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MARION.

The Oaks, Mr. Vernon's beautiful country
home, was famed for its magnificent cak trees.
It was quite commion for visitors to come from
a great distance for the sole purpose of secing
them. They formed a pretty avenue from the
house to the public road, and threw their abun-
dant shade in all directions. The Oaks was one
of these old time rambling houses, large and
airy, and supplied with every convenience. There
were several broad piazzas, covered with grace-
ful, drooping vines, large, comfortable chairs
scattered here and there, and flowers galore.
And yet with this beautiful home and all its sur-
roundings, the owner was a lonely and unhappy
old man. Mr. Vetnon had been prospercus
from his first start in life, and now at the ape
of sixty-five he was very wealthy. He had not
been lLike spme men, miserly, but instead, had
always been willing and glad to help any one
in need. No one had ever begged alms of him
and gone away disappointed. At the time of
this story, he was the sole occupant of the Qaks
with the exception of a few faithful old servants,
He had lost his last loved one, his daughter
Sybil, eleven years ago. Her health had Tailed
shortly after her marriage and she had gone
abroad with her husband, John Heath, hoping
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that the change would benefit her. They had
been away four years when her hushand died, and
Sybil decided to go back to her father. Adfter
writing and telling him when to expect her and
her baby girl, three years old, she started on her
homeward journey. But she never reached
home, A week or so later Mr. Vernon received
a notce of her and her child’s death, saying they
had been buried at sea, They had died while
on their way across the Atlantic.

Just about a mile below the Oaks, facing the
big road, is situated a picturesque httle cottage,
Tl:us is tl'l;e home of Mrs, Janet Clyde, Mr, Ver-
non’s nearest neighbor. This household consists
of Mrs, e, her son, Philip, and a little girl,
Marion, w Mrs, Clyde claims as her neice.
Mrs. Clyde has very little affection in her nature:
love and the litile attentions that most women
value so highly, are not essential to her
mess. Her son has her whole love, that is, all
the love that a nature like hers is capable of giv-
ing. Philip is a lad of sixteen, High spirited,
huttmderandhvinga.sanﬁrg:rl He seems to
delight in teasing; especially Marion. She is
fourteen years old; a child in years, but a little
woman in many respects. A woman’s loving
heart beats in her little i

It is the first day of June. Mrs. Clyde is busy
with her dusting brush, moving about from chair
to chair to make sure that every little particle of
dust is removed. Marion is leaning over a table
in the kitchen, wiping the last of the breakfast
dishes before putting them away. Her face is
flushed from the heat, her long brown curls are
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tucked up o keep her neck cool, her sleeves are
rofled up above the elbows, showing a pretty,
plump pair of arms. She has a long apron on
that completely covers her dress. There is a
tired expression on her sweet face, a longing m
the depths of the violet eyes—a longing for
something better than to be a drudge, a longing
for something better and brighter in life. Sad
thoughts are fitting through her little head,
when suddenly she hears a sharp voice calling
her name, “Marion, Marion, what in the world
is the matter with you? 1 called you twice.
Come here this minute.”

“Yes, aunty,” answered Marion, “1 am com-
ing now. 1 was just trying to finish wiping
these dishes. But I am through now.” Then
putting her hand to her head, she said, "I feel
so tired this morning, Aunt Janet. What is it
you want me to do now ™

“Tired!” exclaimed Mrs. Clyde in a sneering
voice; “you are always tired when there is any
work to be done. You are a good-for-nothing,
lazy girl! No, I know what's the matter with
you. Youn want to sit and dream all day, for
that is all you are fit for, or else to spend all
your time poring over those silly books that
Fhilip brings home; filling that head of yours
with all kinds of nonsense. Go get that pan of
epples off the pantry shelf and pare them, and
1 want no idling, mind youn.”

Without a word Marion walked away and did
her aunt’s bidding. She carried the apples out
to the hack steps and sat down, and went to
work diligently. Her thoughts kept time with
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her fingers. She was a great thinker, this little
girl, and she received many a scolding for what
her aunt called dreaming.

“I am lazy, good for nothing and idle, so
Aunt Janet says,” murmurs Marion to herself,
“T am neither lazy nor idle, but I am tired, tired
of this kind of life and everything in it. And
how often she tells me 1 am ungrateful! Well,
perhaps I am; but I cannot see that | have any-
thing to be grateful to her for. She gives me
nothing, not even a kand word now and then;
and goodness knows | work hard enongh to pay
for the little I eat and wear; I never have pretty
clothes like the other children I see. Sometimes
I feel like I would like to run away, I wouldn't
care where I went, so long as I was away from
aunty's harsh voice.”

Just at this moment a fine looking boy
buuncﬁupﬂles’mpsandtakesaseatbylﬁa ion,
lhus puttm an end to her thoughts, The first

dgaes is to snatch the hair-pins that
Manun had tucked her curls wp with, causing
her hair to fall about her shoulders,

“Don’t twist your hair up like that again, lady
bird,” excliimed Philip, for it is he that has
interrupted Marion's thoughts, He has always
been fond of the girl, and at times has felt a
great pity for her, but each time that he ques-
tioned his mother about Marion's parents, he
bad received short answers, and was told never
to mention the subject again,

“Well, ladybird,” giving her curls a
“what are you pouting about this morning P’

Marion keeps her eyes onm her apples and
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works on as though she isn’t aware of his pres-

ence.

"0, you have lost your tongue, have you?
Well, I want some of those apples,” and with
that he picks out two of the prettiest red ones
he can find, and commences to eat them. Marion
is on her feet in a minute,

“You hateful thing! You just put those ap-
ples back. You know Aunt Janet will blame me.
Go away and leave me. I don't like you!” said
Marion in quite a

“There, there, don't gct in a tantrum. T just
wanted to make sure that you had a tongue.
You shall have your apples back.™

Philip put the apples back in the pan, but be-
fore doing so took a big bite out of one.

“My, but you don’t ook pretty when you are
mad. You mustn't spoil your good looks by
getting 50 vexed. You are to be my wife some
day, you know, and I want you to keep as pretty
s you are now.” He watches her face in
amusement, for he takes a keen delight in teas-

her.

EI15]1;:]‘!l::ln‘.'v'lar111;1,11'_1!'Jrvc:ﬂ:l,, ilip Clyde, for

are toe hateful, As soon as I am grown
to leave here, and work for my own
Iwmg, auf I shall go where you will never find

“'Yuumtererhide from me. I am poing
to be a detective, and I shall find you wherever
you are.”

For answer, Marion puts out her under lip in
a scornful way, but otherwise ignores his last
assertion.



