
you don't mind ifItry while I'm here talking. . It
sort of steadies my nerves tohave my fingers going."

"No," said Mary Heckscher slowly. "I don't
mind." She seated herself before the dressing-table,

and as she felt the x\r\'s slim fingers at work
among her loosened tresses her sense of bewilder-
ment increased.

Miss Stannard was not long silent. "You must
have thought it was awful queer my coming to you
to-night," she began presently, placing a hair-pin
to her liking and drawing back to admire the effect;
"but to tell you the truth Ifell as i! Iwanted toask
somebody's advice, and you're not a bit like madam
and the rest." She jerked her head to indicate the
members of the household down-stairs, and Mary
smiled. "The truth of the matter is," Emily's
mouth was fullof pins, and her cheeks were suddenly
crimson, "my friend and Ihave had trouble, ami I
don't know what t<> do about it. and Ithought

"Your friend?" Miss Heckscher repeated. "You
d< >n'i mean

Emily moved away impatiently. "My gentleman
friend, of course! You needn't pretend to be so
slow, and I thought you would help me; but if
The girl's voice broke, and the tears cro near the
surface again.

Mary Heckscher put out an impulsive hand. "My
dear, Ididn't mean to be unsympathetic. Those old
exercises must have made me stupid; but if you'll
be a little patient with me, I'll>\>> my best to under-
stand, and help if Ican," and Emily, completely
mollified, went on with her story.

"Ihaven't seen linn for two weeks." she said
quaveringly, "and it wasn't all my fault, really;
but I'd meet him half-way if Ionly knew how to go
about it, and when madam told that story to-night
1 just thought perhaps there might be something
in that mind-influence business. Then you said what
youdiil, and itkind of choked met >ff. Iknew ifItold
madam she would stuff me tnil she believes in all
that kind of thing. And maybe il is fake; but _ay,
Mi. s Heckscher, do you think there'd be any chance
l! Idid as madam said and v. .11' dit willed it real
hard that Ted would try to make up with me?"

Mary Heekscher looked ahead at the face reflected
in the over the dressing-table. It was a fare
she seemed to know, and yel ii had an oddly un-
familiar look. She saw puffs and waves of shining
brown hair where usually there wen- smooth bands;

she saw a tinge of pink in cheeks that were a
tomed to be sallow; and an erstwhile 1: Bess
mouth had taken on a new curve of interest and
sympathy. Was ither own voice she heard saying:
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IN THE MIRROR
By Clinton ScolKird

Imay not pluck the morn-gold daffodil
To picture her the glory of her hair;
Imay not quote the thrush-note debonair

And thus reveal her voice's lyric thrill.
The sky confines no azure to my will

That Imay show to her how deep and fair
Her eyes 'gleam, and the sh< 11 withholds its share

Of colors that her cheek's soft contours till.

Hence am Ipoor in all things visible
That mirror her perfect ; poor indeed

In heart-revealing words
—

the grace thereof;

Iwho so much in winning wise would tell.
Inmy extremity, my soul's sore need,

("an only iterate: Ilove! 1 love!

"Im v r really thoughi there was anything in if

before, Miss Stannard; l>ut madam seemed so positive
that she was almost convincing, and you know he
lias lived a deal longer than either you or 1.
Suppose y<>'i try. It won't do any harm and it

might do a >me good."
"Do you nally think so;

"
Emily laid down the

brush and stood off to a Utter view <>f her
handiwork. "Youf hair is grand thai way." she
said enthusiastically. "Your best fellow wouldn't
know you, and he'd tall in love all over again. I*l
me fix that piece on the side once there, that -*

bettor. And you don't think it would Ikjsilly, MISS
Heckscher? You think Imight try?" She paused
half-way across the room.

Mary nodded. "Vts, 1 think you ought try," she
said, her eye still on the mirror.

"Madam said it was besi after you'd gone t.> bed
and everything was quiet." Emily's hand was on
the door-knob, her eyes were big and hut.:
"She said you must put everything <>ut of your
mind and jttSt lie still, and by and by you could
fix your thoughts on on the thing you wanted to,
and it would come perhaps u<>t at first, but after
awhile. Thank you ever so much for advising me.
Miss Heckscher, and good-night!"

Long alter the k'irl hail left her Mary lay on her
narrow bed, wide awake, her body motionles I
eyes fixed on a spot of the wall-paper. Upon whi< !i
the electric light from the street, straying tin
a torn spot in the curtain, played fantastically, her
mind running back ten, nearly eleven, years to the
summer before she went to Miss Roknd's. The
nearest approach to a romance that had ever

F< » the tir>t time in years she watched the i

"A valentine?" Mi Hcckschet repeated the
words as she stepped out into the snowy stm t. She
said them again now and then to herself in the busy
morning hours. It was valentine day

—
the pupils'

desks were heaped wilfa mysteri tos-1<• >king <\u25a0:. . \u25a0 '.rips;
there was a temporary post-office estabfished in the
upper school-room

—
and she had newer ha :

tine in all the thirty years of her fife. IVrba]
Lester was r^ht, and this was one. At any rate she
would i,< > and see.

•\u25a0 Iwas down ;it the post-office ycsterdaj
noon." it was Mrs. Lester who spoke, stoppb ,-.

tween her words withmaddening defibcratka ; \u25a0

filled the coffee-cups ai the eight o'clock b*
one morning two weeks later, '"and I happei to
look through the fist "i unclaimed letters. n
was one for you. Miss Heckscber. Ithougl I• .\^
you'd like to know ."

"For me?" Miss Heckscher'a eyes cam . I
from the window, through which she had been :.-
inj,' the FeKruary snow-storm, \u25a0 hfighi -; "

a§
in either cheek. "Itmust have been anothrt Miss
Heckscher. Ihaven't many correspondeni

"Itwas Miss M.tryHa kschef allright." SI
ter plamily stirred her coffee. "I'd look -.- I
were yoo- it might be a v.Jentine." She ! :
good-naturedly.

into h.-r fife h;t<! bin :oned that \u25a0 umm'-r, anfl that

last night under 1
inning to ;

\u25a0

\u25a0

.':!. The I
watched tl
called
buried herself inher teachia

She had ti*.t I
n '.

i
ed hi •

Emily's plan foa
"

\u25a0

She wondered, if shi
explanati >n of 1
wondered il H
stared hard

\u25a0\u25a0 .\. >one willever la
told Emily, th<

-
may findout wh] She! I i
In r t-.

MY VALENTINE«By Grace G. Wiederseim
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