, you almost make them Speak,”

It was good to hnr Mddf&d’s np-
nﬁnx 1"81! as she answered: - -
Ob,but tileydospeak, alfof
them, ‘and' these that you have will speak
to me of the new friend that Mr. Mark-

“strangest ways of doing lovely things?
~How do you sitppose he treats me? I
haven't moved from my place, you\m
for twelve years, excepf Malcom hfts
Mr. Marklind comies in like

(hiﬁs
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