| _thought it was her duty to return to him.
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Irene’s Discovery.
: BY ANNETTE L. NOBLX,

Irenie Wells when a child lost her mother, and an
aunt begged theureol’h«l‘orch'm Tiene's
futher was a busy doctor in a country town, and as
he never-married again, Irene stayed with her
aunt until she was eighteen years old. Then as her
father’s h k had b ratherinfirm, Irene
He was
a large-hearted, wige man of whom' any daughter
should have been pioud as she was fond, and Irene
Joved him devotedly’ She was a good girl; and in
. the main sensible butBhe was a 1 ttle romantic; in
fact, she had read so many novels that she was vag-
mely dissatisfied with gverything and everybody not
after the pattern whicll she fancied most elegant.

Irene’s father was delighted to have her at home,
and she fonnd that he had refurnished her room and
done everything thet his love could devise to make
her happy. For a few weeks shé seemed quite. con-
tenfed, but before the summer ended, Dr. Wells

ticed an expression of discontent every day in-
creasing on the pretty face of his only child.

One morning before he started out on his profes-
slonal duties he playfully detained her, and asked
if she were ill, or what was the matter with his little
girl. Then it all came out in a burst. Irene de-
clared that life seemed ‘so stupid, so deadly monot-
onous,’ and that all the people she met were ‘tire-
some to the last degree.” The men talked only of
business or politics; the women about their bables,
servauts, of one another, and the girls were shy or
‘shallow.’
Browning’s poems had failed; sbe had shown the
young girls her photographs of. the Elgin marbles
in the British M . They Jooked at them
politely, and then were ten times more enthusiastic
sbout the amatenr kodak pictures of their own
friends, or of the interior of thelr houses. How had
ber intellectual father ever managed to exist in a
town where all life was so ‘stale, flat and unprofit-
able,’

Dr, Wells® gray eyes twinkled with humor and a
keen speech was on the tip of his tongue, but he
wanted to retain his daughter’s con .ce, 80 he
only asked : '‘Have you ever hea \of Mrs. H—
L——, or read any of her hooks ?’

‘Indeed, I have. - Why some critics say that she
is almost the best writer of fiction we have today in’
this country.’

.*Yes, I kuow. Well, she is staying at the Boyd
Hotel and is a patient ¢f mine. She was on her way
.%o California, but feeling Il stopped off for a night

and has been detained here ever since, I have had
some delightful talks with her and I will ask her to
Jet you call this evening; she is by no means stupid,
I'cao assure you.’

“No, indeed,’ cried Irene. ‘How I should love to
meet her | I never knew an anthor in private life;’
and thea she thought. . “Perbaps she will tejl me
how she began, and give me suggestions how to
. write a novel;’ for deep down in Irene’s heart was

. the hope that she wonld some day write a book
Swhich would make her famous.

Dr. Wells called that morning on his distingnish-
‘ed patient, aud perhaps gave her & hint of Irene’s

state of mind, for the lady, who greatly liked and
admired her phyﬂci.n. invited him to bring Ireme
and leav. her to spend that evening. -

How the young girl's heart fiuttered when she
first met the gentle responsive lady who stood for
all that seemed to Irene most to be desired!  She
was not ‘common;’ before middle sge she had ‘at-
tained fame. They talked first of indifferent'things,

. and then the lady said that, if she must be il atall, -

she was very glad that it was with a malady which
left her head clear so that
every day, but most of a¥ she was grateful to Dr.

Wells, who had treated her so skilfuliy and proved
#0 interesting a friend,

‘Do you know, Miss Wells, that your father took
me for'a ten-mile drive this afternoon while he
wvisited his country patients? ‘When he was in their
'hmlutintheunhnu( ‘scribbled; then as
‘wedrove about, he ulh&hmi«&n‘ Heseem-

. they are the stupidest and most unin

‘ Her efforts to get up a club to study

t she had been able to write

dbknoweverymu,muﬂm within a
clrenit of twenty-five mihl. m: mnd life a o
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good doctor jeads | How many chances he has to
do good. He gets so close to people.’

‘Yed, I suppose it is 80, I'know. that people are
always coming to my father with troubles of mind
as well as with those of the body. But you say that
you were writing, I should like so much to know
‘how you compoae—how yon imagine' the people in’
your stories; they seem so like real life.’

Mrs, H I —did ot answer directly, but exclaim-
ed. ‘What novels your father might write if he had
‘the time! . He gave me so many ideas this afternoon
told me of so many interesting characters here, that
I longed to stay a month and get to know the people
but th. n people are so interesting to me everywhere,
Miss Wells if by any chance you have the desire and
ability to write stoiies, what a suggestive place you
Hve in, and what a wealth of material is.g1l around
you here.”’

‘I do not quite understand: the people B ~why
ihg of
mortals it seems to me.’’

‘‘My dear girl, I am sure you are making a mis-
take,  There is a Persian rhyme that says:

‘Diving and finding no pearls in the sea,

B me not the ocean, the fault is in thee.’

‘Don’t you lke the people just because they are
buman? Don’t their different tempraments and
thelr peculiarities Interest you? When "thelr faces
show joy or grief, don’t you find yourself wondering
what lies behind that expression ? "’

‘Not unless | know and like the peopie already.’

‘What made Shakespesre Shakespeare do you
think ?* ;

‘Why he had a marvelous lmagination and & won
derful gift of expression—and everything else that
goes to make up genlus,’

“True, but the one thing that made him the mas.
tet story teller of all the ages was his sympathetic
josight {uto the workings of all men's minds, And
it was largely the common people whom he studied
for he iived among them. I imagine that he could
never be left five minutes with a hnman belng with.
out finding that person interesting and. suggestive.

‘It was 8o with Dickens and with other writers
of fictlon. To-day as we rode past little cottages
and by great farm houses, your father talked of the

people who lived there—such tragedies, such com-

edies in life' and again such heroes, guch saints!

and such ‘& host, too, of quaint’ characters as he
knows ! Why, 1 filled my note book to overflowing
with types which I can use hereafter in- stories; but
even as I did it; T was half ashamed to be studying
human nature fora purpose so much less noble than
your father’s prirpose. * I try to teach what s good
and worthy of imitation, but your father enters in-
to these lives for such help to hody and mind.’

" Irene was much puzzled by the turn the talk-had%

taken, but she was' more surprised when the lady
-n;ed; ‘Do you know Janet Grey ?’' ;i

‘By sight. Sheis a plaln girl ‘who never says
much.’

‘But she is the heroine of a story eanlultely
beautiful —get yonr father to tell'it to you. And
that Helen Ne'son in the little tumble down cottage
do you know her?’

«‘She never attracted me.”

iShe is very poor, but your father says if she had
not told the truth to the minutest detail in a law
suit, where she might easily have kept
proof, she wou)d have come into a large fortune;
with the fine honse on'the hill. - Against the wishes
of her lover she tord all, and he left’ her in con-
sequence, She seems to be as much of a heroine
as Scott's Jeanne Deans.’ .

Irene realized uut she was dnll and not the people
abont.her; -h]ud bcen told that if once she met
them as her met them; heartto heart, she
would find &eq ‘interesting, Jovable and suggestive
From that night she tried to do.this, and her discon-

tent vauished like fog before sunshine, She never:
wrote a great fiovel, but.ghe did better; she liveda'
“happy hﬁlw tife, beloved by her neighbors and by -

contact with her. The girl who

baglk certals

her nmun_ dings, who

_Guardian Angels.
BY MRS, C. DEEC.

Two little heads, one brown, the other ;dhl.
bent over their lessons, on either side of the library
table.in a cozy room, ome cold stormy eveuning,
Everything in this neat . monlothble hone was

ul
- 'l"‘l:'e lads wete busy with their: hunu m
miother sat in an adjoining room, with fer sewlng
in her lap. She was evidently th!nkhg. and Jmot
sewing as her gaze was fixed npon the fire.

All at once Benuie, the elder, threw. up his
and said; ‘Hurrah! 7T am through, Haddie.

‘Soam I, What will we do?  Itisonly half past
6, aud mamima said we must not go out because itis
too stormy ?’

‘Let’s get our Sunday school lawn Im' nnt Sun-
day, ifit is only Monday.’

‘All right; that's just what we can do.”" '

The father in this home was in tie mail service,

. and the'mother was the boys’ constant companion,

The shadow in ber life was the dangerous employ-

“ment of her huaband, and the knowledge that he

was not a professional follower of the Master,  He
had been in several accidents, but had never been
seriously imjured; but she never could free her mind
from fear. A dreadful storm was ragiog which
wlnnlh-m-ﬂmmmwm
day long.

‘l‘hhoy-mhuyvlthlhhm for mm
Sabbath, when Haddle sald suddeuty: ‘Say Bew
wasn't that & queer lesion yestwrday, Misy inu
talked to us shout the sugels we can't see.’

“Bo 8id Miss Kerr. She sald we were:all like
#lsha's servant, But if we could see, we would
see God's svgels near we. "'

‘I amgolog to ask mamma If she MQO
angels are always around. It makes me foel kind

by
‘Look here Had, don't you go to’
mamma. She has been worrying all day ‘anyhow.’

‘Why what has she been worrying about 7’

‘Why she.is just uneasy sbont papa, for fear there
there will be & wreck and he'll get killed or hurt or
something, I can always tell, for she can’t read ot
sew or play the piano, or eat hardiya bit. SIu
didu’t eat & bite of sapper.’

‘If the angels are always around, why can't they
take care of papa? Aunyway, I am going in to ask
her.’ '
As the boys entered the room the mother loohd
up ard smiled, and said: ‘Well, have my Hm‘om
got all of their lessons ready for to-morrow.?’ iif

“Ves, but, mamma,’sald Haddle, ‘you know our
Sabbath-school lesson yesterday. . Nowdo you  bes
lieve God’s angels are everywhere around us ?!

‘Why, my dear child, of course I do.’

'Well,sennlen!dyoummtylulbontm
all day. Whyeu't,ﬂumnlthkemcfhl‘ lo‘
he won’t get hurt.

‘My darling, you are rlxht y nnd~ they an Enelt
down, and mamma prayed for her husband, Ihﬂu
might be kept safe and coms to_have the of,
his litfle sons.. The mother and ch  slept,
peacefully till morning, lttle thinking of the awful
accident and loss of life thlt occurred dnrh.
night hours.

Eaﬂylnmmmlnglurﬂ-gedrmtothedm'
Mother and sons went swiftly to the 'door udl saw'
mmmmmmpa out. He wis
mwhlusudmblhg

‘Thank God,’ he said, -xunmv.. I M &
would never see you again.’ Then he told of the
awful accident, where so many was crushed out
before his eyes, ‘Oh’, Inuid,'!don’tlee how it
is that T am left alive. I felt the shock and ennht
with my right band and the car turned over and- .
over. Idon'tundentnulitwhy I :lomc was . M,
alive,’

T know,” gaid Haddie; mmmwtqm :
hhmﬁqghemofyon.indhm




