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ESTHER REID.

CHAPTER L
ESTHER'S HOME.

SHE did not look very much as if she were asleep, nor acted
as though she cxpeeted to got & chanen to be very socon
There was no end to the things which ghe had to do; for the
Eitelon was long and wide, and took many sleps to set it in
crder, and it was drawing toward tea-time of a Tucsday even-
ing, and there were fifteen boarders who were, most of them,
punctual to a minute,

Radie, the next oldest zigtor, was still at the scademy, as
alzo were Alfred and Julia, while little Minnte, the pet and
darling, most certainly waa nof.  Bhe was around in the way,
putting little fingers into every possible place where little
fingers ought not to be. It waa well for her that, no matter
how warm, and vexed, and out of order Ezsther might be, she
never reached the point in which her votce could take other
than a loving tone in speaking to Minuie ; for Minnie, be-
sides being a precious little Llessing in herself, was the child
of Esther's oldest sister, whose home wag far away in a west-
ern graveyard, and the little girl had been with them since
her early babyhood, three years before.

So Esther hurried to and from the pantry with quick,
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nervous movements, as the sun went toward the west, saying
to Maggie, who was ironing with all possible speed,—

“Maggie, do hurry and get ready to help me, or I shall
never have tea ready"—saying it in a sharp, fretful tone.
Then, *No, no, Birdie; don't touch |” in quite a different
tone to Minnie, who laid Ioving handes on a box of raisins,

“I am hurrying as fast a8 1 ¢an!" Magrie made answer ;
“but snch an ironing as I have every week can’t be finished
in & minute.”

“Well, well ; don't talk; that won't hurry matters any.”

Badie Reid opened the door that led from the dining-
room to the kitchen, and peeped in a thoughtless young head
covered with bright brown curls

% How are you, Esther "

And she emerged fully into the great warm kitchen, look-
ing like & brizht flower picked from the garden and put out
of place—her pink gingham dress and white, roflled apron,
ves, and the very school books which she swune by their
strap, waking a smothersd sigh in Esther's heart.

% 0h, my patienco!” wag her grecting ; “arc you home!?
Then echool is ont.”

“1 guess it is," said Sadie. * We've been down to the
river since echool.”

% Badie, won't you come and eut the beef and cake and
make the tea? I did not kmow it was so late, and I'm nearly
tired to death.”

Sadie looked sober. * 1 would in a minute, Esther, only
I've brought Florence Vane home with me, and 1 ehould not
know what to do with her in the meaniime. Besides, Mn
Hammond said he would show me ahbout my algebra if 1'd
go out on the piarza this minute™

#Well, po then, and tell Mr. Hammond to wait for his tea
until he gets it," Esther answered crossly.

“ Here, Julia "—to the ten-year-old new-comer—* go away
from that raisin.-box this mioute. Go upstairs out of my



