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- chanted Deings imprisoned within ; and | through her veins,

fore blasé, “the ballet is vewy pwetty, | teeth. He swallowed the fairest of the
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CHAPTER L ~ jof the entawtainment. Man o' the
: ‘ world can't of cawrse be taken in by
T the theatre, Saturday afternoon. | any illusions. To one — aw, hem, ha,
‘A. The play was a fairy extrava-|ha, hae!—who knaws the gween-woom so .
ganza. Nymphs and naiads, elves and | well as8-—aw-—myself, say, there ’s paws-
goblins, spirits crowned with liquid fire, | itively nawthing left but the ballet.”
ghosts with hair of twisted glowing ser-| In front of the young fellow sat a
pents, sylphs and ghomes, Queen Mab | group who bad not yet advanced so far
and Queen Titania, Puck and Oberon, | into the world as to find that all is van.
weird fantastic shapes and shadows, |ity of vanitigs except the ballet, —a
passed dancing and singing, ecrawling and | gentleman with his two little daughters.
flying, across the stage in quick succes-| The younger- child had never before
sion, meeting each other in impossible been at a theatre, and she was wholly
positions and. moving in an inextricable | absorbed in the wonderful phantssma-
medley of figures. A dwarf with an|goria. She was a brilliant child ; from
immense white beard waved his silver |the glory in her face, the waves in her
gtaff before great tropicel lilies and gor- | hair, and the electric sparkle in her eyes,
geous Eastern roses, and slowly their|you might have guessed that drops of
potals unfolded and disclosed the en-|purified fire instead of blood throbhed

next a giant, whose head towered beyond | Her sister was beautiful, like the ’
the moon sailing through the blue vault ; starlight. It was light, and not fire,
above him, with a sceptre of iron touched | which permeated her being. There ap-
the liberated, and changed them, in the | peared no trace of resemblance between
twinkling of an eye, to green-coated|them; yet is not starlight also fire
toads and hissing vipers and fierce scor- | breathing in a loftier spheref
pions, to await the arrival of some new, The father was a gentleman, and
genii to release them once more, proud ; his face was grave, but touched
Lights sparkled, flowers bloomed, | with sweetress in the eyes.” To him the
trees waved, meteors flashed, perfumes |little Celia clung, while her eyes dilated
spread themselves around, fountains|with rapture and ber breath came
gplashed, etreams dashed over mossy | quickly. '
rocks down the ‘mountain side, andiun-| The curiain fell, but roge efter & mo-
der all and through all breathed deli-|ment upon the magnificence of the cav-
cious, bewitching fairy music, melting |erns beneath the sea. Mermaids, with
and maddening and stirring the soul to|“comb of pearl ‘and golden curl”
a state of ethereal ecstasy. sported with dolphins; strange, irides-
“Aw, yes,” drawled a young fellow |cent fish darted through the waters,
with a shadow of mustache, who must|{ Then came swimming a great, terrible
have been eighteen, and who was there- | shark, with bloody jaws and glittering

I own, bawt I must beg to be excused | mermaids, and a burst of horror came
from being gwately amused by the wost | from the wide-eyed little Celia. - Then
1 .
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suddenly, from the very blue ether, like
a flash, came a spirit clothed in rainbows
and dew-drops, —a apirit of daszling
beauty. The whole house applanded.
““ Antoinetta,” “ Antoinina,” was heard
on every side from enthusisstic voices.
The beautiful spirit-child who awakened
all this enthusiasm did not heed it at
all, but went on with her part, which
seemed to be to weave magie spells
about the shark and soften and tame it,
till suddenly it stood up, its skin burst
off and shrivelled away, and the beauti-
ful mermaid was a beautiful mortal, and
. the ugly shark was her gay young lover,
who had been enchanted, and they blessed
the spirit-child, who soared aloft into
the sky. The scene was a very long
one, and the little Antoinetta had to
dance and sing in her own perfect way
a dozen times ; but though the andience
encored and stamped and clapped and
shouted, she still disregarded them
utterlyy and would not pause for an
instant to listen, so they continued
their applause but a few seconds at a
time lest they might lose some of her
words, ‘

“Aw,” said the blusé young gentle-
man, “little Antoinetta knaws the
rawpes vewy well. Relieve me, Fwed,
ghe’s a little fuwy, and pwovokes the
manager 80 that he would nevaw keep
her a day longaw if evewybody did n't
wave about her so. He likes the tin,”
continued this elegant young gentle-
man.

“Well, what’s the matter with her
anyway " asked his companion.

“Why, you awbserve how uncawn-
ventional she is, She won’t even make
& courtesy when she’s applauded. She
nevaw would, fwom her début on. The
managaw twied to make her (I heard
it —aw, ahem !—fwom s fwend), and she

. was wight down impudent, and said that
when she played she meant to make it
a8 natuwal as possible, and it was 't
natuwal to stop and make a bow, and
she nevaw would faw anybody, And
she won't wepeat a thing, naw appeaw
in the tableau aftaw the scenes. Tell
you what, Fwed, she’s a wousaw "

“ Good, good little Antoinetta,” whis-
pered Alice to her father. “Ign't it
beautiful that she believes in art as

. holy while she is yet & child $*

As for Celia, she believed so fully in
the reality of the play and in the spir-
ituality of Antoinetta that she heeded
neither the remark of the young feilow
gor its interpretation by Alice..

When the scene closed, there was
furious calling for the reappearance of
Antoinetta, as she did not show herself
en tableau with the other actors.

She would not come then, but she
came a fow minutes later, in another
costume, to dance again, The mana-
ger had outwitted her by arranging this
addenda to the pley. Now she cour-
tesied to the assemblage, evidently see-

dance, and thas she gave an opportu-
nity to her admirers to shower her with
bouguets. . '

“Oh I said little Celia, trembling and
almost erying, “why have we brought
her no flowers? There are all those
cardinalg and gentians in full bloom in
the swamp.” '

And so the Matinée closed, and they
went out from the daszling theatre
into the glad September daylight, and

to their ewn village, just after the sun
had set and the clear stars were coming
slowly into the blue sky.

Near the gate of their pretty stone
cottage they met a sunburnt bright
boy, in farmer’s dress, Who greeted them
in,the cheeriest of voices,

“8Bo you've been down under the
sea!” said he, “And I suppose you
couldn’t stop to think of the sunset
afterwards, go, on the whole, I should vt
wonder if I in my cornfield had had more
real msthetic — jg'n’t that the word,
Mr. Wilding ! — enjoyment than the rest
of you, though I wished so much I had
been going tao.” '

“For shame !|” said Alice, coloring a
little in her earnestness. “If T had
not found the sunset more besutiful
rather than less so after seeing so gor-
geous a play, I would never enter a
theatre again.” , '
The boy laughed. “ What is art, I
wonder? I nevar saw much of it, hut
I've always understood that it rather

half to Mr. Wilding and half to Alice.

again answered :—

.

. interpreted to you.”

" fully ; “ but it suggested a thousand pos-

ing no incongruity in doing so before a -

a little mde in the cars brought them

“far beyond her years,
“But for Celia,” continued the bey; |er
- who was himself a thinker in anbther
a

took the edge off nature,” He spoke -

The gentleman only amiled, but Alice
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" # Art which was true art would not
try to do that, Art interprets nature
to us.”

“Wall,” said the boy, still gayly,
“that may be true; but, just for the fun
of it, T wish you'd tell me what sort of
nature such an extravaganza ags this one

“Not directly anything,” said Alice,
shaking her head gravely and thought-

gibilities which I am not wise enough
to put into words. Don't you think
I'm right, father t” -

“Yes, you express in a different way
8 thought which agsumes more tangible
form in my mind each year, that there
has never been *legend, fairy tale, or
myth invented so wild that it has not
a foundation somewhers existing in
our commonplace, every-day life. Such
tales are beauntiful becauss the imagina-
tion has seized the germ of aliving fact,
and fantastic because it has but partially
seized it and has altered its relations
to other facts.” .

He did not speak dreamily, as to
himself, expecting the children t6 com-
prehend only vaguely, but directly and
fully to Alice, who had asked the ques-
tion. It was this continual intercourse
with a subtle and thoughtful mind
which had given her, a girl of fourteen,
the power of thinking and speaking so

form of life, * ghe who is too mu
child to comprehend this, and for nine
tenths of the people at the theatre, who
are in mind children, -—— what is such a
play to them but the substitution of
art for nature 1" ‘

“They feel, though- they may not
think,” replied Alice. ¢ DBesides, they
at least see beauty.”

“ And for many of them,” added her
father, ¢ the theatre is almost the only
place where they do see the beautiful.
They have factories and shops instead
of cornfields to reflect in, and though
there is intense spiritual significance
in machinery, and richness and depth
‘in the colorings and fubrics they vend
in shops, yet those are the products of
art. BSo, Aleck, you must allow that,

better to have art than to have
nothing.” ‘

“Yes," said the boy, responding to
Wilding's smile. ¢ But for people who
can have nature 1"

“Ah!” gaid Alice, eagerly, “but art
is the outgrowth of minds of genius.

| They have been inspired directly from

nature, and have translated their con-
ceptions into language which we who
are duller can understand.”

“ And however vaguely their mean-
ing may be comprehended by many
minds,” said Wilding, “yet it is surely
& grand thing that to those same minds
should come a series of beautiful pic-
tures, though their etornal relations to
each and to the plan of the universe
are unperceived.”

« T don't know what you all mean,”
said Celia, halfangrily. “ For my part, I
know it was beautiful, beautiful, beauti-
ful, this afternoon, and I was perfectly
happy, and I wish you’d let me be a
ballet-girl.” z

“There, Aleck,” said Alico trium- -
phantly,

% ¢ Since eyes were made for seeing,
Beauty is its own excuse for being’;

and you see, too, that *a thing of beau-

ty is a joy forever. It is quite worth

while that the world should be made

joyful, T think.” - .
“Ag if joy or. happiness were the

eat educator or the chief end of

man!” gaid Aleck, half scornfully.

% But joy is worth while, Aleck;” said

Alice, as she followed her father into

the house. '

The man of genins, whose inspired
brain had interpreted the mysteries of
nature to the duller perceptions of the
cultivated Wilding and his daughters,
was at that twilight hour sitting in a
dirty room filled with tobacco-smoke,
shufiling some dirty cards, and drink-
ing whiskey in company with several
boon companions..

Wilding was not so unsophisticated
that he would have been surprised to
know this, but he was oplimist enough
to take the best he saw without inquir-
ing too curiously after the worst which
he did not see. Furthermore, he be-
lieved with all his heart in beauty,

sizce they cannot have unature, it is

art, geniug, and Gods
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CHAPTER IL

JLDING did not associate with

his neighbors, He had nothing
in common with them, and he would
not patronize. Neither did he go to
church. Sunday morning he entered
his study, and gathered his books around
him. Alice and Celia, left to themselves,
passed through the rustic gate to the

meadoew behind the house, 2cross through |

the woodland to the swamp where the
cardinals grew. The.flashing flowers
took root deep in the stream, and
even Celia’s light foot sank into the
black mud, as she stepped from one
tuflt of rushes to another to gather
them. The clear eyes of Alice, with
the sunlight in them, espied far away
among the cotton-grass the deep azure
of the quiet gentians, and she came
back with her arms full just as Celia
had come up dripping from the swamp,
laden with cardinals. Then they sat
on a great rock under the trees, and laid
the flowers against the green and golden
moss which covered the stones beside
the little brook at their feet. They
talked in a glad, eager, childlike way of
the beautiful Saturday past, the beauti-
ful Sunday present, and the beautiful
Monday coming. And still Celiz eame
back again and again, as to a refrain

“Why did v’t we carry some flowers for
Antoinetta? There were none so lovely
ag these among all that were thrown
to her,”

Then Alice remembered that her fa-
ther was going to the city on Monday,
and suggested that they send by him a
box of flowers. So they gathered the
freshest and brightest mosses, and made
& bed for the glowing blossoms to rest
in, and at dinner they asked their father
if he would do their errand.

“ And then we should know just what
Antoinetta said to them,” remarked
Celia,

But Wilding could not himself go to
the theatre. He had affairs of im-
portange before him. Still, he would
take the flowers to the city and =end
them.

So the children wrote a note to go
with them.

Drar ANTOINETTA, — We are little

girls who live in the country. We saw
you play at the theatre Saturday after-
noon, and wished we too had carried
flowers for you. 3o we have gathered
our own wild-flowers to send you, for
we love you, since you are beautiful and
are true to art.
Avice and CELIA WILDING

At twilight Wilding called Alice to .

the study, and talked to her. for an
hour. Celin was grieved to be shut
out, but she loved her father too well
to show it ; so shé opened the piano and
played wild melodies, founded on the
themes she had heard as the undercur-
rent of the extravaganza,

At last Wilding and Alice eame into
the room, and the moonlight showed
their faces grand, glad, and solemn,
Alice struck some firm, full ¢hords, and
they all sang gloricus old masses,

The beautiful Saturday passed, the
beautiful Sunday passed, and the beaun-

tiful Monday came. At twilight, Mon-

day evening, Alice and Celia stood

on the platform of the railway sta-

tion, wondering why, the train was so
very late. Aleck, going by from his

work, stopped and talked to them a .

little while. At last the shriek of the
whistle was heard.  There were mo
many waiting for the cars that Aleck
advised the girls to remain ]uSt outside
by the great elm, promising to find
Wilding and bring him to them,

“How long Aleck stays ! said Celia,
“and what a mnoise the people are
making {7

Then Aleck came back — alone. His
face was pale, though so sunburnt.
“How can I ever tell you?” said he,
with a trembling voice.

Colia looked frightened and began to

cry. Alice was as palg as the far-off
stars just faintly showing in the sky,”

and as quiet.

“You need not tell us,” she said in &
low, clear voiee. Celia, by and by I
will tell you about it.”

There was indeed no necessﬂsy for
explanation. The compassionate glances
directed to the children from the bus-
tling crowd about the station would have
told the story without Aleck’s pale face.
Alice guessed what the men were bring-
ing concealed under a cloth, and hur-
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ried Celia away before she, too, should
comprehend.

“Let them bring him in here,” she
said to Aleck, when they reached the
house, throwing open the deoor of her
father'’s pleasant little sanctum. Celia
and T will stay here to welcome him.”

 But -— but — ought you—" Aleck
could go no farther.

“Yen; only do not let any one stay

" here with us.

So Aleck went away, intent on domg
the little he could for the sisters. . He
broke the .tidings to Dorothy, the do-
mestic, and calmed her paroxysms be-
fore the bearers arrived with their
mournful burden. Then he motioned
that the door should be closed when
Wilding was laid on his own bed ; for,
strange as it geemed to leave the chil-
dren alone with their father, he believed
too fully in Alice not to think ‘that he
ought to follow her request.

A wild, terrible ery from Celia rang
through the house, 'and the neighbors
who had gathered about would vhave
hastened to her, but Dorothy and Aleck,
who know Alice, set their faces against
that.

The cry was repea.ted again and aga.m,
but. at last grew softer and the voico
broke into sobs,

“Darling,” said Alice in  her still
tones, “sit here with me close by fa-
ther, and watch his dear face, while 1
tell you what he said 1o me last night,
Beliove that he himself is speaking to
you.” She would have burst into un-
controllable, weeping, but for feeling
the need there was that Celia should
be calmed. In a moment she went
on, “Ie told me that he had some
trouble with his heart, and that he felt
it so much lately that he believed it
might not be long before what Zas come

" might come. He thought we ought

not to he unprepared for it, but he
would not sadden ua by speakmg of it
before he was obliged. I remember
some of his own words, Celia. He said :
¢ No grief can be so great as to shatter
& whole life. Every sorrow, and even
every sin, comes to us with a special
message, not to denden but to quicken
us. One does not understand this ox-
cept through living it. When grief
comes to you, remember this.” Suffer

to the utmost if need be, but never be
overborne. Be calm, ag one who be-
lieves in God should be. Step firm,
though you walk over burning cosls.'”

The heroic tones of Wilding’s voice
rang in the words of Alice, and to her
this philosophy was strong and potent.
But the tear-stained, impassioned face
of Celia looked up wondering. It was
not because she was so much a child
that she falled to comprehend, but that
her pature was so utterly unlike that
of her sister, Her love was a devouring
fiame, and abstractions, thongh of eter-
nal truths, could not comfort her while
no warm life breathed from the cold,
prostrate figure of her father.

“He said,” continued Alice, *“that
life in any form is a glorious and sub-
lime thing, and that because s life was
deepening in another phase of existence,
ours, too, should deepen. Ah, Celia,
every upward step he took on earth
helped us on, and why not now1”

# Becnuse we can’t feel his hand lead-
ing us, 'or see him take a step,” cried
Celia, in agony.

Alice turned aside her head, so inade-
quate was her power to comfort another,
and so fast did it seem to be failing
even herself Wilding, however, had
thought of this, and had given her words
purposely for Celia., ‘
. “He said, too,” Alice at last added,
“that love is the immortal part of our
nature, snd cannot die. As the soul
expa.nds, g0 its love expands, and so his
love is clode about us, closer than ever
yet it has been. Let that help us on.”

Celia sobbed still, but more quietly.

“God loves us,” sa.ld Alice, and then
they sat silent for an hour in each
other’s arms,

The neighbors had meantime dis-
persed. They had never been accus-
tomed to enter the house while iis
owner lived, and were shy now, though
real kindness of heart had led them fo
try to do something for the orphans.
But they found the same unconguerable
spirit of veserve still brooding over the
place, and were glad not to stay.

Dorothy at last ventured to knock at
the door and speak to Alice. *Seems
to me (/‘gl'g. ought not to stay in there
go long,” #aid she, too wise to wurge
Alice’s own nceds upon her.

L
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“ Thank you, Dorothy,” replied Alice,
and she drew Celia, half resisting, into
- the little parlor, where the fire lighted
on the hearth just before they had gone
to meet their father atill blazed cheerily.
They did not think to wonder at it, but
Aleck had watched it and had been
determined they should miss no point
of light and cheer which was yet possi-
ble in the gloom overhanging them.
He was still in the house, and had sug-
geated to Dorothy that she should make
ready a little table in the parlor and
try to induce the gisters to eat some-
thing. He knew it would have been
useless to atternpt this in the little din-
ingroom where they had expected such
a cosey tea with their father. But noth-
ing could urge Celia to taste a mouthful,
though Alice foreced herself to eat a
piece of toast and drink some tea, solely
for her sister’s sake.  * No matter,” said
Dorothy to Aleck, “Celia will ery
herself to sleep, and will get strong that

. way; but Miss Alice won't close her
eyes this night, and I thank the Loxrd
she ’s eaten something.”

And =0 it was. Alice lny down beside
Celia. The little one passed into a
Jethargy, but Alice did nob sleep. She
lay with her eyes wide open all night,
watching the moon pass the arc of the
gky before her window, and the stars,
one by one, move beyond her vision
till the clouds were flushed with morn-
ing. She had been still all night., No
fover had pulsed through her veins, no
horrible racking headache had mad-
dened her; but she had been close to
the horders of the spirit-world. She
had proved her own soul, and her heart
had beat responsive to her first full
recognition that there is a God.

(U —
CHAPTER IIl.

HE Rev. Mrs. Buckram sat with
her children around her. 'The
Rev. Mr. Buckram, who belonged to
that class of musicians denominated
“gecond violins,” was employed in beat-
ing a carpet furiously outside the sitting-
room window, and by no means in such
» way that the dnst should enter his

that she might see and direct opera-
tions. The Rev. Mr. Buckram was clad
in a faded red-calico dressing-gown,
with blue tassels, and his feet luxuriated
in some wide leather slippers systemati-
cally turned in at the heel. He might
have been supposed to be thus attired
in honor of his occupation; but such a
supposition would have been erroncous,
as he way most commonly to be ob-
served in the same array, except on
Sundays, when a seedy alpaca coat took
the place of the dressing-gown, and
gome boots, cut down and laced up so

Buckram family supposed them not to
be distinguished from ghoes by unin-
itinted eyes, replaced the slippers. In-
deed, on week-days his avocations fre-
quently led him to discard the dressing-
gown altogether, while an immense
yellow tippet and a brimless hat added

it necessary to labor out of doors on
cold days. Fortune, in fact, had not
smiled on Rev.  Benjamin Buckram,
except, indeed, that it had bestowed
upon him a family so large that the
gaping geams of their somewhat incon-
gruous garménts were only typieal of
the state of his finances in their inas
bility to make both ends meet. The
Pov. Benjamin had, however, apparently
accepted his fate with resignation, and
had at last come to regard certain
household labors which fell to his charge
a8 even more sociable, and hence more
exhilarating, than the occupation of
writing germons; and having, at this
date, served ten different parishes with
indifferent success, he gave up sermon-
writing, supposing that the stock on
hand might be sufficient to support him
down the vale of years. Some of his
pecple suggested that they did n't re-
ceive much for their money; but they
did not say it to him, and, if they had,
he might truthfully have rejoined that
he did n't receive much for his work.
So far matters were even, and the bar-
gain a fair enovgh one; and, having
thus discharged his public duties so
easily, our parson devoted himself to
those of o domestic nature with worthy
zeal, and made a very affectionate father
and & suprémely obedient and devoted

consort’s eyes, though gufficiently near

hushand.

ingeniously that the unsophisticated ‘

to his creature comfort when he found -
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Mrs. Buckram was not dressed in
faded calico or leather slippers; she sat
composedly, arrayed in a soft gray gown,
which fitted her buzom figure well, nnd
sewed quietly without undue haste or
worry. The brow was placid, and you
might have called her a gentle woman
but for a vicious little turning down of

" the corners of the mouth. The eyes
 were olear, and the hand refined (her

daughter Mary Ann did the housework,
assisted by the Rev..B. B.), and you
might have guessed her to be & person
of culture until you heard her urging
Mary Ann to play to you that beauti-
ful new piece of hers, Fishers Horn-
pipe with variations, adding that Mary
Ann played a great deal of such classi-
eal musie. However, she was a parson’s
wife and had never been to the opera,
which she regarded as a device of the
ill-disposed old serpent. ’

The children, of whom far be it from
us to attempt to estimate the number,
were fac-similes of the father, all with
meolasses-candy-colored hair, and watery
blue eyes, and opague white skins, and
round adipose bodies. They were good
children too, and always minded their
pavents, especially their mother. But
as “there is no flock, however watched
and tended, but one &lack -sheep is
there,” s0 among this flock was one
tough, wiry little sheep, a dozen years
old or thereabouts, with eyes as black
as coals, hair blacker yet, and face as
brown as a berry. He looked some-
what like his mother ; that is, if he had
been a woman grown, and “subdued by
grace” and the cares of a parish, he
might have looked like her. Neverthe-
less, there may have beem one more
drop of blaek blood in him than in her,
that one being just enough to turn the
balance of his life on the other gide, At
any rate, she was saintly, and Master
Frank did not look as if he either was
or was likely to be a saint. At present
he was employed in pinching his little
sisters behind his mother’s back, and
terrifying them with such horrible
faces of threatening that they dared
not enter a complaint against him,

Mary Ann was sewing, and Jonathan,
the eldest son, was reading aloud, with
congiderable rhetorical flourish, an essay

prize during the next college term, — for
even poor parsons who do howsework
for a living have energy and courage
enough left to give their sons an edu-
cation which thousands of well-to-do
tradesmen think far beyond their means.

The primary articles in Mra, Buck-
ram’s creed were : First, whatever 7 do
is absolutely perfect ; second, whatever
my children do is absolutely perfect in
comparison with the deeds of every
other inhabitant of the known world
except myself. -

Hence Jonathan’s essay met with her
approbation, and consequently with the
approbation of her husband and children.
It may be as well to say, en possant,
that it did not take the prize ; but Mrs,
Buckram said that there was the most
flagrant injustice displayed in awarding
the honors, and that everybody said
that Jonathan Buckram ought to have
had the first prize, and that his essay
was in fact the most profound and ele-
gant which. had been read for the last
ten yéars,

“Yes,” remarked Jonathan, medita-
tively, having concluded, *“I cannot de-
ny to %gself that it is rather a good
thing. Perhaps it i8 — a — unbecom-
ing in me to say so, but realty —"”

“Why, no, it isn't unbecoming,” in-
terrupted his mother, with asperity in
her tones and a smile on her lips, — the
smile intended for Jonathan, and the
asperity for his detractors, whoever or
wherever they might be. “I declare,
nobody can be blamed for seeing his own
merits, Nobody is self-conceited un--
less he thinks himself smarter than he
is. . And that essay ir a real good one,™
and she laughed a delighted little Inugh,

“Well — a — don’t you think it
might be rather soothing to my cousins.
when they come?” inquired Jonathan..
“I suppose they need some good — well.
— strengthening counsel, and this would
be an indirect way of — a'— administer-
ing it. I ra~ther like that iden.”

Jonathan had a fancy for the word
rather, which he pronounced slowly and
thoughtfully, giving the “a” its broad
sound.

“0 dear! I wish they’d come,”
burst out Frank, with a long-drawn sigh ;
“anything for a row.”

with which he was going to take the first

i

“Frank !” gaid his naother, with ¢on-
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siderable sharpness; “there, I’'m not go-
ing to correct you again for using that
word. Do you po straight into my bed-
room and stay there till Isend for you.”

Frank obeyed submissively, but, hav-
ing closed the door, he began a series of
the most extraordinary contortions of
his face ever seen, and shook his fist in
the direction of the sitting-room.

“] hate you, you old mother,” said
he; “and I'll do something before long,
you see if I don’t. I'li run away, I de-
clare 1 will.”

But presently espying a dress of his
mother lying on the bed awaiting re-
peirs, he solaced himself by trying it.on
and attitudinizing before the glass,

“Q0 dear ! I wish I could swear,” said
he, “but I don't quite dare; besides, 1
don't know how. I wonder if T shall have
to go to prayer-meeting tomight. I
wonder if those girls will be anything
like Mary Ann; wonder if they 'll cry if
I pinch 'em.”

_The girls referred to by this amiable
child were his cousins, Alice and Celia
Wilding, who were coming to make
their home with their aunt Buckram,

and were expected that very evening.

s
CHAPTER IV.

WEEK later the sisters were fairly

: established, for some years at

least, it would appear. Prayer-meeting

night had again arrived, and Mrs.

Buckram announced her desire that her
nieces should accompany her thither.

I don’t believe T want to go, Alice,”
#aid Celia fretfully, as she had & moment
alone with her sister, “I hate Uncle
Benjamin’s prayers sny time, What
makes you got”

“0, well,” said Alice, T don’t think
it would be quite polite to refuse the
very first time wo are agked. Since our
home is to be here, I suppose we must
do what we can to make the rest happy.”

“0 dear!” burst out Celia, “T wish
you wouldn't say our home, because
tisn't, tdsn’s, 'tis n’t, and Thateit! O,
that old pink-and-red spread on our bed,
—isn't it’dreadful? I declare, I won't

which Celia went to Alice fifty times a
day, she was sure to end with something
of this kind, something wherein her mar-
vellous intuition of beauty and fitness
had been shocked. There is always
something hard and severe in a child of.
unusual capacity, for it percetves incon-
gruitios without having become so tem-
pered as to overlook them.
“Come om, girls,” said Mary Ann;
“we're all ready.” “
The church was a little white-painted,
green-blinded affair, with a neat spire
pointed with a vane which, while it is
cqually ornamental, is.supposed by Yan-
kees to be more nseful and less Popish
than & cross, The church locked, as all
New England churches do, clean and
pretty, and formed the climax of the vil-
lage seenery which is appropriate. But
though the inhabitants of Rockdale were
of the strictest sect, Puritans, the Rev.
Benjamin’s preaching for some years
past had not been of that startling na-
ture which ig ealeulated to draw multi-
tudes to the house of worship ; therefore
the prayer-meetings were held in a small
apartment called the vestry, and to thig
place the Buckram family now wended
their way. It was a dark and dingy lit-
tle room, fitted with unpainted benches,
whose backs were so very upright that
you instinctively wondeved if they did
not get tired of standing so straight.
Although the muster from the par-
sonpge wag go large, the little voom was
not full; in fact, the Buckram family
composed about half the assembly.
But Mr. Benjamin remarked cheerfully
that “where two or three are gathered
together, ete.” As his nieces were not
in the habit of attending such gather-
ings, they were totally at a loss to com-

the remainder of the audience appeared
to feel satisfaction in it, so all was prob-
ably right. Mr. Buckram commenced
the service by reading a hymn in a
somewhat shambling manner, and then
pitched the tune himself. One or two
male voices joined, dragging and seuffling
from one note to another in a manner
meant, no doubt, to be solemn, Mrs.
Buckram then united her treble to the
chorug, but, owing to an extraordinary

sleep undér it again. Iwish I could set
it on fire."

inability which she’ had always mani-

In all the paroxysms of rage with

prehend the purport of the “ete.,” but.
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fested to diseern the difference between
the melodies of “All hail! the power”
and “Sister, thou wast mild and lovely,”
except as accompanied by the words,
ghe proceeded in a surprising and novel
monotone, which failed to cheer the
spirits of the solemn men. But at this

" era Mrs. Deacon Grumm -and her hired

gir] entered and set in with a vigorous
falsetto, at which all the singers took
heart and went gloriously on to the end.
Then Mr, Buckram prayed in a very
easy way, without exerting himself much,
and afterwards edified his hearers with
expositions upon. several passages of
Scripture; His remarks especially re-
ferred to the differences between the
“sheep and the goats.” Having con-
cluded, he lazily stated that there would
now be opportunity for further observa-
tions from the brethren. There was a
long and sombre pause, after which a
gallow man, with a coat which must
have seen service in a. bamn, arcse. He
hegan in & wmowrnful voice, in a minor
key : — ‘

“My friends, -— ahem, — I feel that it
is good to be here. It is a blessed place
and the * gate of heaven.” I feel it a great
privilege to be permitted to come up to
the house of prayer. I feel to thank the
Lord for his benefits. My friends, —
ahem, — I have been interested, greatly
interested, in what our minister has hen
sayin'. 1 feel that it 'sa great and solemn
truth, and that we ’d all ought to think
of it & great deal more. There's a great
and an awful differonee between the sheep
and the goats. Some on us here present

" is sheep, I trust and believe. T hope
_and pray that we may be. Some on us

is goats. That’s a great and an awful
thought. Some on us is one, and some
on us is the other. Now I beg and be-
seech each one here present to consider
this question and to ask himself solemnly,

"¢ Which be I'2' O my friends, it’s an

awful question. But I can put it to
myself boldly, and as boldly can I an-
swer. I may be mistaken, none on us
can know cortain +ill we git to the judg-
ment-seat which we be, but unless I’m
very greatly mistaken, which I don’t
consider very likely, I can answer boldly,
‘I'm o sEEEPR,” ‘

“S0 he i8— shegpish,” said the for-

“lorn Frank in a loud whisper to Celia,
. 2

toward whom he already begen to have
drawings. His mother was safo at the
other end of the bench, else he would
not have dared to speak ; and even now
she heard the whisper and favored him
with a frown which would have been
who can tell how many degrees blacker
had she heard what he said.

Deacon Grumm arose. His voice ap-
peared to issue from the pit of his
stomach and to find no outlet throngh
his nose.

*“ My brethren,” said he, “T fear that
we are in a very low state, I fear that J
am in a very low state myself. I do
not experience the joy which ‘once I
knew when first I knew the Lord” Iam
glad that Brother Peck feels so sure
of being' in the ‘ark of safety, but I
should feel that it was sinfulness and
self-righteousness if I felt such an as-
surance. We are poor, blind, and mis-
erable creatures, and * God is angry with
the wicked every day.’ Wo are told to
‘flee from the wrath. to come,’ and my
sins hold me back with such a power
that I can't flee. Yes, my brethren, I
am in a very low state, and this church
is in a very low state. When I look at
these vacant weats I feel depressed.
When I see the young people in the
town around all going in the ways
which * take hold on death,’ I am struck
with terror. This is 2 wicked world we
live in., Our hearts are hard and des-
perately wicked. ‘We have all sinned
and come short of the glory of God.! 1
feel that it would be just that we should
be cast at once, with our sins upon us,
into the *ldke which burneth with fire,’
¢ where their worm dieth not and the fire
is not quenched’ But the Lord is a
Lord of nierdy.”Jesus of Nazareth suf-
fered ‘in his own body on the tree,' and
was made a propitiation for our trans.
gressions. I cling to the c¢ross. 1 have
no ‘ether hope; and this hope is not a
lively hope, for I confess my sing and
know that there is “none good, no, not
one, and there is great danger that
when we come and say ‘Lord, Lord, he
will reply, ‘1 never knew you ; depart
from me, ye wicked, to everlasting de-
struction” O my brethren, ‘the day
of the Lord will come as o thief in the
night,’ and I expect that I shall noet be

prepared. I'm afraid none of us will
. :
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be, the church seems to be in such a
low state. Let us pray.”

* As Alice and Celia had not the ac-
quaintance with certain stereotyped
quotations which their aunt’s children
had, these remarks appeared extraordi-
nary, and though very disjointed and
incomprehensible, at least original and
startling.

With the “ Amen ” of Deacon Grumm,
a tall, loose man sprang up, and began
in a very voluble manner : —

“ (O my dear friends, and my breth-
ren, and my sisters too, I hev been
edified and refreshed by what I've heard
at this ’ere meetin'; it's a glorious
thing for brethren to meet together
in opity and agree. 1 feel my heart
strengthened and enlarged by if. Noth-
in’, no, nothin’ should ever induce me
to give up the prayer-meetin’. The
preachéd word is good in its place. I'm
an arduons supporter of the preachéd
word, and on Sundays I feel a blesséd
peace, not of the earth, earthy. But
the influence of the preachéd word as
compared with that of the prayer-meet-
in’ is but as a sand on the sea-shore or
s drop in the occean. I came in here
feelin’ that I should get good, and I’ve
got it. I feel it hers, and I know I'’ve
got it. I think with Brother Peck that
1 am assured that 7 am a sheep, for
I’'m sure that ‘I've washed my robes
and made them white in the blood o
the Lamb.” :

Celia looked surprised, for the meta-
phor was not a familiar one to her, and
ghe supposed it was to be taken literally,
which seemed hardly pessible, regarding
the extremely ancient-looking linen worn
by the brother in question,

# 1 believe,” he went on, ¢ that it s the

privilege of all on us to hev this blessed

agsurance, and I praise the Lord that I
hev it. But [ think Brother Grumm is
right when he says the church is in a
low state. O my friends, what we need
is a revival! Nothin’ else can hev any
effect. When 1 se¢ so many young
pussons, and the middle-aged, and the
old, going straight down to the bottom-
“less pit, T can but hold out a hand to
restrain 'em, if so be they will listen to
it. Some on 'em '} not hear the ¢ voice
of the charmer, charm he never so wise-
ly’; but, O my friends and brethren,

gome on’em will. Let us go out into
the highways and bedges and compel
'em to come in. Let ug tell ’em there
iy only e way to be saved from the
‘wrath to come. Let us tell ’em of
the place prepared for the wicked, where
they shall burn in fires ‘heated seven
times hotter,” through an everlastin’
eternity. It is the place *prepared for
the devil and his angels’ by the ‘meek
and lowly ' Jesus, whd, when he was ré-
viled, reviled not again, We onght to
be thankful and praise the Lord that
puch a place is prepared to satisfy the
holy demands of the glorious and divine
Justice. T feel that I am girded to the
good work, and I’'m ready to set forth;
and, having put my hand to the plough-
share, I will not look back, remembering
Lot's wife, who turned back and became
a pillow of salt. TIf all these members
here present is only prepared to follow
my example and say Amen to it, in a
few, a very few, weeks we mey expect
a glorious outpouring of the Spirit of
the Lord in this place. O my friends,
let us have a revival1”

Mr. Jonathan Buckram: — “1 believe,

with those who have already spoken, in
the deep mneed of a revival of pure re-
ligion in this community. I have just
come from & precious season of refresh-
ing in the college of which I am s mem-

ber, and my heart iz all aglow to do

something in the service of Jesus. Like
the chiming of distant bells is the voice
of my Redeemer in my soul. He has
come to seek and to save that which
was lost. There is nothing which we
can do ourselves which will secure to as
the blessed inheritance provided for the
just, All pood works are as nanght.
We have simply to believe. I will relate
o little anecdote, which to my mind
seems wonderfully impressive and in-
structive. A poor sallor boy was very
ill, and was put in a part of the ship by
himself, — the ‘sick bay,’ I believe it ia
called. One night there arose a terrifie
storm.. The waves' dashed high, the
billows roared, the sea was lashed into
fury, and the gallant ship was tossed to
and fro upon the bogsom of the mighty
deep ag if it had been a frail shell. At
last it became evident that the ship
must sink, and then there was fearful
despair depicted on all countenances.

'
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All rushed for the- boats, Now the poor,

ill sailor-boy was unable to move, and

though he shouted to others, no one
heard him above the tempestuous roil-
ing waters. He folt then that he should
be left to perish, But suddenly he heard
& voice above. It was his captain’s
voice. ‘Courage, Ned !’ he said in his
gruff voice ; ¢ there is room in the boats
for everybody, and you shall not be left
behind.” Now what did the poor boy
do? He could not lift a finger for him-
self, but he became cheerful. And why!
Becausehehad faith in the captain’s word,
He befieved him. Now, my dear friends,
that is exactly what we are to do. Our
souls are sin-sick, so that we cannot lift
a finger in our own behalf, but we have
heard the voice of the blessed Redeemer,
and we have only to believe. Nothing
could be simpler. Ah, my friends, with
such proiuises held out before us, shall
any of us fail of the great salvation?”-
Mr. Buckram now suggested that the
time was passing, and, after another
hymn kindred to the first, he dismissed

| the meeting.

A young woman came up to speak to
Mrs. Buckram. The latter did not con-
sider her nieces old enough to be intro-
duced ; but they diseovered in thie course
of the conversation that the young wo-
man’s name was Miss Roby, and they

" had previously heard that she kept the

district school, She was about as tall
as a yardstick, but as rotund as a pin-
cushion. She wore a calico dress and a
big bonnet. There was a certain hint
of pathos in her face and her voice, but
not in her .words. She had a most vol-
uble tongue, and talked at ithe top of

_ her speed till the family reached homs,

and then yielded to their invitation to
walk in, enforced by the offer of Mr,
Jonathan to attend her home whenever
she wished to go.

“ What a good meeting we had to-
night | * said she, in a cordial tone.

“Very good,” rejoined Mrs. Buckram,
with her derid little smile; “only I do
wish Deacon Grumm would n't always

talk about the low state of the church.

I'm sure there is much more interest
gince Mr. Buckram came, than there
ever was under Mr. Mesks.”

“Yes, to be sure, it iz rather dis-
couraging to hear such things, but

i

"7

then Deacon Grumm is such a good old
man,” . .

“Yes, O yes; I would n't have you
think that I don't think he is very
good,” put in Mrs. Buckram,

“Yes, and then, don't you think,
Mrs. Buckram, that sometimes when
people feel mo low it is just the stirring
of the Spirit in their hearts, and that
it is an indication of a better state of
things1”

“But J wish,” remarked Jonathan,
“that Mr. Pierce would learn to speak
grammaticalty,”

“Ah, Mr. Jonathan,” said Miss
Roby, vivaciously, “you must n't ex-
pect plain country people 4o be, polished
and cultivated like you colleginng, and
Mr, Piorce is very earnest. When he
spoke about going out into the high-
ways and hedges and gathering in the
lost, T declare it made the tears come
to my eyes, and I felt we should really
have a ravival here before long.”

“ But,” replied Jonathan, somewhat
pompoudly, “I think he holds a wrong
doetrine. He thinks it is by showing
the horrors of hell that souls are to be
won, while I think it is by helding up
the terma of selvation, more cspecially
‘only beliove,’ as I anid to-night.”

“Yes, I think se too,” said Miss
Roby. “Ihope youll excuse my say-
ing so, but I liked your remerks par-
ticularly. I shali not forget them for a
long time, [ thought that story was
very beautiful and tonching, and se ap-
propriate.”. i

“It set forth the way of salvation
very strikingly,” remarked Mrs. Buck-
ram.

“Yes,” said Miss Roby ; “but still, if
people don’t want to aceept them, — of
course I know they ought to, but some
people don’t, and if they don't, why,
then they must have the strongest mo-
tives set before them, and there is where
such people as Mr. Pierce do good, and
I sometimes think that their very igno-
rance and illiterate manner of speaking
may impart & kind of fervor which is

more effective with a certain class of

minds than the graces of oratory. Now
7 was most benefited by Mr. Buekram's
and Mr. Jonathan's remarks, but there
may have been those present most

affected by something which was more

L]
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within their comprehension, — though I
do not mean exactly that either, for
your remarks were as simple as elegant,
but— Well, you understand what 1
mean.”

_ At this juncture, Mrs. Buckram sent
the children ali to bed, as she believed
in primitive hours, So they heard no
more”and saw no more of Miss Roby
that night, though afterwards they were
her pupils for three years, :

———————

CHAPTER V.

HEN the sisters were safe in

their own room, Celia spoke ont,
vehemently as usual, but. more in a sur-
prised than an angry way.

“Was w't it strange and dreadful,
Alice? Iwill never go to another. What
did it mean}”

“T hardly know,” replied Alice, *it
was so confused, but I suppose they
megnt it to be a religious mecting.
You know they believe mome very
strange things, and they can’t help talk-
ing about them, I only wonder that
they do not gpeak of them oftener. If
* Ungle Benjomin and Aunt Lydia really
think that everybody who does n't agree
with them is geing straight down to
such awful and endless suffering, I
don’t see how they can ever smile or
think of anything but how to save as
many as possible.” '

“0, it’s horrible1” ecried Celia,
clenching her little hands. “You're
sure it can’t be true, Alico?”

“ Sure,” gaid Alice, in the most rest-
ful tone. 1t iz not possible, my dear,
because there is a God over us. If he
had not come 80 near to us just now,
darling, I might not be so certain, but
now I cannot help believing.”

“And you will never, never, never
believe it #” cried Celia, in a fit of ap-
prehension. ‘ J

“No, I'suppose not. How eould I'
Why are you afraid ¥”

“1 don't know,” said the child, still
passionately ; “ only it makes me ghud-
der, and if- it were not so hideous, I
think the very terror might make me
believe it some time. Still, you know

was n't beautiful.” _

Mrs, Buckram had been endeavoring
for the week past to implant some no-
tions of theology in the very umin-
formed minds of her nieces, and had so
far only succeeded in harassing them
and making their new home, with all
its- strange incongruities, jar more and
more upon the sensitive hearts so latel
wrung by sorrow. Celia, who was by
nature as fierce as a little tiger, had
been so far subdued by her peaceful
years of childhood, and now especially
by her father's sudden death, that she

I couldn’t beliove anythirg\true which

aunt, but broke out like a whirlwind
when alone with Alice, who was suffer-
ing untold agonies, bravely as she held
herself. It is curious and painful that

sometimes compelled to live together in
such close companionship. Alice re-
pressed herself partly because she had
o reverent nature and recognized her
aunt’s position of authority over her,
though she knew in her heart that only
in trivialities was it possible that she
could be bound to obey, and yet more
because she feared the influence of this
meode of life on Celia’s fiery spirit ; and
indeed it seemed caleulated to rasp and
exasperate the child, and develop all
the forces of passion which had lain
dormant in her heart because she had
been so tenderly and lovingly treated.

“I thought,” continued Celia, that
religion was meant to make people
good ; but I don’t think Aunt Lydia is
very good, — do yout” .

“I think,” replied Alice, *that peo-
ple are so differently made that it is
impossible for one person to say that
another is not good. "We can never
know the inner life of another fully, and
8o we oan never know the entire mean-
ing of ity outward expression.”

% Well, Alice,” sighed.the little one,
“I think you are perfect, at any rate;
and I wish I was as good, only I know
I never ghall be.”

" The next morning Alice sat sewing
by her aunt, and Celia slipped away
down through the woods at the back of
the house, and amused herself by gath-
ering great branches of the resplendent

I never could, for I must have beauty.

*

October leaves. Where the waters of

kept herself moderately civil to her

people of such different natuves are.
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the brook sparkled clearest, the bend-
ing boughs shone most gloriously. I
wonder why. ‘

Celia wag just seating herself on =a
mossy log, when she was startled by a
gruff, hard little voice issuing from the
'tree over her head.

“Ho! Celia; how did you come here ?
Who let you come? Mother didn't,
I know.” Therewith Master Frank
gwung himself lightly down and alight-
ed by her side.

“Why not " replied Celia. I did
n't ask her.” '

*Q, youdidn't, —did w't you? What
do you expect she’ll say when you get
home? ? . _

“Y don’t know,” said Celia, in amaze-

ment. “T1 never supposed she would|

care. I never asked my father when I
wanted to go into the woods.”

‘But then you see you didn't have
any mother,” remarked Frank, with his
hands in his pockets. ¢ That makes
all the difference, you know.”

“No, it don’t,” said Celia, indignant-
ly. “I should never have wanted to
do anything my mother did n’% like.”

“Cho!” gaid Frank, raising his eye-
brows, and poking his short, stiff hair till
it stood up straight. “ What a queer girl
you are ! Say, was n't your father a jolly
man, though{?”

“ He was just like the angel Gabriel,”
said Celia, without any very distinct
notions as to the angel in question, ex-
cept that he was very grand.

"Was he'” asked Frank, softly
whistling.  “ Well, then, I tell you, I
should 't want to see him. You see I
hate angels, —they’re bosh! and I’m
afraid I’ve got to go to heaven some
time, and I don’t want to.. Don’t tell
mother, now, will youl” He seemed
suddenly seized with a panie, “Be-
cause, you see, I don’t mean that T want
to go anywhere else, though, —I should
like to live and never die, only I want

" to be a man first, for I hate to stay

here ; don’t you, Celia?”
#Yes,” smd Celia, ingtantly and un-

- reflectingly. T hate it, of course ; but
1 should n’t think you would feel so, be-

cause you have your father and mother
and all”

“Oho! That’s just what it is! I
don’t want them to die, you know, but

T wish they'd- all go off in some nice
place where I should never see them °
again, and have a splendid time.”

Celia. sympathized so much that she
had great ado to prevent herself from
shaking handg then and there with her
cousin upon their common sentiments.
But her instinctive delicacy of feeling
saved her, and she tried to say, in a
manner as much like that of Alice s
might be,. © Hugh, Frank! That isn't
right.” ‘

“Pooh! I didn't suppose you would
talk gammon. Ihate it. T wonder how
you would like to be my mother’s son } 7
He langhed a little, and then continued :
“Now you 're here and I'm hers, I
shonld like to have a talk with you.
Mother says Alice and you are heathen,
and don’t know anything about good
things. And I should just like to know
what you used to do at home; for I
can’t bear good things, only I don't see
what else there is to'do. Now, Sun-
days, for instance, what did you do if
you didnt go to church and prayer-
meeting and Sunday achool $”

“0, we had a blessed time Sun-
days |” said Celia, with some excite-
ment. “ Fathor wag sure to be at home
then, though he was often away through
the week, But we didp’'t stay with
him in the morning, for that time he
spent in the study.” !

“Why, I didn’t know he was a min-
ister,” said Frank, with great surprise
and disgust, } '

“Ile was n't.”

“Then what did he have a study
for?” demanded Frank, with asperity.
“ My father never goes into his study
except to see about his sermons.” '

“ But my father loved to study,” re-
turned Celia, proudly. “ And he wasg
very wise. On pleasant days in the
summer Alice and I used to wander in
the woods in the morning, and gather
wild-lowers and tell stories. Then we
came back just in.time for dinner.”

“Did you have dinner Sunday 2" in-.
quired Frank, with new surprise.

“Of course, And then in' the af-
ternoon we always walked and talked
and read with father, or perhaps went.
sailing with him in his beautiful boat,
and some rare times he took us to-

ride, and we carried luncheon and' .
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had & beautiful pienic all alone by
ourselves.” '

“That was n't any great fun, was it4”
eaid Frank. 1 like picnics well enough,
but I should want someboedy there be-
sides father and Mary Ann. DBoating

must have been good fun, though, But
were 't you dreadfully afraid of being
drowned " ,

“ Why, no, indeed ; I don’ see why.
Father knew all about a boat and was
very careful, and we only went still
days.”

(0 yes! I don't mean that. But
you know it was Sunday. And the
Sunday-school books say that all the
bad people who go in a boat Sundsyk
sre slways drowned, no matter how
pleagant it is when they start. I don’t
think I should dare to go.”

“Well, T should,” said Celia, * and
my father was not bad, but the best
man who ever lived, so I know it was
right.”

“Queer, thoygh, that you were n't
drowned. I dént think I should be
quite so much afraid now. I supposed
everybody was drowned who went sail-
ing Sunday. No, come to think of it,
there was one boy, Maurice Taylor, who
was almost drowned, and that converted
him, But I don't want to be converted,
either, till the Tast minute,”

“But I don't think it would be so
draadfnl to, be drowned,” said Celia.
#The water ia so beautiful and blue,
and the sunset flushes it so, and the
moon makes such a bright path across
it, and there are such lovely seaweeds,
and away down there are pearls and
gold and ever.so many strange things.
O Frank, I wish you had just seen
little Antoinetta at the theatre play
that ghe was a sea-spirit.” :

“Did you ever go to the theatre?”
questioned Frank, now fairly aghast.

# Never but that once,” said Celia.
# That was the last Saturday father was
with us. And I "m soglad, for I believe
it was the very happiest day of all my
life.” ’

“You don’t suppose that’s what
made him die, — do you?” said Frank.

“Why, no,” replied Celia, opening
her eyes wide ; “how could it1”

# Mother thinks so, T know,” maid

denly and that it was a direct judg-
ment upon him ; but she would n't tell
me why, though 1teased her. But you
see that ’s it. It’s awful wicked to go
to the theatre.”

- %I never heard of that before,” said
Celia, ““and I don’t believe it now.
It’s perfectly gorgeons.” }

“But I tell you you ’11féo to hell if
you go to the theatre. There s a book
in our Sunday school, “ The Way to the
Pit,” about a boy who went to the pit
of the theatre and ended by going to
the bottomlesa pit, I beliove,—satop, let’s
gee, I don’t know but he was converted
in the end, I believe he was, but if he
had n’t been, he would have gone there.
The first part of the book is real inter-
esting, though. lan’t there a place at
a theatre called the pit 8

“ No,” said Celia, “ I don’t know of
any. But, Frank, I don’t believe there
is sny such place as hell, go of eourse
I'’m not afraid of going there.”

“But of course there ¢ such a place,”
said Frank, “and I’m just as afraid as
I ean be. I tell you what,” he added
confidentially, “if it was n't for that I
should run away. I should like to get

think it was splendid, for we had a

Sunday-school exhibition once, and T

took part, and I had the best time that
ever 7 had, though that is n't saying very
much either. But I should like it bully.
Only, you see, I don't dare.”-

“Well,” said Celia, with sudden an-

r, «if I were atboy, — or a girl either,
—1 should be hshamed to be such a
coward, and that's all 1"

Frank flushed to the roots of his hair.
“1 mint & coward. Jonathan 's a cow-
ard. *T had & great three-pronged
tooth pulled and I never made a whim-
per; and I can lick any boy in school,
though I don't do it when Miss Roby is
there, because she ’d tell mother. But
when it comes to dying and getting
into such an awful blistering, burning
flame forever and ever and ever and
ever, I tell you what, it’s no joke.”
And he looked low and wretched.

“But you sha’ n't think I'm a coward,”
said he, suddenly firing. * Tell me all
about that theatre, and the little girl
who played.” '

Frank, for she said he died very sud-

So Celia, notbing loath, lived over

i

into a theatre myself. T know T should.

»
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again the happy excitement of her after-
noon at the extravaganza. She had
hardly thought of it since she heard
it for the terrible sorrow which had

" directly befallen her, and the rapid

changes through which she had lately
passed had almost driven it from her
mind, But now it wag such a delight
to get back to that beanty again that
her very words glowed, and Frank wag

©in such a whirl and fever of excitement
.that he quite forgot to be afraid even

of hiz mother, which resulted in bring-
ing them both home late to dinner, upon
which strict inquiries were made, and
when it was discovered thal they had
both been -dway without leave, Mrs,
Buckram excused Celia with only a

"~ - scolding, as it was the first time and

caused by a misunderstanding, but
Frank was sentenced to a solitary after-
noon in his mother's room. '

And so the life of the sisters went on
for three years, :

————
CHAPTER VL

T last came a day when to Celia’s
complaint Alice answered, * You

- are right, we cannot live here, we will

go to school,”
She had thought of this oftey and anx-

dously, but she had aob wished to go
till Celia was old enough to be bene-

fited by it, and ‘could realize what it
would be for them to spend the little
toney they had, and afterwards be
obliged to work for their support.

“1 guess I sha’ 't want to teach,”
said Celia, thoughtfully. “I’ll be an
actress, 1 guess.” '

% Perhaps go,” said Alice, # when you
ave old enough.” o

“I'm as old now 88 Antoinina was,”
gaid Celia.

“Yes,” said Alice, “but her mother |

was an actress, 80 her home was in the
theatres. But you would have to go
alone, and would have. no one to guide

_you in right and wrong,”

“1 have my own conscience,” said
Celia, tossing her head loftily.

Alico smiled. “Still you want some
educatlon and eniture aside from the
stage ; and a bearding-school seems to

*

be the only place where we can afford
to go for 1t. Besides, Uncle Buckram
is your guardian.”

“ But, if you said it was best, Alice, 1
would run away.”

Alice laughed. “Idon'tsayso. But
you may study elocution at school, and
then you will be all ready to be an ac-
tress by and by.”

“J shall be vather old, though,” snid
Celia ; and Alice did not tell her that
her ideas of actresses would probably
change before that time.

No objection was made fo the plan
of going to school. Mrs. Buckram vainly
hinted that with a little pecuniary aid
Mary Ann might aceompany the sisters,
and congoled herself by thinking it well,
on the whole, that she should be sepa-
rated from such heretical companions,
though, as she justly remarked, “Mary
Amn was rooted and grounded in the
faith, and had no tendencies to free in-
quiry.” In her secret heart Mra., Buck-
ram thought that the sisters were un-
wittingly jumping from the frying-pan
into the fire, though she did not desig-
nate the places by those terms, for she
had selected a boarding-school for them
which bore the reputation of never haw-
ing graduated # single unconverted
young lady. ‘

Their preparations were not very elab-
orate, though perhaps it took as long*to
make over the few simple dresses in a
becoming and tasteful manner ag would
have been necessary for a faghionable
wardrobe. But Alice worked silently
and steadily, and no one realized that
she was doing anything till it was done.
Celia was in such high spirits that she -
wag even prscious to 'Mary Ann; but
she did not dare to gxpress her exulta-
tion except in private to Alice and Frank.
Frank, in the depths of his misery, had
become an accomplished hypocrite and
could conceal secrets, '

“T tell you what, Celia,” said he, con-
fidentially, “I don't know what I shall
do when you are gone. There's nobody
else to have any kind of fun with, darmn
’em !” This last was as near as he dared -
approach to swearing, and it afforded
him a great deal of delight to feel that
he was using an expression which would

have consigned him to the dungeons if
his mother had overheard it,

'
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“I'L tell you what I’m going to do,” | in & eonvent,” replied Alice; ¢ that is, if

added he,

“No, I won'’t; nobody can|one were there from choice, and free to

b trusted to keep a secret but myself. | go or stay at will.”

We don’t know our own enemieg ” (ina

A burst of merry langhter came to

grandiloquent tone); “but mark my |their ears at that moment and relieved

words, Celia, and if you hear that I have | the solemnity of the sceno.

Mzxs. Hen-

disappea,r,ed, don't you be afraid I’m|shaw, the principal, greeted them for-

wned,’
“ What!” said Celia.
ing to run away "

“ Never you mind,” said Frank, mys-| contented at dnce,

teriously ; ““but there are some places in
the world just as bad as hell, I guess,
1 declare I'd about as seon go there at
once, and done with it, as to wait. I sup-
pose I've got to go some time.”

“For shame, Frank!” replied his
cousin.

“But what do you know about it1”
urged Frank. “Mother says there’s
such a place, and it makes her perfectly
happy, though she don’t want me to go
there, —1 don’t think she cares very
much, — and the reason you don't be-
Lieve it is because you haven’t been
converted.”

“Well,” said Celia, “I’m never going
to be converted ; and I don't care what
Aunt Lydia says, T know I love God and
he loves me; and I’m not a bit afiaid.”

“Well, I don't know anything,” said
Frank, “but I fhink, if T ever get away
from here, T shall be real witty and have
a jolly time, and I don’t care. I don’t
want to go to hell, but I would n't give
& snap to go to heaven if mother ’s going
to be there.” L

“Hush!” said Celia; “I guess that
is n’t right.”

Belmore, in which the boarding-school
way situated, wak a quiet country place,
full of beautiful trees, and the Seminary
was neat and pleasant. As the carriago
drove up the avenue with the two sis-
ters; they saw groups of bright-faced,
well-dressed girls gathered about the
grounds, or walking arm-in-arm along
the shaded paths.

Bright, clean, pedceful, —it was a
change worth having from the jarring
life of Rockdale ; yet it was so intensely
calm and quiet that Celia said, under
her breath, *It’s beautiful, but isn't
it like a convent?”

" “I always believed there must be &’

mally, and assigned them a room, not

“ Are you go- | clegant certainly, but so neat, and with

such a vigion of the hills, that they felt
They felt more at
home than they had done et any time
yince their father died.

Then came the tea, with its thin
white slices of sweet bread and the fin-
ger's breadth of cake, very simple, but
very neat, and only scanty to those who
did not like to eat much bread and
butter. ' *

But for such, as the gitls speedil
learned, their parents sent huge boxes
of cakes and fruits ; so nobody suffered,
after all.

After tea, some of the older girls
came in to welcome the new-comers,
and then one of .the teachers, Miss
Emmons, just before bedtime. Miss
Emmons had the face of a saint and a
low, soft voice in speaking, which cap-
tivated Celia at once. She hoped the
girls were not feeling homesick at first
coming to a strange place, R

“0 no,” said Celia, and shg was
going to add that they came from &
place they hated ; but Alice, seeing the
danger, interposed : “We are less likely
to be homesick than most girls, as
we have really no home, but have

been boarding for some time with an
aunt.”

ant for you here, and that you may be
very happy,” said Miss Emmons, sweet- '
ly. Then she kissed them good night,
sayjng tenderly, “I hope you both love
the Lord Jesus Christ, and then you ean
be lonely nowhere.” =~ -

“I don’t,” maid Celia, with her usual
impulsiveness, and Alice said nothing,
She had hoped, if possible, to avoid
digcussions in her new home, ..

Miss Emmons looked shocked, and
said, “0 my dear child, I shall pray
for you to-night,” and left the room,
“Qelia looked at Alice in consterna-

great deal of the best sort of happiness

tion. “Isn't she beawtiful 2" said she,
“0, how I wish she would not pray

“I hope we may make it very pleas- -

|
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for me! T want to get acquainted with
her, but of course F can't if that’s the
way she’s going to do. But I do love
her. ” . . .

“Ghe is lovely,” said Alice, with a
sigh. 1 suppose we need never expect
to find a place where we shall be free
from theological discussions.”

Tt was not many days before Celia wag

‘violently in love with Miss Emmons.

Tt is curious, but most boarding-school
girls ave sure to fall in love with some
teacher and endure all the little thrills
and jealousies and heart-burnings which
usually accompany. la grande -passion.
Celia, was perfectly delighted to be in 2
class of Miss Emmons, though in gazing
at her she forgot her lesson and received
a bad mark, She spent her spare mo-
ments in running up steirs and down on
all sorts of errands, — for ice-water, for
her lanp, her books, ete, ete, ete
Miss Emmons scldom had occasion to
go anywhere without finding Celia cloge
behind her, veady to open the doors
and hold them open till she had passed
through. o

Alice ‘was half amused and half anx-
ious in seeing this.’ She was-glad that
Celia’s impulsive and passionate nature
had found something to love. The
sistery’ love between them had, of course,

" ‘heen a quiet thing, and otherwise there

had been a dearth of objects, so that
this was a wholly new experience. But
to Alice Miss Emmons did not seem so
perfect an angel, though she thought
her lovely and sincere ; but her religion
was not Alice’s religion, and there was
a gulf fixed between them. '
Alice, strangely, enough, felt most at-
tracted towards a pale, stern young
woman, Miss Dixon, who spoke very
little and was known to be sarcastic.
She was wonderfully learned, and, with
all her sarcasm, did not say unkind
things to her pupils. Alice fancied that
if she could only know her, she might

find points in common ; but Miss Dizon

was unapproachable, and all Alice’s at-
tempts went for nothing.

Alice found herself as unable to es-
ecape religious importunities as ever, and
in fact they were harder to withstand
than they had been at Rockdale. She
had no sconer made friends with a fel-

 history or mathematics than the girl

would press her hand tenderly and
whisper, “ Wo have a dear little
prayer-meeting in my room this even-
ing. 1 should so love to have you
come.” Of course all the girls were not
saints, but there was not a girl of re-
spectable standing in school with whom
Alice could have any sympathy in her
studies who was not devoted to prayer-
mectings. Tvery good scholar, every
decently behaved girl, besides moany who
were not well behaved, had been con-
verted. The rest seemed to take the
general impression of their swickedness
as trne, and, to make it truer, commit-
ted oll sorts of enormities, which really

frightened the Wildings, who had al-

ways believed that a lie was the worst
sin and that one should be conseien-
tious in the smallest matter.

To cap the climax, as winter ap-
proached, it was clear that preparations
were' making for a revival on a grand
geale. Prayer-meetings thickened; thero
was one before breakfast in the morn-
ing, that the young ladies might com-
mence the day aright. - After hreakfast
a time was set apart for private ,devo-
tions, after which the whoele school
assembled for public prayers in the
large dining-hall. Then the business
of lessons began and proceeded without
interruption till"one o'clock. After din-
ner some of the elect held another
little prayer-meeting. 'Then came a
Tull until evening. Sometimes in the
evening there were meetings which the
young ladies were all required to at-
tend; the elect assembling earlier and
staying later, to pray for those who
were atill unregenerate. Then there
were divers little cliques which met at
odd times.. Fach class held meetings
in the interest of its unconverted memn-
bers. Each teacher invited the young
ladies in her corridor to her room for
prayer. Several friends fixed upon
some one person to be petitioned for by
name, Alice avoided all the meetings
which were not compulsory ; but Celin
gould not resist the invitation which
Miss Emmons, with tears in her eyes, exg
tended to her to join the meeting of
the “wayward ones,” to whom Miss
Fmmons talked like an angel, they all

low-pupil over something interesting in
8 ll

agreed.
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Had Celia been alone, it is very likely

that she might have become a devotee
_for the fow years of her school life, only
to have a fiercer mental struggle after-
wards ; for she could easily be governed
by her affections. -But she loved Alice
dearly also, and though the latter did
not restrain her in any way, in fact
scarcely sdvised her, her very presgnce
calmed the more impetuous nature of
her sister. Yet Alice was far from be-
jng calm ‘within, She had not found it
very difficult to maintain her own con-
victions while at her aunt’s, becanse she
had secn mo one whom she thoroughly
respected both mentally and morally.
She had seen a foew pure, unselfish peo-
ple, but she had known them to be in-
ferior to her in intelleet, and their views
had not troubled her. Now she was
among those who were her equals and
superiors in mind, and she believed in
character, and the struggle came which
must come to every soul to whom the
truth is ever to be a living thing. Who
knows but this is the modern form of
conviction for gin, and whether the calm
-which follows the decision of primal
points is not the true conversion? Had
the machinery of the revival been a lit-
tle less palpable, had the converted girls
shown a little change of character, had
the teachers answered her anxious ques-
tions with thoughts instead of texts, (a
curious way which sorne people have, —
curious, because if one does not sccept
the infallibility of the Bible at firgt, how
cant texts prove that or anything else to
him ?) or if she had not felt in every day
and hour of her life how good God had
been to her and-how good he must surely
be to all his creatures, she might have
helped to swell the statistics of the re-
ligious papers. As it was, she was very
wretched and doubtful for months, long
after the revival had entirely passed by ;
but by degrees she regained the balance
of her mind, and the poise was firmer
than it had been even in her carly days
of trust.
—t.

. CHAPTER: VIIL

" A_ I{, Dora the Invincible, do you
indeed fancy your position un-

. . 4
The speaker was & fresh young fellow,
with a bloom on his cheek, 2 wave in

spoken to was a beautiful young girl
who was mounted on the top of a hay-
cart, where she brandished a long rake
and Jaughed gayly. .

“ Ah, Mr. Imperiinence, I see the
terror in your eyes for all your hold
speeches.”

The young fellow, discerning a chal-
lenge, sprang lightly upon the hay in a
twinkling, and Miss Dora’s tender heart
made her rake powerless.

“ There, my dear young woman,” said
he,” kizsing hor half a dozen times
before she could * remonstrate, * tell
me again that you see terror in my
eyes |”

“I dare tell you again, but T won’t,”
said the girl, overrunning with laughter,
but trying to look angry.

ing his experiment. “I see terrors in
your eyes just now.” E
“I’ll go and tell my mother,” said
the girl, laughing and blushing.
“1 wager sixpence you’ll do no
such thing,” said the young fellow,
dropping his voice. “You know you
get little enough time in the open sun-

Besides,” he added persuasively, “just
think, ma ckére, how little time I shall-
be in the village, and you would n’t be
so cruel as not to let me see you while
I do stay?” t

Dora didn’t reply. O no ; she would
not be so eruel.  Cruel to whom ?

She did not need to call her mother,
for at that very moment the sharp voice
of her mother called her. Not that her
mother had seen the foregoing, A young
gentleman, son of the richest man in
town, and straight from the University,
might do a variety of things without be-
ing too closely looked after, But Dora
May was & poor girl, and Dora May's
mother did her own work, and there
were five younger children. So Dora
had not many minutes in the out-door

‘1 world.

“( dear!” began Dora.
“Dear me ?” queried the young fel-
low, laughing.

assailable 17

“You?” said Dora, scornfully,
“Don’t think it, sir. Buf O dear ! there

his hair, and a bright cordial eye. The

“Saucy girl!"” exclaimed he, repeat-

ghine now, and you won't shorten it.

Y
T T
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are those horrid biscuit to be made for | answer to a little breeze ; she saw their

supper.” — 8

badows lie peaceful and cool on the

@i horrid, T agree,” said he. ¢ 1|sweet grass, and down by the fern-bor-
tell you what, though, put,-a private dered little bl:ook she heard the plain-
mark on one of them and save it for|{tive whistle ‘of the meadow:lark and
me, and then I shall know you are|the saucy piping of the bobolink. She

thinking of me even if I can’t see you.”
“The idea!” sajd Dora.

wag a ]
] guess|and her heart fluttered impatiently to

girl who loved beautiful things,

you would n't want to eat a cold biscuit | get away from her burdensome sur-

if I did save it for you.”
«Yes, I should,”. said he.

cold biscuit.” '
The mother's sharp voice called]l

through the trees again, and the young|awsy before she tasted it.

: roundings to the loveliness so little dis-
“J -adore | tance from her.
seen the cream of life just so near her

Ah! she had always

ips, and the cup was: always taken
The mead-

gentleman, who had no fancy for any ow-lark, so in sy_mpathy wifh her mood,
of the May tribe except Dora herself, | might have quieted her if she could
juraped hastily down and helped her to | have hidden her head in the long grass
the ground; then, giving her another and listened to the strain.” As it was,

kiss hefore she had time to defend herself, ¢ it only mad@ened her.
he mounted his horse and rode away.|footstep outside.

She heard a
She started quickly,

In spite of the repeated call, when he|and listened with wide-open eyes, Alas!
Yooked back from the little hill beyond [no. It was only one of her little sisters
he saw the girl still leaning on her|who had been out on a ramble, and was
yake and looking after him. He was|coming in laden with all kinds of pretty
too far away to see her blush at being| things.

detected in the act, but her attitude

“See here, Dora,” said & little voice,

reminded him of a favorite picture, and|merry enough, but with a certain sharp
he whistled thoughtfully to himself |intonation which. showed she bhad not

Then he said beneath his breath : ——

« Of all sad words of tongue or pen,
The saddest are these, ‘It might have been !™”

He added suddenly :
had been !
sighed .over it just as much.

lived in a happy family.
moss beantifol? And 1'ye got lots of
curiosities to show you.”

“Tan't this

Dora put down her iron and went

“Suppose it|to look at the treasures with a sigh
Ten to one they'd have | half of envy, becanse when she had been
Still, | & child, ag she was the oldest in the

she’s mighty pretty, and what’s one|family and all the little ones had to be

vacation ?
as you 're "appy 1’"

¢ What’s the hodds so long]taken care of, there had been few rambles
for her.

She had hed to help iron

Thereupon he whistled to his horse|every ironing-day since she could re-

and galloped homewards.

Dora meantime made her biscuit,
and, as he had requested, thought of
him even when he was not at hand,

A
CHAPTER VIIL
é GIRL stood ironing in a hot

kitchen, without a blind, one

warm July day. She was young and
fair, but her face waa pale and weary.
She moved listlessly, and seemed to
find the irons too heavy for her slender
hauds to use essily. She looked through
the open window and saw the trees in
“the crehard moving their leaves goftly in

member, even when she had to stand
on g stool to reach the board. No won-
der that she had clutched at every
| stray sunbeam of happier life that had

penetrated to her. But sunbeams ean- .
not be caught by clutching at them, and
hers had all vanished and left only a
gsad sense of disappointment, a heavier
sadness than if she had never seen
them or guessed there was any light be-
yond the darkness.

“ 0 Dora,” called & sharp voice, from
the other room, “won't you ever
learn not to act like a child? You
kuow I don’t want my clean floor all
covered with litter, and you stand there
and encourage Nelly to bring it in. -
And wheﬁlxdo you expect that ironing is
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going to be done if you lage around this
way ! T shall have to get off my bed
- myself and do it, I actually beliove.”

“ Why, mother,” answered Dora,
hastily, “ Nelly has been just an careful
88 could be, and I guess one ‘minute
won't make much difference in the
ironing.” ‘

0 no,” fretted the mother; *one
minute to look at Nelly's clutter, and
another minute to watch a butterfly,
and the next minute to listen to a bird.
I shall get up.” '

_“ Don’t, mother,” said Dora, with a
distressed expression, going to the bed-
room door. “I shall get along very
well.  And it is so much better for you
to keep quiet when you have the head-
ache.” :

“0 yes,” said the mother; “the
trouble is you keep quiet too. Yon *ve
been half an hour ironing that shirt, for
I 've watched you” '

“Well, that'’s my affair, said Dora,
shortly. % Ag Iong as I get the work
done, and do it right, I dow't know
what harm it does anybody else if I am
slow.” :

‘It makes me nervous, that ’s all,”
said her mother with a twitch. “Be-
sides, therc are those suits to be made
for Nelly and Emma, and I think if
you’ve got any time to waste you
might work on those,”

“Yes, of course,” said Dora, curling
‘her lip. “I’ve been planning to go
down in the orchard after 1 finished
the ironing, and got dinner, and washed
the dishes ; but there’s always some-
thing to do in this house.” And ghe
thought to herself that when she was
2 child she hod no “guite” Now
though the material purchased for the
younger children was the cheapest
possible, they had their garments cut
with a bewildering number of ruffles,
points, scallops, and bows, because such
trimming cost nothing, except the higher
life of their elder sister.

“To be sure there is,” retorted Mrs,
May.  “You'd better go somewhere else,
Dora. What s become of your bean1”

“Mother, I wish you would keep
still 1”7 exelaimed Dora, vehemently;
and unable, with all her efforts, to keep
back her tears, she rushed out of the
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paid no sttention. She was ironing at
her greatest speed, scarcely noticing
how she scorched the bosom of the
shirt. Her mother did not let her off
so eagily, howgver. She found her head-
ache not too severe to prevent her from

spoke : “Don’t be so toichy, Dora.
You aet just like a Iittle child. I
don’t blame gou, though I think you
might have made him come to the point
some time, instead of having him dan-
gling round here for nothing every va-
cation and keeping away all the rest.
And now he’s gone away for good, I
don’t believe you’ll ever see anything
more of him, and [ think you’d better
set your cap for somehody not quite so-
high and mighty before you cry your-
self sick and lose all your good looks.”

“Mother!” exclaimed' Dora, in a
blaze of passion, *you may do the iron-
ing yourself, but I won’t stay here and

She threw down-her flat<ivon, and,
covering her ears that she might hear
nothing more to exasperate her, she
ran out of the house and down along
the side of the brook till she felt quite
sure that she should not be discovered,
and then flung herself sobbing and
trembling on the grass,

“0 mother, mother,” she said, *if
you only knew, you would try to spare
me. And, O my dear one, why don't
you spare me, either? You will break
my heart. T wish I were dead.”

But the paroxysm pasged away.
People who have to work every day
and all day cannot afford the luxury of
indulging in a passion for a very long
time, and Dora soon remembered, and
was conseience-stricken thereby, that
she had left her sick mother to do a
heavy work.

“Poor mother!” she said, relenting,
“J am as cruel to her ag she is to me.
0O, why am I so cross?” She bathed
her face in the brook, and, binding up
her hair which had fallen down, she

peacefd, but trying to be so on the
what she had often thought before, that

room and shut the door.

her mother had once been & young girl,

“Dora | called her mother ; but she -

getting off her bed, and, opening the -
door herself, she peered through it, and .

hear such language,—before Nelly, too.” -

walked towards the house, not yet very

outside, and she thought, as she went, .

.

-

T T
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~forgive me for doing so; but I wish you
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ag pretty and as hard-worked as sho;
ghe had married a poor, good-natured
man, sapable of being henpecked, but
not capable of understanding any of
her higher tastes; she had had ten
children, six of whom were living; she
had worked herself into a feeble, ner-
vous state, and this was the wreck of
her. Dora knew she ought not to blame
but t6 help and comfort her. She
went into the house. Her mother was
ironing, looking weak and feeble, and
Dora’s heart sank with shame. She
steadied her voico and said : ““Mother,

would not speak to me about him. We
were ‘simply friends, and now he has
gone away, and there is the end of it.”
Perhaps the mother had felt herself
gomewhat in the wrong, or perhaps she
felt too ill to quarrel Ionger ; so she only
gaid ; “0O well, Dora, I think you try
to be a good girl, but you have such
a passionato temper. I really don’t
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But the « continuel dropping * became
too much for her, and as the winter
drew on she began to talk about going
to the city to earn her living. She put
the necessity of money before the eyes
of her parents, though there were quite
other things before her own. Her mothe
ér demurred. If Dora wanted to sew
for her living, why not stay at home
and sew afternoons and evenings, after
her housework was done? But the
higher prices which were offered in the
city for some kinds of work which Dora
eould do finally prevailed, and she was
allowed to go. In spite of herself and
tho rainy morning and the tears of the
family, she started with a light heart.
Tt was something to be rid of the efer-
nal clatter of tengues, and something.
more, though she tried hard to keep
back the thought, that %e was in tho
city. What good would that do? If
lie’ was forgetting her when she was
away from him, would she want him to

think T can stand another minute; do
help me get to bed™ .

So the sterm passed by for this time,
and Dora determined to keep watch
over herself in future. Still she knew
she was not treated fairly, and she felt

"it'more and more every day. She had

been fretted =t oll her life without
minding it unduly ; but then a golden
haze had always lain upon the future
before her. Especially for the last few
years she had fancied the veil was lifted
oceasionally enough for her to see
glimpses of the Eden; but now, alas!
“the veil was in reality lifted too fully
and completely, and she saw a stern
truth behind it. She began to see that
the future did not hold for her the
blessing she had believed, and if not
that, then nothing ; she knew well that
all her wealth would go down in one
ghip. She tried to eonceal it from
herself, but day after day, slowly and
surely, the veil rose. ITer mother’s
words would have annoyed her pow
more than of old, even if she had not
persisted in talking about her “beau,”
at which poor Dora writhed in torture.
She had never told her mother that she
was engage? 3 and she was thankful
for it now, for she was able to make a

care for her just because he saw her?
Or would he be likely to do so? Vet
her heort was lighter than it had been.

————

CHAPTER IX. -

S the time drew near for Alice to
graduate, she began to think what

to do next, Celia wag very sure that
everybody who wanted a. teacher would
want Alico ; but, of course, they did not
want a heretic at the Seminary, and she
was not acquainted with any ome else-
where. She made Inquiries of the girls
in school, and at last heard of a lady in
the city who was looking for a day-gov-
drness, to be occupied two hours each
day in teaching a little girl. Of course
she could not earn enough for the sup-
port of both in that way ; still, it would
be something, and she believed that in
the city there would be opportunities
for both Celia and herself to find other
things to do,— so she thought herself
justified in deciding to go there. They
both’ liked the plan, — Colia for the
chance of seeing something of art, and
Alice becauvse she longed to be in the
very heart of humanity, she so wished

pretence, poor as it was, that she missed
“only a friend.””

to help other people.
School closed in August, and they de-
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cided to go to town at once, though they | cause 'ij: wis the dull zeason. They soon

would have to spend a month idly.
They had lived too deep a life to have
many intimate friends among the girls ;
and the few they had were those who,
like themselves, had ‘been developed
early by poverty or some deep trial, and
bad no homes to which they could in-
vite them; so their only alternative
would have been to spend the vacation
at Mr, Buckram’s. Celia said she would
.sweep the strests first, and Alice re-
plied: “He is kind-hearted, but they
are poor; and we have no claim on
them, because we do not love them.”

So they spent a day in house-huznting,
and at last alighted upon a room up so
many flights of stairs that the rent was
&mall ; and as it had a large closet at-
tached, they believed they might maa-
age to keep house comfortably in it as
long as their money held out.

They had retained a few favorite
pieces of furniture from the sale after
their father’s death ; so they were able
to fit up their room in a pretty way,
though the incongraity of their little
coal cooking-stove troubled Celia.

On Saturday night, at the close of
the first week in August, everything was
arranged, and the two girls sat down,
flushed and exhausted, by the open win-
dows, and reflected on the ten dollays in
their pockets, and that to have more
they must earn it, or draw on the fast-
failing stock in the bank.

“Oh!” sighed Celia, fanning herself,
“earning one’s own living is tough
work.” . -

“Only we haven’t begun to do it
_ yet,” said Alice, smiling. “For my
part, I feel grateful to have the high-
p{l;.eﬁsure of the boarding-school taken
off.

“0 yes,” said Celia; “think of not
~ having to go to ehurch to-morrow un-
less we like. Isp't it hot up here,
though 1" '

“We ‘have the stars, at any rate,”
said Alice, hopefully. “If we were on
the first floor, the bricks would shut
them out.” ‘

Till September the sisters lived on as
best they could, learning all kinds of
things about housckeoping, and spend-
ing very little. No work appeared for

saw, however, that actual effort must he
made to find her a place. So Alice with

seornful curl of the lip, set about exam-

alas | though many people wanted to
teach, nobody seemed to want a teacher.

So September came, and with it the
Craigs, by whom Alice hail been en-
gaged. ’ ,

Dr. Craig was a successful, and rising
young physician, but; of course, his
means would not admit of his having a
whole house to himself in a fashionable
part of the city. Alice found the place
to be in an out-ofthe-way street, in
which there was an unususl number of
small, ill-bred boys at play. The only
house which looked at all pleasant
proved to be No. 15, in which the doc-:

elm-tree beside it, —- the only tree which
the encroaching. bricks bad left in the
street, :

_As Alice approached the house in one
direction, she saw a strange figure ap-
proaching it in another, — the figure
of a an, was it, or of a monster?
The person could not have been three
feet high, but his head was as large
— larger than that of a full-grown man.
In faet, his whole body was large,
dnd strangely contorted and raisshapen.
There was no perfection in any limb
which might wmake him one iota less
hideous than he seemed at first. His
hair was long, coarse, and black, and
hung over bis face as if attempting to
conceal, so far as possible, the painfully
twisted features. He walked with dif-
ficulty, but was evidently hastening with
all his might,.for a crowd of little boys,
were collecting about him, and, led b
one handsome, heartless little fellow,
were heaping new insults upon him at
every stop. At first they satisfied then-
selves with calling him names and imi-
tating his movements ; but at last the
tide of their fun seemed to awell go
high that they eould restrain them-

‘walked up and knocked off his hat, —
not a new oneg; to be gure, but neat

door of No. 15 suddenly opened, and-

Celia, but they hoped it might be be-

i

& patient earnestness, and Celia with a
ining the newspapers, day by day. But, -

‘hoarts ‘when she spoke.

_ hour from now, you vicious, ugly little

tor's family resided. There was a great -
~eould and would do what she said.

. oner, who appeared at the window, tele-

selves no more, and the handsome boy

and respectable. At that moment the .

6 woman, barcheaded, flew down the

=
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steps. She was a tall, angular woman,
with a hard face, a firm step, and a
ladylike hand. - One hand she laid on
the shoulder of the dwarf, and the other
she raised in a threatening manner.
Her voice was firm, like her step, and
she froze the blood in those little boys’

_ “Boys, dov’t ever dare to let me see
anything of this sort again. You shall
go to jail, every one of you, before an

wretches! You need n't skulk away, T
know every one of you, and I know you,
John Gilbert” (this to the handsome

boy), “ and you can’t escape me. Stand |

here, T tell you, and hear what I have
to say. You shall go to jail, as sure as
I stand here, unless you do as I say.”
The boys stood mute and spell-bound
before the wrathful woman, from whose
eyes flashed a light” which showed she

“ John Gilbert, do you go and pick
up that hat and bring it here, and beg
Mr. Rix’s pardon ; and do every one of
you promise me here mever to speak
one word to Mr. Rix again, unless he
gpeaks to you first.” Most of the boys
looked ashamed, but watched for a sig-
nal from Gilbert. He saw how matters
atood, and determined not to give up to
a wonan, so he defiantly put his hands
in hig pockets and turned on his heel;
but the woman was_too quick for him.
She pounced upon “him and collared
him, and dragged him, in spite of all his
resistance, into the basement, through
a door which luckily stood open. Rix
went hastily into the houge. One or
two of the boys beat a retreat, but most
of them remained from curiosity, to see
what beeame of their companion. In a
moment the woman appeared again, and
locked the door behind her. She had
locked all the kitchen doors, evidently,
and escape was impossible to the pris-

graphing in great distress. * Well!l”
said she, speaking to him from the out-
side.

“Let me out, please let me out,”
eried he. “I'll do anything you say,
and never do so any more,”

“(atch me letting you out!” re-
turned the woman, grimly. * You've

before, and one is enough. I°1l let your
father know where you are, so he won't
expect you home to dinner. I can eas-
ily call there on my way to the police-
station.” -

At this John began to howl and ery,
hig fortitude quite deserting him. In
fuct, he dreaded his father more than
the police. The other boys stood in
mortal fear, but one of them stepped
up and presented the abused hat to the
woman, and said, ¢ We’s mighty sorry,
Miss Twigg, and we won't do 80 no
move, It wag all him,” pointing to the
‘howling priscner. -

I should think so,” said Miss Twigg,
sternly. “You who have lknown Mr.
Rix all your lives, and who have had so
many pennics and sticks of candy from -
him, to treat him in this mean way, just
hecause & bad, ugly boy has moved into
this street.” '
« Don't tell thoe police, please,” whima
pered one.

“ Well,” said Miss Twigg, “I won't
tell the police this time, but 1°1l tell
your fathers; and if I ever see a sign
of such a thing again, you shall go to -
jail. I give you fair warning.”

Here the prisoner redoubled his
groans, and beat at the window till he
had broken some glass.

«(, let me out,” cried he. *“I’Il bo
good, 1’11 be the best kind of a boy.”

“1f breaking a window is a good sign
of being a good boy, you lock like it,”
said the inflexible Miss Twigg.

“But I will, I will,” said the boy,
subsiding into tears, * only let me out.”

%171 tell you what,” said Miss Twigg.
“You shall git perfectly still and not
try to get away for two hours, and then
1°ll believe you, and not before. So.
mind what you do.”

The boy looked sullen, but checked
his sobs and grew composed. ’

The other-boys dispersed, and Miss
Twigg stalked off to inform all their
fathers what they had done,-—a re-
venge in which she would not be balked
by all their entreaties.

Alice, who had stood rooted to ona
gpot during all this sad scene, now
walked up the steps and rang the bell
She rang it twice, but no one ap-
peared ; for which, indeed, there was a

had one chance to do what I told you

I ]

sufficient reason, for it was a lodging-




house, occupied by several families, and
Miss Twigg was the general attendant
at the front door, PBut the door was
ajar, as Mr. Rix had left it in walking
so hastily into the house, and Alice re-
membered that Mrs. Craig’s apartments
were on the second floor, so she pushed

it open and walked in. A door leading:

from the hall into a large room was
wide open, and she could not help see-
ing at a glance the scene taking place
there. It was a plain, uncarpeted apari-
ment, with a grand piano on one side
of it, and an empty easel, with a high
chair before it, on the other. A work-
table and 2 few chairs completed the
furniture. Mr, Rix was coiled in a
great chair before the table, with his
head on his arms, which were spread on
the table. Alice saw all this at a glance,
for no sooner did he hear her footfall
than he started up, and, without looking
at her, cried out, 1n a gruff voice, * Come
here'”

Alice hesitated, and stood a ‘moment
before the door. The dwarf turned
round with an exclamation of impa-
tience, but, suddenly sceing who was
standing there, he stopped and ex-
elaimed furiously, “What do you mean
by coming here "

“You said, ‘Come here,’” replied
Alice, bewildered.

Her sweet voice seemed to paeify him
& little, and he said in a tone a trifle less
harsh than before, “ Thought 't was Miss
Twigg. 1 don’t want strangers coming
to insult me.” ~

There was a quiver in his grating
voice, and Alice saw a tear in his eye.
She could not bear to go away and
leave him so, and therefore ghe an-
swered timidly, “I am very sorry if I
have hurt your feelings in any way.
I was only passing through 'the hall in
search of Mrs. Craig, when you spoke.”

The dwarf raised his eyes, which were
his only beautiful and expressive feature,
and looked keenly at her. Then ke
said abruptly, “ You are beautiful, and
beanty is always an insult to deformity.
1 should like to believe you tell the
truth, but, of course, I ean’t.”

Alice smiled a little, and said, “T am
#orry, sir, that you don’t believe me.
Wili you tell me how to fnd Mys.
Craigt” . e

L
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“Mrs. Craigl” repeated he, with a
half-scornful expression. ¢ Are you one
of her friends 1" ’

‘1 have never seen her,” replied Alice,
“but I am to be governess to Bessie
Craig.”
© “Ohol!” said the dwarf, elevating
his eyebrows. "“Well, she has her sits
ting-room on the second floor, No. 5.”

Alice turned to go, but he called out
again, “See here, miss, before you go
home, come here again, 1 want to
ses you.” -

“Yes,” sald she; “I ghall be here
about two hours, I suppose.”

‘Bhe knocked at the door of No. 5, and
after a slight bustle within the door

opened and Mrs. Craig stood before her.

She was a little below the medium
height, with a well-rounded form, a fair
complexion, an immense coil of brown
hair, dimples with overy sentence, a
manner of clicking her heel with every
step, and she wore a perfectly clean, stiff

ealico dress which had no great prefen-.

ston either to gtyle or beauty. She was
a pleasant-looking: person, and yet to
Alice, after a foew moments of observa-
tion, it seemed that she was not exactly
pleasant to look at, There was some-
thing covert in the dimples, and a pe-
culiar shade of blue in her eyes, which
looked as if she might not always be
trusted. However, Alice said to her-
self that it was wrong to be prejudiced,
and resigned herself to being pleased.

“Ab, Miss Wilding, good morning, '

I am glad to gee you. I began to fear
you were not coming, for it is five min-

utes late by my ¢lock; but perhaps I -

am not quite right.”

“Yes,” said Alice, somewhat disturbed,
“Tam late, and I am sorry to be so at
my very first lesson, but there was a
little trouble in the street just before
the door as I came up, and I was de-
tained.”

“What was it?” gaid Mrs, Craig, in-
stantly on the gui wive. 8o Alice told
her what had passed as briefly as possi-
ble, without adding the conversation
she had had with Mr. Rix.

Mrs. Craig smiled reflectively, to keep
her. dimples in practice, and then said
in a soft, sympathetic tone: “I do
not understand how people can be so

leruel. These boys are so rude it
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makes me shudder, but I shouid have
laughed to see Miss Twigg. She ought
to have been made a man to begin
with.” .

“1 admired her,” said Alice, simply.

“ Certainly,” answered Mrs. Craig,
emphatically, “She s an old dear.”
Then in a moment she added : “Iam
so glad to find that there was a reason
for your delay, Miss Wilding. I be-

lieve in system and promptness. I

succeed in accomplishing a great deal
myself, though most people as delicate
as I would be unable to do very much,
because I am so prompt and have so
much system. Then, besides, I admire
energy.” :

Alice felt as if she must brace herself
up to the standard of this exemplary
woman, and inwardly sighed.

“Bessie i3 my husband's  sister,”
continued Mrs. Craig, “and he wishes
to have her well educated in every way.
I began teaching her myself, but I
found it too severe a strain upon me,
because I am not strong. But I will
examine her, and you will see that she
is very thorough =as far as she has
gone.”

So saying, she called Bessie from an
inner room. The child was a sweet,
flaxen-haired, large-eyed little girl, win-
ning in face and voice.

“ Now, Bessie,” said Mrs. Craig, with
what appeared to Alice. a somewhat
needless expenditure of energy, “we
will begin with geography. You may
mention all the rivers of the United
States flowing into the Atlantic Ocean,
beginning with Maine.”

The child stood up straight, with her
hands behind her, and repeated with-
out & mistake a list in which Alice often
found herself at fault. Mrs. Craig

asked several othér questions of the:

same nature, to all of which Bessie
responded promptly and pleasantly,
Mry. Oralg smiled ' satisfaetion, and
seemed to find so much pleassure in
showing off her own teaching ‘that the
greater part of the morning was oeccu-

- pied in the examination.

“ Now,” said the lady at Iast, “you

" see just what ghe knows, and you can

tell her what to do for to-morrow.”
Alice, with some embarrassment,

designated a lesson in arithmetic, and
' 4

then said she had thought that it would
be well to read with the child something
which she could comprehend, — Natural
History, for instance ; and that, with the
music-lesson, would be sufficient to oc-
cupy the next day.

Mrs. Craig was charmed. Miss Wild-
ing’s ideas were go original and at the
same time so wholly in unizon with
her own. She promised herself much
pleasure in being present at the les-
208,

Alice was aghast. She had felt she
should stand somewhat in awe even of
a pupil who could repeat such fornuda-
ble lists of places and dates, and she
was utterly umable to @ﬁﬁ‘b\whaﬁ
she should feel in regard to the instruc-
tor of the pupil DBut she could not
find voice even to falter a request that
the lessons might be private, agd this
was fortunate for her. - :

So Alice took her leave, and descended
the stairs just as Miss Twigg with her
culprit, who had now been confined
two hours, and who looked very meek,
departed from the street door. The
door of the room where she had seen
Mr. Rix was closed, but she knocked
softly, and the dwarf himself opened it
at once.

“ Humph | ” said he, *you keep your
word well. But I don't want to see

ou now.” ' '

“Then I'll not coma in,” said Alice,
quietly turning away. .

“Yes, I do,” said the dwarf, quickly.
“ Come in this minute. Go git there in
the eorner,” and he pointed with his
thumb to a large wooden arm-chair,
Alice took her seat with some trepida-
tion, which increased as the dwarf pushed
the table in front of her and mounted it.
Established there, he said with a short

laugh : “'There, now we are comfort-
£ y

able, and suppose we have a talk., -Come
now, you despise me, I suppose. You -
don’t look as if you would, Just for cu-
riosity tell me whether you do.” There
was something eager in his way of asking
which touchpd his listener. :

“0Of course mot,” she answered, in
some wonder. * Why should you think
Ho?" ‘ ]

*1 told you why,” he said, impatient-
Iy. “Beecause all beautiful people de-
spise ugliness.”

2
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“The face or form could have noth-
Ing to do with my appreciation of any
one’s character,” said Alice, quietly.

“Pretty talk!” growled the dwarf.
“But T am hideous, — am I not? Come,
there’s a poser for your polite white
les.”

Alice hesitated. Of course the truth
must be told, but how could she soften
it? She hated to give compliments, and
Yet, to be fair, she felt that she ought
to give him her best as well as her worst
thoughts of him.

“You are deformed,” said she, “and
Yyou have. no beauty of feature excopt
your eyos. Those are expressive, and
no one who had in any way the power
* of expressing the soul within could be
hideous to me.”

“You are one of the good sorf, —
aren't you?” said he, satirically. “Now
for andther poser., Did you evor soc any-
body, who came a8 near being hideous
a8 I do,—in an idiot asylum, or a
side-show at a menagerie, or at an alms-
house, for instance 1" )

T have never been in either of those
Places,” veplied Alice, scarcely repress-
ing a smile. “T have never scen any
one as much deformed as you, bot I
have seen many on whom it was more
painful to look, — countenances stamped
with evil deeds.” ’

Tue dwarf brought down his fist with
a thundering .blow on the table, and
though he bit his lip he could not force
back the tears which filled his eyes and
rolled down his cheeks. '

He spoke after a moment: “You have
said it.” Then, with a sigh, * At any
rate, you tell the truth, and T shall al-
ways believe you. But I know now that
the consideration which I get from peo-
ple, when I do get any, can only come
from pity.” _

Alice shook her head slowly, «I
think yon are wrong, Mr. Rix,” gaid
ghe. ¢ No one defect can take from a
man everything. A man is respected
and honored for his mind and soul, and
not for his form.”

“0, how trite you are!” exclaimed
he, with a shudder of disgust. “¢Hand-
gome is that handsome does,” T used to
hea.}'. I’'m sick of it, for I know bet-
ter.” z
“But I know it is true,” said she, a

“1 believe, Mr. Rix, in never being con-
quered by circumstances.”

She spoke with more erergy than
ugual, and the dwarf seemed to catch a

smile flitted over his countenance, and
he said, “8it here n little, miss, and
listen.”

He jumped off the table tnd seated
himself at the piano. e began- to
play with most exquisite feeling a so-
nata of Beethoven, The soft, warm
chords crept up and up, and Alice sat in
glad amozement, ligtening to such mmsic
a5 she longed for but had heard only

force of the music grew until it seemed
as if every inch of the bare and desolate
room were alive with if, ag if the soul of
the listener were separated from the
body and floating in that sea of harmo-
ny. When it ceased Robert Rix looked
round with a softened and glorified éx-
pression.  He had meant to ask her if
kis music was ag beautiful as that of a
perfectly formed man would have heen,
but he wag raised too far above all such
pettiness now,

time 17 asked Alice, in her sweet way.
“Yes, yes,” said ho; “you give me
faith.  Go now.”
/

st e

.

CHAPTER X.

“T HAVE a letter from Jonathan
for you, Alice,” said Celia, greeting
her sister on her return. )
“From Jonathan? What can it
be 1" asked Alice, in surprise; and, open-
ing it, she read : —

My vprar Cousin  Anice, — Grief
has fallen on our household. We are
in a darker valley than that of the
shadow of death, even in the valley of
the shadow of sin. My reluctant pen
almost refuses to write of such sorrow
as we are now so bitterly experiencing,
and I write without the knowledge of
the rest of the family, who perhaps
would not wigh me to make an ap-

peal to you. But to the subject.
Frank, our dear, though wayward

bﬁght smile flashing across Her face,’

spark from her enthusiasm, for s sad

a very few times in all her life. The.

“May 1 hear you play again some
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Frank, that child of many prayers, the
only wandering sheep in all our fold, —
that boy whose little hands were taught
in infancy to be clasped in prayer before
they were old enough to grasp any-
thing, — that one who, whatever his
fanlts, however he might rebel, was
nightly eompelled to kneel by a pious
mother's side, and repeat his petitions,

'— that one whom that mother did not

neglect and leave to his own evil
courses even when he grew older (she
alwayd saw him safely in bed at nine
o'clock, and never allowed him to omit
hig prayors, no matter how tired be
was), — that boy hag left us, leaving no
trace behind,

Secretly, silently, alone at midnight,
he loft his unpressed couch ‘and stole
away, taking with him a little bundle of
his effects. Imagine our consternation,.
our sorrow, our mutual upbraidings
(here Celia laughed), when he proved to
be absent from the breakfast-table and
when search developed the above facts.

- My parents were horror-stricken, Every-

thing seems to prove that he, poor mis-
guided boy, tired of the salutary re-
gtraints of home, has disgracefully and
caugelessly —ocan I say the coarse words ?
— U WAy,

Aside from our passionate grief at
losing him, we have a deeper causge for
anguish, beside which the first i3 only
one drop in the bucket, only one _sand
on the sea-shore : we fear for his spir-
itua! and eternal welfare. Having re-
moved himself voluntarily and com-
pletely from the means of grace, what
can we-do but fear he will never again
be brought under them ¢ . This fear has
even more foundation than it might at
first seem to you.  To a school compan-
ion, —— James Marsh, you will remember,
-—he has darkly hinted many times at a
morbid, poisoned, unfounded, and incon-
ceivable - when we think how carefully
he has been brought up — longing for
the theatre, that sink of iniquity. We
foar he may join some theatrical eom-
pany, and then hig soul would indeed be
lost. o

in the city, would perhaps see himn or hear
of him in some way, and I wished to enlist
your services. Your sympathy with us
a5 o family, the natural kindmess of
your heart, have led me to believe that
you would be glad .to do all in your
power, though 1 suppose there is really
almost nothing you can do. ,
And now, O my dear cousin, I
eannot conclude my letter without beg-
ging of you to be warned by this sol-
emn example and be wise in time.
Nothing but firm Christian principle
can keep us from going astray, however
satisfying natural roligion may be for a
time. Of all our family, brought up
under precisely the same influences,
which is it who is thus bringing the
gray hairs of his parents in sorrow to
the grave? The only one who was un-
converted !
In love and grief your afflicted cousin,
JONATHAY BUOKRAM.

“Now isn't that splendid?” said
Celia. “1I never thought he would al-
ways remain tied to Aunt Buckram’s
apron-gtring.” :

“T am gorry,” said Alice; “for his
father and mother have really tried to
train him econscientiously, though they
have been so unwige. And this mmust
be terrible to them.”

I don't know,” said Celia. * Ithink
Aunt Lydia has trained her children for
her own glorification. At any rate, I
am glad for him.”

«T am not,” said Alice, “for he haa
done what he verily believes to be
wrong, and he will lose his own seli-
respect.”

. “ After all, which is braver,” said
Celia, — ““ to sin outright, or be kept
from it only by fear, a8 he was 1" _

Alice nodded, and began to relate her
day’s adventures.

R

CHAPTER XL

1 know, at least I fear, that your
fympathies are not with us on these
points ; yet I cannot but take every
means in my power to recover the lost
boy, and I have thought that you, being

THE days went on, and nothing
“turned up.” Celia examined
every newspaper, but still nobody want-
ed a teacher. She had excelled in com-
position - writing at school, and Alice
suggested that she should try to write
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something for the mageazines; but she
- was %0 disheartened and discouraged

that she had no spirit for it, and after|

one or two vain attempts she flung her
pen aside and declared that she would
not fry again till she had something
else to do by which she conld earn her
living, and so might feel calm.,

Alice, too, was patiently trying to
find something to do, but with no bet-
ter success.

“Wanted, — A fomale teacher in a
grammar school in M The com-
mittes will examine candidates Friday,
— inst.” Alice read this one evening.

" “Here, at last, a teacher is wanted,”
-gaid she. .

“ An experienced teacher, of course 1
gaid Celia, in » low-spirited tone.

“1t does n’t say 0,” said Alice; snd
she read the advertisement aloud.

“But you don’t think I can do that,
Alice,” waid Celia, impatiently. *You
know I 'm not fit to teach such a school.
I don't know anything about arith-
metio and grammar and geography. 1
never can teach a school I must be
examined for. And in M , too, 1
want to be in the city; and, besides, I
won't teach stupid children their stupid
lessons, It’s bad enough to think of
teaching at all, when I have no taste
for it, and I must have something dift
ferent from a public school.”

Alice wag silent, and in a moment
Celia nsked, “You can’t mean, Alice,
that gou would advise me to try?”

“I con't advise you at all,” said
Alice, sadly; “but I'Ll tell you how I

. feel about it. 'There is every day more
and more need that we should find
something to do. We have searched
the papers for months, and have not
seen a single advertisement which we
eould answer. There ig at least a
possibility that you could secure this
gituation ; and if you do not even
try, and months hence everything else
has failed, you may perhaps look back
and regret that you have not made the
effort.” §

“ 8o you think I’m not trying to find
anything to do?" said Celia, aggrieved,

“1 think you are trying, and trying
hard, but the time may come when yon
will regret not having tried your ut-
most.”

that I should feel so now. It makes
me feel wicked, and O, so eontemptibly

cate health, are doing all the work and
supporting us both, while I do nothing!
I would do anything I eould. But I do
hate the idea of teaching, ' It seems to
me people ought to do that for which
they have a natural gift.” :

“What is your natural gift?” in-
quired Alice. -

“There, that’s nnkind! though you
did 0't mean it, T know. I know that
if T were rich I could find plenty to do.
I could write if I were not harassed
for my daily bread, and I could paint,
and I could act. O Alice, I wish it
was respectable to act 1”

do it? I helieve there you would find
your real niche.”

“Q Alice, yon unworldly child!”
said her sister, with a superior air, *If
I were a genius, and could show it to
the world the first night, there would
ba gomething worth while in it. Then
it would be respectable. But a sec-
ond-rate actress—no, Alice, T'm too
prond for that. O, I wish I were
arman! There ’s nothing a woman can
do.”

“Yet it would n't help you to be a
man,” said Alice, thoughtfully, «If
your forte is acting, it would be as lit-
tle respectable to be a second-rate actor
as actress. If you have, decided geniug
in one direction, there is that one thing
for you to do; and the fact that you
were a man, and had. your choice in an
untimited number of other callings,
would still not help you there. It
is only when we have made up ouwr
minds to do whatever we can do that it
is useful to have a variety to choose
ﬁ:‘OIIl." '

“Well, T will, Alice,” said Celia,
gadly. “But perhaps it is wrong for
the children's sake. We can only do
well what we love to do.” '
“Yet you must be wrong, my dar-
ling,” said Alice; “for God so often
makes it impossible for us to do what
wo love.”

“Why impossible?” asked Celia,
proudly. “ Becanse we fear starvation.

If we were ready to die, rather than de

«Well, well,” said Celia, “I kuow

mean, t¢ know that you, with your deli- .

“It is,” eaid Alice ; “why don’t you |
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wrong work, perhaps a way would open.
1t is the fear which conquers.”

« But all must do seme work,” said
Alice. “ And you -— you say you would
not act, though you feel the power.”

“«There it i8,” said Celia. “I am
afraid to face -the world, So I shall
commit the sin of doing what I do not
love.” '

-~ _%(%an it be a sin to deny ourselves?”

asked Alice, in sarprise.
#1'm puegzled,” said Celia, *Some-
times ' selfsacrifice scems the highest

 thing. But then we lose the beautiful

expansion into what we might be. And
what we are blesses others most. Be-
sides, we can’t do well what we don't
love.”

“That is for geniuses,” said Alice,
“ A painter should paint instead of
writing poetry, for instance —”

“Ah!” interrupted Celia, ‘“and
though talent is not genius, everybody
must have some little germ of genius,
w for making paper-dolls, perhaps, and
that is his work.”.

“But the greater comprehends the
smalier,” said Alice. “All can at least
be faithful; and that we are.greater
than the work we do may make us able
to do it as well, perhaps better, than he
whose legitimate work it'is, who stands
on the same level with his work, and
not above it.” .

“0 dear!” said Celia, anxiously. “I
see | can’t disguise my duty.”

“If I could earn enough for both!”
said Alice. “I love so dearly my work,

~‘the very work you will hate.”

#0 Alice, Alice,” cried Celia, 1
am selfish, abominably, completely self-
igh! I’ll do anything. Give me the
paper. When must I apply t”

Tt is rather sad, when we have brought

 the whale force of our soul to bear upon

making a sacrifice, to have that sacri-
fice then denied us, not because it has
become unnecessary, but because it has
become impossible. Yet even this hard-
est test of courage in agein and again
applied. And it was so in this case.
Celia’s application bore no fruit what-
ever, except that her ride in the cars

left their stock of monay a little lower,

than before. Among fifty applicants,
some with influential friends, some with

years of experience to attest their ca-
pacity, what chance eould there be for
a lonely little gir]l like her? She had
started with firmn lips and a heart beat-
ing high with the courage of self-denial.
She came back with livid lips and
strengthloss frame. She was so ex-
hausted with the repression of her feel-
ings which had been neccessary dur-
ing her ride home, that she had not
power left to speak, and Alice compre-
bhended that the journey had been use-
less. -
“Ah,” said Celis,’ sadly, as soon as
she wag sufficiently restored to say any-
thing, “I am not-sorry, for all those
other girls needed the place a8 much as
L. 1 shall never forget those disappointed
faces, [ think T should not have had -
the heart to take the situation, had it .
been offered me.”

““ Well,” said Alice, cheerfully, ¢ now
you have done your very utmost; and,
as failure is not our own fault, T have
faith to believe we shall be taken care
of. It is only when we have neglected
something ourselves that we have any
reason to despalr. QOur money is not
quite gone yet, and something is sure
to come to help ua.” '

“(), I wish I could die!” cried Celia,
passionately. “What does God mean
by making creatures and then providing
no place for them? Why are we told
to work, and yet no work is given us to
do¥” - ,

. “Well, my darling,” said Alice, “1
don't know what to.say, but I truly
think that there is work enough for
every one to do, and that, if we ‘do the
duty which lies next us,” we shall see -
the one beyond.”

“As 1 have done to-day?” asked
Celia, bitterly. Yot I am more than.
ever blind to the next one to-night.
Work t I suppose there is enough work.
to do, but who wants to work for the
mere sake of working without being .
paid for it?! Besides, one can't; we’ve
got to live first, before we can work.”

“Yes,” maid Alics, wearily, #it ’s very
hard, my dear; but then” —and she
lIooked up with shining eyes — “we know
Love gunides the way.” ‘

4 I suppose so,” said Celia, “T can't
say I feel it very much’'myself, though,

I only know I.wish I was dead and

'
. -~
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~ there was an end of me, gnd I should 't
be a burden to anybody.”

Alice turned quickly. * Never say
that again, little sister,” said she, kissing
her, “Can that be a burden which
we love beyoud everything else in the
world $”

% Hope springs immortal in the human breast.”

That sentiment is sufficiently hackneyed
to prove how true it is. And from day to
day Celia experienced the most exhaust-
ing fluctuations of hope and despair.
She searched the papers with tgembling
eagerness, trusting every day that she
might at last find something she could
do. Every day, she turned away sick
at heart, for nothing appeared, Once
in a long time a copyist, a compositor,
- or something of that nature, would be
advertized for, and the proud child
would press her hands on her torn and
suffering heart and hasten to apply for
the position. But what could she do?
She wrote an abominable hand, and
though she felt sure that if any one
would only engage her she wonld take
such paing to do her work faithfully as
to give perfect satisfaction, how could
.she persuade anybody else to think so
when twenty other girls stood waiting
each of whom wrote like copper-plate?
And who wanted to teach her to be a
. compositor, and be responsible for her
blunders for & month or two?

“Here, Alice,” shid she flercely, one
day, flinging the paper aside, “they
want a girl in a restawrant. I believe
I'll apply for that.”

“Well,” said Alice, doubtfully.
“Would n't that be rather hard?”

“ Hard %" responded Celia, in a voice
of wormwood. “Yes, I expect it is
hard, but it can’t be harder than sitting
here from morning till night, chafing
with nothing to do.”

“Then suppose you try,” said Alice,

“It iz not very respectable,” said
Celia, beginning to repent.

“No,” said Alice, “but it iz honest,
and our self-respect ought to be placed
so high that nd pressure of circum-
stances can touch it. Whatever you
do, you are Celia Wilding.”

“Yes,” gaid Celia, I believe that as
much as you, and in poetry such things
all come out very prettily ; but in actual

life, Alice, would you really yourself re-

spect a person just as much — of course
I don’t mean would you treat her as
well, but would you respect her just as
much —if _you knew she had been a
waiter1” . ‘ ‘
“Of course I should,” said Alice,
epening her eyes wide in astonishment,
* What difference could it maake 7
“None, I know,” said Celia, angry
with herself; “but I can’t help feeling
it is a great deal more respectable to
teach, or write, or even to set type, than
to do purely manual labor.”
“Becauge you are of untainted pa-
trician blood,” said Aliee, laughing.
“But you see, Alice, how much I am
willing to do. I said many weeks ago
that I would try everything, that 1 would
be courageous, and 1711 4ry this. Kiss

me, and let me go before my cournge -

failg,”
In an hour she returned. She was as
white as death. Alice had not seen her

look g0 sinee the time of her first

unsuccessful application for a school
Since then she bad borne her disap-
pointments rometimes with a certain
stoicism, at others with her usual’ pas-
sionate sarcastic fury. ° ‘

She trembled so that she could
scarcely stand. She made no reply to
Alice’s questions, but pressed her hand
to her head in a confused way, as if to
stay some raging tumult within. Then
a terrible fit of tremor commenced ; her
eyes dilated, her hands were clenched,
and she fell down in hysterics, yet
hardly in hysterics either, for she did
not once laugh, nor did the tears coms,
but it seemed like a fit caused by severe

nervous pressure. Alice had been ac-

customed to see hur sister in paroxysms
of anger and grief, —for Celia was of such
ardent feelings and such an excitable
temperament that she had never learned
self-control well, — but she had never
seen anything before so fearful as this.
She.was at s loss to know what to do
for her. It was hours before she wasg

calm, She refused all food, and did not .
speak, although she seemed to try to do

s0. At last, however, Alice succeeded
in getting her into bed, amd, exhausted
by her emotions, she finally slept. It is
a strange and merciful thing, that, the
more violent the emotions have been,
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the beavier the drowsiness which creeps
over many people. Alice did not leave
her sister’s side, and just as twilight was
closing in Celia awoké with a start of
horror.  The recollection seemed to
come back to her, and she wept for a
long time. Then she became more
composed and answered Alice’s inguir-
iag, and began to talk in a sed, crushed
voice.* “I guppose I must tell you,
Alice,” said she, “what success I, have
met with.” Alice waited breathlessly,
and after a pause her sister added,
“I can never tell you what was said
in my ear while I stood waiting with a
crowd of others, T came away in ‘an
instant, without waiting to apply.
Alice, I understand that it is not man-
ual labor which makes a position dishon-

- prable,” ‘

Alice grew pale, and then said slowly,
“] will riot believe that this can be the
case in all such places. "I have heard, I
think, that they were places of tempta-
tion, but 1 believed one could always
guard herself.” '

“T hope it may be so in most places,”
said Celia, drearily, ‘I do not think
the man who spoke to me could have
been one of the proprietors, and yet he
must have had influence with them, be-
cause —”  Here she stopped suddenly,
an ashen paleness overspreading her
face, and then she added in a hurried
whisper, “ I am afraid at this moment,
Alice, I 'shall never have the courage to
roam about the streets alone again as I
have done.” .

“It is horrible,” sald Alice, “but I
believe you need not fear. There iu
enough honor in Boston to protect an:
girl who is not too daring.” ‘

Celia shuddered. “If I ever see that
mwan again, I shall die,” said she.

“And those poor young girls who
were waiting with = you,” said Alice,
thoughtfully. “Tt is terrible, but such
a thing, against our will, makes uy sus-
pect a whole class.”

“Yes,” said Celia. I shall never see

“a girl who belongs to that establishment

without repulsion, and yet she may be
innocerit. Ah, how wrong this world
is! The.innocent are suspected with
the gmilty, and have no means of clear-

. ing themselves.”

“God gives us lessons so hard that

they seem actually impossible,” said
Alice. * What infinite charity we must
learn to have for those who fall under
temptations which might have been our
own !” : :

“Yes, yes, charity,” said Celia. “ Yet
no one need ever fall,” she added, with
energy ; “there isalways the alternative
of death.”

“Yos,” said Alice, in a compassionate
voice, *death by starvation must con-
tain moments of such horror that the soul
becomes insane and is not responsible,”

“Death by =suicide, T mean,” said
Celin, quickly. *“ We have that alter-
native, and drowning costs nothing.”

“Could suicide ever be right, though”
questioned Alice.

“ If we had our choice between wrong
or death, how could death be wrong?t”
asked Celia, with fire.

“If the choice came within a moment

of time, to be sure,” said Alice, “wa

conld not hesitate. But that could
never be except when physical foree
way oxerted against uws, and in that
case we cannot talk of temptation at
all. But where the alternative was
presented to our minds alone of doing
wrong, or the chance, the probability
even, of dying by starvation, we shouid,
of course, be doing right, and only
right, to choose death; but could we
have an equal right to choose to kill
ourselves t” ,

“I can’t see the difference,” said
Celin, “If one is to die at any rate, he
may at least save himself as much pain
ag he ean, A kind physician would do
that for a patient dw¥ing a natural
death.”

“Yes,” gaid Alice, * if we could ever
be absolutely sure that we should die.
But, God, who gives us‘life, has aJone the:
right to take it ; and at the very moment.
we faint, believing we can live no lon-.
ger, we do not know what hand he. is:
ahout to stretch out to- save us, nor
what work there is-in the world which.

- he wishes us to do.”

“If people were angels they might
live according to your theories, Alice,”
said Celia, sharply; “but most of us
are very mortal.” ' ‘

“But though we daily fall bitterly
short of our standard, we have no right
to make it lower,” said Alice.

'
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CHAPTER XIL

HE weeks went on, and still mo

hope came to Celia. For many
days after the encounter related in the
last chapter she hardly dared to leave
the house alone ; but at last the serene
courage of her sister communicated it-
self to her also, and she werit out as
usual, coming, back again and again
with a slower tread and a more faded
glow in her eyes, But the bitter ox-
perience was slowly teaching her a
strength and composure which she had
never learned in any other ¢ircum-
stances. She passionately loved Alice,
who understood her nature and never
irritated her, and, however fretting the
incidents of her life were, she was not
obliged to be brought in close relationg
with people whose injudiciousness exas-
perated her, as when she had been at
her aunt’s and at school. When we
once clearly recognize that there is no
individual against whom we can inveigh
an the eause of our misfortunes, we gud-
denly stand still, remembering, if we
complain, who it is against whom we
complain. The most fanlt-finding among
us all must then be dumb. And so Celia,
though she had not risen to that high
plane where one can look gladly and
fearlessly at all things, knowing that a
Father who loves us, though he dwells
in mystery, sends all, bore herself pa-
tiently, and grew pale and thin without
growing cross. .

And, as Alice had believed it would
be, they were not left in utter destitu-
tion; for Dr. “Craig, whoe was much
pleased with his little sister’s governess,
found a few music-scholars for her ; and
. the two girls were now assured of the
. absolute necessafies of life as long as
Alice’s health did not fail, or her patrons
desert her, '

Celia folt a little rebellious that this
should have come to Alice instead of
herself; for Alice was not strong, and, if
there was not work enough to be had
" for them both to do, it seemed a pity
that the stronger of them could not
have any of it. But Celia knew noth-
ing of music, though she played a little
in her own wild way, wholly by ear,
g0 she counld nof -take either of the
places. Alice comforted her hy leav-

+

which was something of a task, though
they lived in one room, and go letting
her feel herself of use in the world,
and of use especially to Alice, who
was doing so much for her. '
Alice found teaching music very un-
satisfactory. It was not that for which
she felt herself best fitted, and it chafed
her to feel her incapacity. “And yet
she was an excellent teacher. She
dearly loved music without being of
a musical temperament, It was the
greatness of her soul, rather than a deli-
cate ear, which enabled her to appreci-
ate 80 exquisitely the masterpieces of
musical . composition. Few amateurs
could play simple pieces as well as she,
because she had such capacity for ex-
pression, and she had so patiently cul-
tivated her powers that she played even
difficult pieces well ; and yet the natural
talent for music was wanting, and no
amount of expression could supply the
want of execution, though it is equally
true that no amount of execution could
have supplied the want of expression.

It probably was less irksome to-hey to

teach music on account of her very
deficiencies, because, however quickly
she comprehended the spirit and mean-
ing of a passage, her ear was less keen
in detecting the harmonies on which it
was built, and a false note here and
there did not excruciate her as it might
have done a person of quicker percep-
tion. She tanght well, too, not only
becanse she was patient and faithful,
but because she herself had found music
the same slow labor it is with most pupils,
and was less impatient with their dul-
ness than one would have been %vhose
geniue had made it pomsible to spring
from height to height at once without
toiling up the intermediate steps. But
she knew that music was not her voca-
tion. ‘

In time the wardrobe of the gisters

began. to look very shabby. Alice al-

ways wore black, and preferred it. She
laid away a nicer dress for very rare
occasions, not knowing how long it
might be before ghe could buy another,
and by great care, and wearing a calico
wrapper when she had any work likecook-

ing to-do, she made her other only black
dress look fresh and neat always, though

ing her all their little housekeeping, —

)

&
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it had been worn so long. But Celia
had no such talent. She had always
had a faculty for rushing threugh things,
and tearing her dresses, and all the
mending in the world could not make
them their original selves again. Be-
gides, although she wore black from
motives of economy, and had reluctantly
consented to do so usually even atb
school, she yet hated it heartily, and
knew that she looked like a fright in
such a sombre setting. If her charae-
ter wag gaining strength and consistency
from poverty, she had not pgained in
beauty, as she worked day by day in
their little attic in her hopelessly shabby
dress . and with the glow and glitter
gone from her eyes. Alice patiently
mended and thoughtfuily contrived, and
made ‘the most of everything; while

Celia felt that if she could not have all,

a little more or less was of no conge-
quence. She absolutely longed for in-
tense ‘colot, liking monotony in dress
scarcely more than in life ; and one day,
in desperation, she sent a soiled old
schuol-dress to the dyer’s with orders
to have it dyed scarlet. The material
‘was 4 poor one, and the color produced
wag a dingy brick-red. But Alice could
#ee nothing wasted, and heroieally took
the dress herself to wear during the
hours she passed in the house, that she
might save hér other one. :

“ Alice, you look like & clown,” said
Celia; ““do let me sell that dress for
rags.” ‘ &

“No,” said Alice, smiling. “It’s
useful, if not beautiful, and I leok no
more like a clown than you would have
done if the color had been brilliant and

you had worn the dress into the street.”

“But I can wear scarlet,” said Celia.
#Pshaw ! of course I know, though,
that it would have made me ridiculous,
because everybody nowadays seems to
have such an ugly taste as to wish to
creep round in old sad-colored gowns
when there are tints as gorgeous as Na-
ture herself which they might wear.
O dear, dear! it really seems to me
that the world is completoly askew. At
any rate, Alice, I wish you'd take that
dress off, for it sets my teoth on edge.”

But Alice laughed and . shook her
head. “It ig one of the consequences
of our sids,” said she, “that we have

5

0.

to bear the penalty long after we have
repented of the act.” - \

In the mean time the acquaintance
so strangely begun with Robert Rix
wag increasing, He was always harsh
and sarcastic ; but "Alice had evidently
quickened in some measure the dying
embers of faith in mankind in the
dwarf’s heart. So he taiked to her
and played to her. To one who loved
musie so passiopately as she, and whe
could yet g\em‘ go little of it, this was a
great treat! And he liked to play to
her, for he had never had another hs-
tener who appreciated him. He would
never consent to see Celia, however,
for he dreaded new faces; and perhaps
he guessed, as he peeped at her through
the blind, when she sometimes came to
the door with Alice, that her physical
antipathies were violent. He had but
two friends, Miss Twigg and & young
gentleman who had once rescued him
when a scene ocourred similar to the
one which had introduced Alice to him.
The young gentleman was an artist, and
hig studio was a source of unfailing
delight to Robert, Who was too sensi-
tive to go to public picture - galleries.
The artist was a gay young man, but in
a thoughtful mood he painted the face
of the dwarf, toning down the irregu-
Tarities, infusing power and depth into
the eyes, filling the whole hard counte-
nance with pathetic meaning, till the
picture was the highest he had ever
painted. But he never showed it to
any -one, lest by some fatal mischance
Robvert should hear of it and misinter-
pret the motive, Forever the best we
are and do is known to no one,

Misy Twige had been brought up in
riches, and was now poor. She had
been brought up to work samplers and
to do other equally valuable faney-work,
to draw g little with dividers, but had
not been furnished many resources
within herself, She had a maseuline
turn of mind, and had been taught the
most rigid formulé of fernineity. She
had been hardened, rather than crushed, -
by sorrow. Her friends were all dead,
her fortune almost gone. She could
not teach, and knew of nothing else a
woman could do, So she worked chair-
seats and sofa-pillows, and even copied
engravings into hideous worsted work,
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(erewel work, indeed!) and found her-
self getting excessively ugly and ill-
tempered, when an old, almost forgotten
friend, dying, begged her to take as a
boarder her deformed boy, who was so
soon to be left alone'in the world. The
fountains of her heart were at last
stirred.- She accepted the trust, and
was saved from being a sour old woman.
By deprees, as her fortune melted away,
she filled her house with lodgers ; but
Robert seemed to belong to her in »
different way from the rest, to be her
Very own. :
A———

CHAPTER XIIL

é T last Celia came home one day

with.a radiant face. “She has
surely found something now,” thought
Alice; but she would not say so, in
order that she might seem to receive
the whole glad surprise at onee. She
was, however, mistaken; the world’s
oyster-shell was as hard as ever to
open, and Celia was no nearer reaching
its interior mysteries than when she
started out. But she had news, never-
theless, and made Alice guess for five
minutes whom she had met unexpect-
edly on the street.

“You guess wider of the mark every
moment,” said she, joyously, “and. I
shall have to tell you. What do you
gay to Aleck Hume 1"

Alice flushed quickly with delight.
“Why did n’t you bring him home with
you?” she asked. “I would rather
gee him than anybody else in the
world.” -

““He conld n't come just nopr, but he
is coming very soon, perhaps this very
day. I will tell you about it. In the
first place, I went to Mather's for the
advertisement. (Of course, it was of
no use, I might have known that to be-
gin with; but I’'m glad I tried, for, if
1 hed n’t, I should always have
thought that it might have done some
good.) But then I began to walk along
slowly, with my usual happy reflec-
tions,” — rather bitterly she gaid this,
— “till suddenly I heard the heartiest
voice close by me say, ‘I tell you the
woman question is getting serious.” This

at any rate, the voice would have re-
called something to me without the
words. At least, I should hardly havae
known Aleck if I had n’t heard his
voice, because he has changed a great
deal, and wears a great beard and so
forth; but as it was I knew him in a
second, and before he had quite passed
me ¥ gasped out in perfect terror, lest
I should miss him, ‘0, arewt you
Aleck Hume?’ At that ho stopped
short and looked straight at me. ¢Yes,
I'm Aleck Hume, said he, straightfor-
ward ag usual, ‘and I wigh I could ve
member you, but. I don't in the least,’
The young gentleman with him laughed
and said in a low tone, ‘You old ogre!
What do you always tell the truth fort’
But gow kmow, Alice, I never should
think of being hurt because Aleck
could n't vemember me, though it was
disconcerting to havq such a grand
young man ag hizs companion stand -
laughing at me, so I said boldly, ‘I’m
Celia Wilding, and you ought to remem-
ber my name if you have forgotten my
face.””

“0, I can imagine how he looked
then !” said Alice. : ‘

“Yes, he looked exactly so!” con-
tinued Celin, gayly, “and he shook '
hands like a perfect tiger, and asked ,
after you. I told him you were in the
ity feaching (think of that, Alice,
‘but I did 't say how much), and that I .
lived with you. T dare say he thinks
we are flourishing with an independent
fortune.” She laughed as merrily as a
child. *Another thing, Alice, and.I’'m
afraid you won’t like this so well. I
really don't know how it happened. I
have tried to think since, but in some
very natural way I found myself invit-
ing Aleck’s friend to come with him.
He seemed to like it, and said at once
that he gertainly would. What do you
think; Alice "
Alice pondered. = “I’d rather seg
Aleck by himself. Yet he will come
often, I hope, and we shall see him .
alone. On the whole, perhaps, I am
glad, because you have so few opportu-
nities for seeing anybody.”
‘ As many as you, blessing,” rejoined
Celia, gayly. “But what do you think
of the propriety of inviting him 1”

naturally made me look up, and I thick,

Alice laughed, - “The idea of your

[ )
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thinking first of the propriety! Still, of
course, a8 we live here so-much alone —
But I feel sure that I need not cbject
to any friend of Aleck whom it seemed
natural to you to invite; I trust you
both too much for that.”

“But I don't know,” said Celis,
thoughtfully. “He was great and
grand, yot if I depended on my intui-
tions 88 much ag you do, I don't know
that I should have invited him.”

%It must have been intuition which
made you invite him at all,” said Alice.
“You would never have thought of it
otherwise.” .

The sunlight seemed brighter all day
to the sisters, and they.fancied it pene-
trated into dark nooks and corners of
their little esitting-room which had
always before lain in shadow., When
Alice went to give her daily lesson to
little Bessie Craig, she thought Mrs.
Craig had never been so kind, and the
fow words which Robert Rix spoke to
her had not an atom of bitterness.
Celia took courage, for the first time in
many weeks, to bring out her painis
again and copy an ivy-leaf from the
bough across the window. And, after

_the lamps wero lighted and they sat

cosily sewing by the little table, they

.heard a free, vigorous step on the stair,

and anether behind it, and then a firm
quick knock, Alice opened the door,
half expecting, notwithstanding Celia’s
description, to meet again the sunburnt,
ruddy boy from whom she had parted.
She started back, thinking Aleck’s friend
liad come first, but the cheerful, hearty
voice reassured her. *“How do you do,
Alice Wilding? You are just yourself.”

“ And you are not yourself at all,’””
gaid Alice. “1 don’t believe I should

-ever have known your face, though I

could not forget your voice. At any
rate, there is.nobody in the world I

that this charming little sitting-room
sorved also for kitchen, dining-room, and
slecping-roora. It was so frech and’
sweet, so full of choice little thinge
which even the wealthy cannot buy
but only the cultivated, the girls in
their black dresses were so tasteful and
ladylike, that one might have imagined
‘that the whole houss was theirs and
this little room only & cosey boudoir
where they liked to sit in the evening.
Fven Celia’s old black dress, which she
80 deﬁlored and detested, was made
becoming by a jaunty little white apron
she had not worn for months; and she
had taken her luzuriant hair out of her
ugly net, and curled it and crimped it
and all the ef ceferas with hearty inter-
est.  Alice looked always the same, se
rone, hegutiful, blessed,

“(elia was so excited this morning
that she did nothing in order,” smaid
Alice, after a fow minutes, *“and, so far
as I can discover, she told you our
whereabouts angd occupations without
once thinking to ask yours. Have you
too come up to the city to livet I
could hardly have believed you would
have been satisfied to leave the woods
and fields.”

“ Not L” replied Aleck. “T am not
living here exactly; I am only in the
Legislature this winter, and I shall be
glad enough to get back *to the fields
and woods again, you may be sure.”

“ 8o art has not yet claimed you,” said
Alice, with a smile, ag her thoughts
went. back to 4 time years before, when
they, as children, had talked of art.

“Hardly. I suppose you could n't
call the Legislature art, though, could
you? exeept that it ’s artful.”

“Ah!" gaid Stacy, striking in,
# Aleck’s coming to town is purely phil-
anthropic. He had some slight faith in -
human nature at the beginning of the

could be 8o glad to see.”
"Bhe spoke more impulsively than

- usual, forgetting that Aleck was not

alone. DBut the stranger made his pres-
ence known straightway. ¢ Aleck, you
ought to be a happy man for six months.”

“Mr. Richard Stacy, Miss Alice Wild-
ing.” In the mean time Mr. Richard
Stacy and Miss Celin Wilding had
shaken hands. \

The visitors could never have guegsed

present session, and fancied that the
State Legislature was the ‘fixed point’
for his lever to move the world.”

“And I have some faith left &till,
Dick,” replied Aleck, pleasantly ; “that
is, faith in human nature, though I
must confess my confidence in the
Legislature is begiuning to totter. As
long as people will put such faithless
creatures as Dick to make the laws,
what hope can there be for the world?”
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Dick laughed. “It takes just such
a8 I to keep just such as you from going
to pieces headlong. The Conservative
element is a little more important than
the Radical.” ‘

“Ah! an long as you believe that
I shall keep in politics, notwithstanding
my waning faith in them, — that is, if
my constituents will let me.” ‘

“That is good and grand, Aleck,”
said Celia, flushing and happy. Mr.
Richard Stacy looked at her curiously,
a8 if he wondered if it was quite worth
his while to raise a little breeze. He
apparently concluded that it was.

“I see Aleck iy going to get all
the glory,” said he, “and that proves
my unselfishness, becanse nobody is so
sure of being lionized as he who takes
an unpopular part”” He said it =o
gayly that Celia looked disconcerted,

-which could not have been, had there
been a trace of bitterness in his words.

“Ah, " Mr. Stacy,” she answered
gwoetly, so sweetly that Alice, who
knew her usually to be too eager about
sny point in question, looked up sur-
prised, “1 sha’n't retract a bit, but
I'm willing to acknowledge that there
may be people whe are noble on the
oppogite side, because from their stand-
point their way is right. But then,”
she added, with & sparkle like a laugh
in her face, “of eourge they are fearfully
deluded.”

Dick Stacy was a very free-and-easy
young man, and he felt at that moment
a wish that he was a little better ac-
quainted with the young ladies, because

he thought a pat on the shoulder, or|-

even a kiss (to which he did not object),
or anything to start a frolic, would have
been the most expressive sort of an-
swer, and good fun, on the whole.
However, his sense of the proprieties
kept -him quiet. He only made a wry’
face as he- answered: “So we are de-
prived of glory, and receive pity as a
substitute. Perhaps that’s better than
nothing, especially at election - time,
when it makes it more exciting for the
candidate to appear in a pathetic light.”
“But T don’t think I do pity you,”
said Celia. “I think you’re too wise
to be one of the deluded. I’m really
afraid you are rather a politician.”

‘You re wicked and you're wise.
I forget the wicked and rémember
the wise. Thank yon, Miss Celia.”
Herewith he made a bow and appeared
to be very much at home, .
“0 dear !” said Celia, “how am I
ever to convert you if you persist in
transmuting all my daggers into roses ¢
“I don’t need tq be converted, —do 1,
Aleck? I was converted in the best
 manner at camp-meeting last summer.
I was done up in the most thorough
style, and the old fomale who indugted
me into the various mysteries of free
grace and transubstantiation and me-
tempsychosis and elective affinities, or
whatever, prayed with such unction
that I might not only be converted
but pickled and salted down so that I
could n’t spoil, that 1've never had any

such fervent petitions could n't remain
unanswered.” - . .

Aleck watched the girls closely while
Dick was speaking. He knew that they
had lived in a clergyman’s family and
a sectarian boarding-school ever since
he had last seen them, and he had won-
dered what the results had been.

to the Methodists, Mr. Stacy!” said
Alice. “You-can help to swell their
statistios every year.” '

“] should be glad to have a new
baptism every season, to help on the
good cause,” said he; “but, being al-
veady ¢ pickled and =alted down, I
guppose I must be perfect now and
can’'t be any better.” -

“ Except in politics,” said Celia, slyly.
“You’'re bound to regenerate. me
‘ without knowing.my opinions,” said he,
pretending to look injured.

“Ah!” gaid Celia, “but you said
you represented the Conservatives and
Aleck the Radicals.”

“ And you are a Radical, of course }”
he =said, laughing. *Now Aleck is a
Radieal to that insane degree that I
might be a thousand years behind him
and still two or three hundred years in
advance of everybody else.”

“1 like that,” said Alies, with a
bright face, “for I find I am more rad-
ical than anybody I meet.”

“The purport of that seems to be,

certain pleased, grave way.

“happiness of his fellow-crentures, but

uneasiness about myself since. I knew .

“What an acquisition you must he .

. nature in one form or another.”

“In everything?” asked Aleck,in a
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“Yeg, in everything,” ‘

“ Spi?‘itua.lisﬂt Wo%nan’s Rights, Di-
voree Laws, Prohibition, Moral Suasion,
Co-operative Housekeeping, ete., I sup-
pose,” said Dick. -

Alice langhed. ¢ We’re pretty bad,
Mr. Stacy.” )

“Qr pretty good, perhaps,” said that
young gentleman. “The Radicals are
gloriously good, but ridiculously unprac-
tical.” .

. ¢ Aleck looks practical, I’'m sure,”
said Celia. _

“ Ligten,” said Dick.
only benefits the world by making (or
endeavoring to make) new laws for the

he’s also a doctor, that he may cure
their sick bodies ; and if he finds most
of his patients too poor to psy him, he
cheerfully supplies the deficiency by
pulling off his coat smd working on his
farm.  Actually, I don't know but he
works on thesr farms, and gives them
the produce of his own. It would be
just like him. Now, is that practical ¥”

Dick looked very handsome as he
spoke, and very proud of his friend also.

#Be still, Diek,” said Aleck, “You
have n't given me a chance to speak.a
word gince we came in.” :

1 like you to be a physician, Aleck,”
said Alice, “but T did not expect it of
you any more than I expected you to
be in“the Legislature.”

“But what could I have been?—a
clergyman or a lawyer?"”

“Not a lawyer, at any rate, though
that is rather grand too” (here Dick
bowed gayly, for he was & lawyer), * and
not a clergyman at just this era. I
perceive that it was suitable, yet I al-
ways think of you as a farmer, pledged
wholly to nature.” ’

“S0 is a physician, Alice, Botany,
chemistry, anatomy, — you see it is oll

¢ Human nature too,” said Dick.

“Yes,” said Aleck. % As I don't live
on Juan Fernandesz, I must do something
to help people more directly than by
farming.” i -

“You’ll think I'm a heretie,” ;;aid.

Celia; “but Alice and 1 are always
disputing =bout that very thing, She
believes in rushing out into the high-

¢ Aleck nott

nite work to do for other people. I
believe in doing it if it comes to you,
and in the mean time I think it best to
live out your own nature, and on the
whole that will bless the world most.”
“You are a cold-hearted transcen-
dentalist,” said Alice, laughing.

“ Nevertheless,” said Mr. Stacy,
“Miss Celia is in the right. For, if
everybody followed her rule, everybody
would be perfect, and there would be
great variety in the world, besides, to
give o ‘gpice to life)”

“Ah, but they will not,” said Alice.
#“8o those who see their own way clear

will be a vast work left undone.”

“ But sinee nobody can be more than
perfect,” said Dick, carelessly,  where
ig the overplus to come from which is to
go to the underdone people, and ‘keep
the balance true'?” | :
“ Suppose pérfection, or, better, good-
ness, consists in helping other people to
it 17 uaid Alice, engerly. ‘

“ It may be goodness, but it can’t be
perfection,” said he ; ““because if every-
body was perfect there would be no
such work to be dome. And however
we are askew now, I suppose everybady
was meant to be perfect originally.”

“ Ah, we don't agree on first princi-
ples,” said Alice, “I don’t quite be-
lieve that everybody was good at first
and has been growing worse eversince.”

« And I don't believe it at all,” said
Aleck. “It’s a faithless kind of belief.
When we all come to Darwin, things
will be clearer.”

f1’'m not a Darwinian,” said Mr,
Stacy, * though when 1’ve wriggled
through a-few more stages I may be,
But it 's no matter where people stavted
from ; if they are ever all going o be
perfect, the occupation of doing good;
will come to an end, so it can't be our.
ultimate work.” .

“ My dear boy,” said Aleck, “a uni-.
verse which iy constantly evelving must
-eternally eontimie to evolve.”

. “ Hurreh ! * sald Dick, laughing,
“ That 'y se grand I don’t underatand a
word. - So T know I 've cornered you.”

“ Not a bit,” said Aleck. ¢ There is
now an infinite gradation of being below
man, a8 well as above him, and there

ways and hedges and finding some defi-

must forever be ultimate particles from.

must work for other people, or there '
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which the series of evolutions begins,
sinee there iz such a thing as éinfindty.
So, however our race improves, there
will always be work for us to do in
helping others.” .

“ Well,” said Celia, “T guess you are
only living owt your own nature in an-
other way than I do, so we are disput-
ing about nothing.”

. *"Good!” said Mr. Stacy, “ we are all
right, and nobody is wrong. Let’s
shake hands all round.”

When the young gentlemen went

away, the sisters found themselves ex-

hilarated into a talking mood instead
of feeling that forlorn settling down of
blackness which had invariably accom-
panied the nightfall for many weeks,
carefully as they had striven to conceal
it from each other by trivial remarks
which they forgot before the answer
came,

“T believe, Alice,” said Celia, “that,
for the sake of being in society ome
year, I would willingly die at the end
of it. Just think of meeting people
evening after evening, hearing conver-
sation, riding and driving and travelling,
and hearing music !
the old alchemists old themselves for
gold. Itisthe blessing of life, Tt gives
every blessing.”

Her face was flushed, her eyes spar-
kled, and she Iocked handsome, radiant.

“Buch a little sip of society as this is
perfect nectar,” continned Celia ; “ there
was Aleck with his great, grand theories,
and Mr. Stacy with his genial, gentle-
manly manner, and I did n’t know how
good a time I was having till they were
gone, and I feel lifted up so many miles
beyond the ground I stood on before.
O, if sueh a little sip as this is so aweet,

~ what must it be to drink in the whole 7%

Alice might have said, “ It might be
to drink the dregs” She thought it,
but she never said disagreeable things
that were unnecessary. .

“ At any rate, Celia, we are likely to
get something more of it than before,
for Aleck is to be here all winter, and

if Mr. Stacy took interest enough in
him and in you to come here once he
probably, will come again.”

“0 yes, - Alico, he said he should.
Isn't it very curious that we happened

- to meet him in just such & way 1”

I don't wonder:

“It is very curious that you hap-,
pened to invite him here,” said Alice, '«

“and a very happy inspiration.”

“ Are you sure of that 1" asked Celia,
in such o strango, vague way that Alice
looked at her closely, and knew that, at
any rate, it was not curious that her
gister had invited Mr. Stacy.

i

CHAPTER XIV,

THE next day Alice went as usual
to little Bessie Craig, leaving Celia
rather cross at the idea of taking up
the burden of endless, useless search
after work whick, during the preceding
evening, she had almost forgotten was
laid upon her. Mrs. Oraig, as usual, sat
in the room during the lessons, It

annoyed Alice ; she eould never got over -

an uneasy feeling that Mys. Craig had
& boundless curiosity, and though it
was used to no il Furpose, it was
nevertheless offensive. ¥ Just as she was

concluding her lessons, there came a -

sharp knock at the door.

“Miss Twigg,” said Mrs, Craig, with
half a langh. “1 should know her
knock in Japan.”

And Miss Twigg it was.. 'She paid
no attention to Mrs. Craig's greeting,
but, looking beyond her, said shortly :
“Miss Wilding, Robert will see you
when you get through up here, if you
please,” and shut the door,

" % Whether you please or not, I should '

think,” said Mrs. Craig, with her half-
laugh. “ Mother Twigg gets to be more
of an ogre every day.” :

Alice made no reply, so Mrs, Craig
wae afraid she had said too much, and
added, to mend the matter, * She is a
bluff, downright old soul, at auny rate,
and sincere as a looking-glass.”

“And she sincerely hates you,”
thought Alice, “and you hate her as’
much, but less gincerely.” ‘

When Alice knocked at the deor of
Robert Rix, she heard s hasty scram-
bling for a minute or two before it was
opened by Robert himsell He bowed
very respectfully, but did not extend
his hand. Nothing would have indaced
him to touch any one but Miss Twigg.
It was one of the saddest things about

z

-

f

* his calamity that he was endowed with

that sensitiveness which ac¢ompanies
the finest and most delicate constitu-
tions. Ugly, misshapen, horrible as he
was he too had physical yepulsions

. as powerful ag those of Celia. He

divined the sensation he must cause in
other people, and he never even touched
the hand of another in his bitterest,
most lonely moment, when his heart
was half breaking for sympathy. To-
day there was in his oyes a painful
drawing down of the corners, ag in those
of a child who has been weeping, but

" his mouth had a harsh, scornful, sareas-

tic expression. He closed the door
after Alice, and mptiqued her to a seat
in the very corner of the room. Then,
in his usual way, he wheeled a table
crosswise before her, completely block-
ing her up, and npon this table he
mounted¢ This was a favorite position
of his for some unexplained reason,

- perhaps because it enabled him to look

down on people, as if he were really
tall and grand,® _

“ Clome now,” said he, in his harshest,
gruffest voice, “yon pretend to be re-
ligious, don’t you'?” .

1 hope not,” said Alice,

“ Well, if you like it better, then,
you are religious, whatever that may
mean, — which is n't much, I think.”

Alice ®maid nothing. She wondered
what bad happened to make him harder
than usual.

“T’m not religious,” ¢ontinued Rob-

cert. “I wasn't made for such things.
" The Power that crushed my body cursed

my life to0.” The last words he spoke
with a flash of angry vehemence,

“Why don’t you speak?” said he
again, after & pause. “Why don’t you
say something consoling?” with a bitter
laugh. “What did you suppose I wanted
of you if you were going to sit there
mum in o corner?”

“1 knpw nothing to say,” replied
Alice, slowly and gently.

“Pooh! Why nott”

“I am not able to understand the in-
tense pain you suffer, and +ill I can do
that 1 have no right to insult you by
offering you comfort.,” -

“ Come, I like that now,” he said, *I

‘kngw you’d tell the truth, at any rate.

You don't know anything about suffer-
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ing, yon can’t so much as conceive
what suffering is; the little measure of
it which hag been filled up to you, in
comparison to mine, is so little that if -
i could oll be compressed into one mo-
ment, that moment would be ecstasy of
bliss beyond the happiest moment of all
my life.  You dor't know anything, you
can't guess anything, you can't guess the
meaning of the word ‘pain’ Yes, I'm
glad you tell the truth, It’s more than
most people do.”

There was a long panse, and then he .
spoke again: “Why don't you tell me
I’m miserably wicked! ©Come, that
would be some comfort.” -

“Becanse I don't think so,” said
Alice. “I think you are miserably
tempted and tried.”

“8So, s0,” said Robert. “But you
told a lie then. You believe that every-
body ought to submit to the will of
Fate (you call it God, I believe), and be
a8 happy as a bird through everything.”

“0 yes, I believe it; but it is true
that T do not think you wicked and do
not blame you.”

“1 don't understand that,” said he,
shaking hig head. Then he continued,
with impressive slowness, “I paw
you one day, Alice Wilding, when you
were tempted and tried, and you said
life was too bitter, and then you blamed
yourself and said you had been quite
wrong. You are charitable, but if you
are also true you blame me for the
same thing.” '

“I blamed myself,” said Alice, “and
it was right I should, because I knew
within myself the whole power of the
temptation and.‘the whole power of the
resistance, and I knew that I had yielded
where [ was able to vesist. About you
I know nothing, and have no right to
judge. You said yourself that I could
not even guess your pain,”

“1 thought you believed in God,”
said he, suddenly. 3

“1 do,” said Alice, understanding
him in a moment, “and I' Znow that
God never laid so heavy a burden on
any human soul as to make it impossi-
‘ble that that soul should rise np from
under it erect and pure. I do not so
distrugt the Father. Yet the weight
lies heavy, heavier on some than on

others, and the soul which seems to us
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most cramped and bent may really have
Hfted itself upward with a strength and

energy beyond our capacity of concep-

tion. I think no one has done the best,
yet, comparing men with men, we have
no right to judge. The staing which
God sees are beyond our ken, and God
himself does not eonderan, but pities and
blesses forever,”

“Tt may be true,” said Robert, in a
tired way, “I don’t know but it may be
a pleasant belief, but for me I am not
religions and don’t understand it. Do
you want to know why I am more bit-
ter to-day than I sometimes am ¥”

Alice nodded, and he went.on: “1’ye
tried to hide my head in this house so
that I might escape some taunts if I
could. It’s hard not to go outside your
own doors, to see the sunshine only be-
hind brick walls, never to breathe the
country air or gather flowers, never ‘to
hear the music which is within a stone’s-
throw of you, never to see a picture,
never even to look at human faces, ex-
cept such as you can peep at from be-
hind a blind ; yet I’ve borne this rather
than show my misshapen body where men
could see and sneer at it, I am cursed in
not having the soul of an idiot as well
as the body of one, Ah well!l I have
some friends, it seéms, after all, and one
is Ralph Nickerson. He's a wild young
fellow and a painter. He’s bad enough,
I suppose, but he adores beauty ; that’s
why he likes me, I suppose! He thinks
I can appreciate pictures, though, so he
invited me to the great private exhibi-
tion of the artists, I wanted to go;
I was a fool. Lately the boys about
the neighborhood have been so respect-
ful to me that I began to think they’d
changed, supposed they imight not show
the repulsion which, of course, they
must feel.” (Alice sighed- within her-
self, for she remembered her first en-
counter with Miss Twigg, and feared
that it was from no nobleness that the
boys had been silent.). * I thought, if I
went in a hack, nobody need see me ex-
cept a8 I was getting out or in, for Ralph
had promised me that I might go in the
morning, ind no one else was invited
till afternoon. O well ! it went off nicely.
I believe I was perfectly happy at the
time. I have an .intellectual remem-
brance of it, though I have lost the feel-

ing completely now. I must have been

been so senseless. The green-house was
‘opposite, and I caught a glimpse of it as
I went in. - Ralph said it was gorgeous
beyond all he had seen before, and I
wanted to see it. I wmust have been hap-
py to have folt the determination for
more happiness. So we went in. I
paused beside something, T dont know
what, ~— whet could I have liked enough
to stop ¥ - while Miss Twigg and Ralph
went on. Just then two ladies came
in, and were close by me before they saw
me. At the same instant they stopped
and half screamed.. I heard one say
distinctly, under her, breath, < Horrible !
there is no other such monster outside
of Barnum’s” But the other lady grew
white and rigid as if an uncontrollable
dread, at which I could guess but too
sarely, had seized her. They hurried
away, and I wish I had. died.”

sympathy. She spoke quietly, keeping
back her tears: “But they could not
have been delicate persons, or they
would not have seemed as they' did.
So why should you care for them1”
“Q, it is not for the woman who
spoke that I care!” he answered, with
that forlorn drooping of the eyelid.
“She was not delicate, I know ; but
while she was rude enough®to speak
there must be thousands who would
Seel the same, though they hid it care-
fully from me. T had almost forgotten
that. And, O God, what if my pres-
ence there among the fowers, so inno-
cent and free and happy, should deter-
mine the life of some one yet unborn to
be a life like mine! I should build me
a prison cell and see no one, and that
when I am starving for human sym-
pathy and love. There was a bad
omen, too, to greet me at home. The
caterpillar which I tended all the fall,
and whose cocoon I had watched all
winter, had broken its coverings -and
emerged a4 moth, but a moth with its
wings hopelessly twisted. .And 7 had
tended it. Who knows what strange,
blighting influence my eyes had had

Ah'! it 20ould be kind.”

happy, I suppose, or I should n’t have -

© God, has given us

The heart of Alice was aching with |

¢ die without suffering at all. Whyam I

upon it} Ah well! that is dead. De--
formed moths do not livee. Why are
not such as I strangled in the cradle? : .

: - we have existed before or may exist
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There was o sparkle in Alice’s cyes,
—u sparkle of hope and joy. )

% Becanse,” she said, in a thrilling
tone, “ life is too grand and high a thing
for one moment of it to be lost under
no matter what conditiens. The solemn
march of all created 'beings, from the
earliest blind grasping for conseiousness
to the mighty angels of the sum, and
beyond, must not be so interrupted.
We maust join in the procession which,
feeble as we are, would be incomplete
without ug ; and we wish it too, for we
are bound to prove the utmost possible
for every moment of the grand eternity
"

His eye flashed responsive for an in-
stant, apd then the glow went out.

“ A pretty theory,” he said, scornful-
ly; “but hundreds of sweet little chil-
dren die every day. How are their
places filled 27 - ‘.

“If we did not believe in immortal-
ity, and an immortality of progress tpo,
there would be no answer,” replied Alice;
“but, knowing that, we know there are
other places and other daties for them,
end that there is still no place here ac-
tually unfilled, whatever it may seem.”

“Pooh!” said Robegf, “that-will do
for religious people ; but these children

made to suffer ” ‘

4 Thers must be conditions iri your
being,” she said, “ which make the high-
est life possible for you, and make you
worth the most profound edueation.”

He seemed a little softened as he an-
swered : “Yet you who believe in God
believe that every creature is worth to
him exactly the same in the end, and is
worth the ultimate education; and all
do not suffer — alike.” :

“Ah, Mr. Rix,” said Alice, eagerly,
“1if, i3 becanse you believe in God your-
gelf that you talk to me go; and. your
faith is the purest, becanse the prob-
lems which might shake it are to you
unsolvable.”
* IHe shook his head ‘impatiently.
% What can you do towards solving my
questions 1” he agked.

“I can tell you what T think,” she
replied.” “How do we even know that
all do not suffer alike? No one can in-

terprot another’s .life. And surely, if

hereafter in older and newer form#, who
can say that the measure of suffering
may not be so tilled up in one world or
another that all shall suffer the same ?
And if that is not true, as is very likely, .
still God has not made all alike. His '
mind is infinite, and must evolve infinite
variety, and for the highest develop-
ment of each being a totally different
education is no doubt needed; the
points attained by each may be equal,
but they need not be the same.”
“ () well,” said Robert, harshly, ¢ you
destroy the little comfort that might be
got out of such hideous, inconceivable
suffering, If we could think that God
had really chogen us for so high & des-
tiny that we must suffer beyond our
fellow-creatures to reach it, there might
be & kind of triumph in that ; but if all
are to reach éxactly the same point, and
some are to tread barefoot over thorns
while others danece over roses, where is
justice 3 ¥ ‘ .
“That God has chosen the best pos-
Lsible for all of us at some time. does not
ghow that he has not also chosen the
best for each of us, We are different,
but not differently loved.” '

 You are a good child, Alice Wilding,
Now go.” And Robert jumped hastily
off his table, and opened the door so
quickly that Alice was in the street in a
gecond. But she guessed she had left
him happier ; and Miss Twigg, who had
known nothing about what had troubled
him in the morning, though she had
noticed the clond of sadness which had
enfolded him, knew that the evil spirit
was exorcised when slie heard the ring-
ing chords of an anthem from his piano.

Alice pondered with some surprise, on
her way home, on the fact that the eon-
versation of the evening before had cer-,
tainly had an undefined influence over
everything she had said to-day. It
seemed ag if her mind was suddenly ex-
pending. It was not strange, for she
had come in contact with a great mind.

e e
CHAPTER XV.

§ Alico had supposed, the gitls
were not left alone so much as

6

they had been. Aleck spent half his
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leisube evenings with them. He would
have interested himself in them for
their father’s sake and for the memory
of old times, for he was one of those
hearty people who believe that every-
body has a claim upon them but, be-
yond this, he found an appreciation of|ladies

his motives and a sympathy with his
actions in these two unsophisticated
girls that he did not meet anywhereg
else. Even in the special clique of poli-
ticians to which he belonged he saw
too clearly a spirit of party which
often disgusted him. And in Alice he
found one whose thought had tended
in the same direction as hig own, and to
whom half a word would convey his
meaning as whole sentences could  not
do to any one else. Mr. Stacy seame
very often with Aleck, He was too im-
pulsive not to follow the whim of the
moment, and he had been charmed with
Celia from the first instant he saw her.
It was new to him: to find a person of
such high culture who was yef so fresh.
He knew enough young ladies, for he
moved in the highest circles by virtue
of his money and talent, and he lmew
enough fresh country girls, for he un-
derstood the art of making himself
agreeable ; but Celia stood on a middle
ground, and was higher than either, to
his thinking. She was dering and brave,
Yoo, in attacking his politics and ethies,
and that he liked, for there is a great
fagcination in having a person who is
too great a stranger to say anything
harsh talk to you about your faults.
Besides, he always came off victorious,
He showed Celia again and again that
the world was not ripe for her theories H
and as he was in earnest, and truthful in
believing it himself, she could not help
being convinced, Then Dick was hand-
some, and had & vich voice. Celin wor-
shipped beauty. Alice would shake her

Stacy, very likely you are right ; but
then the world never will be ready un-
less somebody agitates the matter, so I
am ready to be one of those,”

[

with her. He could resist no beautiful
woman. Celia was not beautiful, but
her charm lay outside of and beyond the
shape of her features, His feeling for

distinet from his admiration of young
in general. So it came to pass
that he accompanied Aleck as often as
he thought respectable to see the Wild-
ings, and still oftener he sent them in-
vitations to concerts and the theatre.
Alice would not always go to the the-
atre, and Aleck never went. She liked
talking to him better than seeing any-
thing below genius on the stage, but
Celin was passionately fond of it, and
had never had an opportunity to grati
her liking ; and'Mrl.)I:qtacy ugred tgomsa}f{
laughing, “I believe in always going to
the theatre when there is any grand
work or grand actor to be seen.  If net,
I go to see the poor ones.”
In this way the burden of life be-
came easier. Celia wanted money more
for the pleasure it would Lring her than
for any other reason, and if she had the
pleasure without the money, it was, of
course, just as well. But it was ve
galling to her to be so destitute in
thany ways, angd to be unable to appear
as well dressed as other pleasnre.scokers.
Dick himself cared a good deal about
dress, espeeially in young ladies; but
there was a certain glitter about Celia,
even .in her ghabby, untbecoming black
clothes, which made it impossible for
him to eriticise her, though this was by
no means the case with his female ac-.
quaintances.  Alice- wag always beauti-
ful, especially in black, and her culturs
showed itself in every motion.
The search for work was still unsiie-
cessful. Alice had found two or three

other private pupils through Dr. Craig,
but Celia was still without anything to
do. And 50 a month had passed on since
head, smiling, and say, “Well, Mr.|her encounter with Alec : .
One morning Celia lay with half
closed eyes while Alice was dressing,

“ Come, Celia,” said Alice, at last;
‘you will not be ready for break-

At this Dick would draw a comical | fast.” -

-picture of Alice in bloomers, stumping

“T dow't want any breakfast,” replied

the State, and Celia would declare her Celia, Ia,ﬂguidly.

self disgusted.

“But you mean to rise by and by, I

Neverthelesy Dick liked Alice amaz- suppose,” said Alice, smiling.

ingly, though he never felt quite easy

“] don't know,”

her was totally new to him, and quite -

. the vast difference between our circum-

hard. Alice, I saw some magnificont
" dresses last night, and worn by people
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“Are you il §” said ‘Alice, bendjng
her anxiously. o .
ov?‘rN oj;’ said Celia ; “only tired of liv-
ing. What is the use in getting up} ]i
have nothing to do; that is, I can wprk
if T choose, but T can't 1’)e paid. I thin
the struggle is useless.’ ,
“0 v%gll, Celia, we are better off
than we were, for I find more to do,
and we are not left without society and
leasure.”’ : :
P And what is the use of that t” asked
Celin. I only realize more and more

stances and our tastes, and I feel the
contrast more keenly. 1 was'perfectly
happy at the theatre last night, but
now [ have to return to the seme ol’d
thing this morning, though I would n't
complain if T could return to some real
work, but to this fretful frmth'ass_ wait-
ing for something to turn up, it i8 too

without & bit of taste, —people who
looked a8 ugly in royal purple and sa-
bles as I do in my old black dress.” I
know Mr. Stacy was ashamed of me.”

" You know better than thai;,” aaid
Alice, smiling. “Mr. Btacy would n't
toke any one of whom he felt ashamed
to the theatre.” ) )

“] dow't know about that,” replied
Celia, with some spirit. “Mr. Stacy
-is noble, and he knows I adore _thg
theatre, so. he might do many thingd
out of kindness.” ‘

“What!” said Celia, with & sudden
flush, “I believe, Alice, that you do
not think him noble.” :

“Yes, he is mnoble,” sa.id” Alice, re-

nting ; “ ouly not noblest,
P 'I‘hgei'e, youya,re thinking of Aleck,”
said Celia, “and Aleck is grand. I love
him as well ag you do. But you know
there 45 a little country mud on his
”

Sh?? ind country air in his breath,” said
ice, coloring proudly. o
Al(?}glia. was iﬂnt m?d looked a little
vexed. After brenkfast she sallied out
in quest of a situation, in reply to an
advertizement Alice -had noticed the
night before. She went in a wrathful
enough mood, first vehemently declaring
to Alice her horror and detestation of
hf%he gituption she sought was that
of copyist in an office. It made her .
fierce when she saw theve were already
twenty women' in the .waiting-room,
though it wanted ten minutes of the
time that was advertised.  She sat
down to await her turn, feeling that, if
she could be successful, she should be
miserable with the memory of those
twenty disappointed faces. Just as the
clock reached the appointed moment
the inner door opened and two gentle-
men eame out. One was the advertizer,
and he beckoned to the girl who sat
nearest the door. The other was Dick
Stacy ! Celia wore a thick veil. She
never went to any place of the kind

i t it: seemed ag if every
“And of course he hasn’t penetra-| without one, bu ,
tion egough to judge whether yow would | person in the room must see her blushes,

call that a kindness or not,” said Alice,
with gentle sarcasm.

they burned so furiously. Dick, how-
ever, did not seem to notice her, as he

’ ) ith hi d bright,
“0, k hat I mean,” and |passed out with his free step and :
Celia? ,s,pizzg oi?;fwbeaa. “But I don’t | grave face. She felt herself trémbling,

understand how Mr. Stacy cem- helpland, like a ﬂagh, came to her soul t]rls
being ashamed of me. He is sohigh-{acknowledgment that there was

bred.”

one in the wide world whose every

“And what are you, you absurd|motion was so dear to her. She sat in

child1”

s stupor till the inner door was again

ad
“I haven’t the town polish. If Mr. |opened, and the gentleman announc

Stacy was going to the £zake, he would | that he was satisfied w1t}1 the dﬁtft
look as perfect a gentleman as if he|applicant, and courteously dismissed the

were being introduced to the queen.”

others. She did not care at all. She

“And certainly would n't go without | was too nearly beside herself witli shame

~ blacking his boots,” said Alice, laugh- |to feel anything of this kind, even if

i ther re-
ing. “He is precisely the reverse of she had been expecting any o
lyI:)gu in thosa pa?rtieulags; ‘However, he |sult. - Her firat impulse was to hasten

would never go to the stake.”

home 4t once, and then she remembered o
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that she could not face Alice at present,
and turned in another direction, walking
fast aud impatiently. But she had not
taken a hundred steps when some one
spoke her name, and, looking up, she
saw Mr. Gtacy’s handsome face. She
would have seen any one in. all the
world with less confusion at that mo-
ment. She said to herself that sho
was not ashamed that it should be
necessary for her to earn her own bread,
that she had even no right to be ashamed
that she was seeking to earn and found
her services wholly undesired, and that
she need not be ashamed to have any
one know what it was so right she
should do.- Nevertheless she was a
horn patrician, and though her educa-
tion and her innate nobleness had given
her appreciation for and sympathy with
plebeians, in the abstract at least, the
patrician blood still tingled in the very
, ends of her fingers, Then she had so
earefully concealed from Mr. Stacy any
trace of actual poverty, though he must
have seen that the sisters were far from
rich, that the dénouement was doubly
painful.

They walked a few moments in si-
lence. Then Dick said, with his easy
smile, though perhaps he felt less easy
than usual : * Well, Migs Celia, there is
no help for it. I suppose 1 have un-
wittingly found out a secret which
you would rather I should n't have
known. And perhaps I might have pre-
tended not to know and so have saved
you some confusion, but you know I
should never have felt very honest in
that case.”

He looked so handsome and so truth-
ful as he spoke.

“You are right,” said Celia, with an
effort. .

 Besides,” continued Dick, 1 could
have been of no use to you if I could
not have told you that T saw you. O,
. what a confounded noise there is in this
street ! You don't mind walking on the
Common, —do you? It is so much
guieter there, and I want to talk to you.
It is of no consequencs if you are not at
home ¢uite yet.”

“0 no!” gaid Celia, bitterly ; *“my
time is of no value.” .

“You sha’ n't say quite that,” sdid

ble thing you can do with the present
time is to take a walk with me.”

quieter spot, and then Dick went on,
“I hope you won't think I am imperti-
nent if I tell you that T don't suppose
you received the situation !”

“No,” said Celia; “I should hardly
have wished to be fortunate at the ex-
pense of so many others who perhaps
need it more than 1.” - ,
“No one can be in greater need,”’
said Diek, “ because nobody else i3 so
proud.” .

Celian had a moment of triumph,
She had been half afraid that Dick
would think her poor-spirited to go
about seeking work in that way. She
understood very little what he thought.
“J suppose you really wish to find a
place where you ean earn something ?”
he said, wrinkling his forehead a little,
“¥ must find something or die,” said
Celia, quickly and with a sob hidden in
her voice which made it thrill. «0Of
course I sha' n't die of starvation,”
she added hastily, *for Alice is sogood ;

no place in the wide earth for me in
which I can work without being a mis-
erable clog and burden om other peo-
le.” 4

She did not look up ; but if she had,
she would have seen a strange, heavy
eloud pass across Dick’s face. He did
not answer at first, and when he did
the words did not seem much to the
purpose. Certainly they were not what
he might have said, though Celia did
not think of that. : ’

< One could almost believe in Woman’s
Rights,” said he. ** Nevertheless there
are men almost as badly off, — thoungh,
of course, they don’t suffer like women.”

“ Migs Celia,” he said, rousing him-
self, a moment later, % perhaps I might
find you some work to do. I know a
good many people here and there, and
will do what I cen. What would you
prefer to do?” ‘

scornfully. * ““I hate work of all kinds,
and am equally inexperienced in all, so
it makes no difference. You. are very
kind.” o

She tried hard to say the last words

+ Dick, cheerfully ; “but the most valua- i gratefully, but she did not succeed, and

LY

They were silent till they found a- '

. “Of course not,” said Celia, with a
miserable attempt at gayety.

her? No man of mercy, certainly.”

but I shall die of shame that there is

. ter worse, so she made it worst by say-

« Anything for daily bread,” said she,”

‘came home, except that she was very
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they both knew it. She'did not under-
stand why she failed, for she did not
recognize the instinct which told her he
had not, after all, been kind. Yet he
had never in all his life been so kind to
ialny one a3 he way at that moment to
er.
“If you were a stout Yankee,” said
Dick, clearing his face of shadows, “ my
path would be plain, for I could sound
a trumpet detailing your virtues in the
ears of every friend I have; but I
should n't like to do just that in your
case. You may be sure,” he added,
sweetly, *that, whether I succeed or
not, you shall not be annoyed by any
publicity. In the mean time, when you
have advertisements to answer, won't
You promise to tell me about them, and
then perhaps I can help you, and at any
rate save you some trouble ¢”

* Among
2 dozen applicants, who would choose
one who had a protector to bargain for

The instant she had said these words
she suddenly remembered how much
they implied, and grew crimson. Dick
saw it, of course, and might have.shown
his tact by taking no notice; but he
paused in an embarrassed sort of way,
and the black cloud swept meross his
face again, Celia thought she had
never been 8o wretched in all her life,
She would not risk another moment
with him lest she should make the mat-

ing abruptly, “1 canunot spare any
more time. Good morning,” and she
hurried away in one of her PAroxysms.
“What would he think? What could
he think ! What had he thought?” His
embarrassment hed told her too plainly.
Alice had gone out, and Celia locked her
door and gave way to a fit of anger and
rage like one insane, — one of those fits
yvhich she had at times experienced
In a less degree all through her life,
since her very childish days. She per-
baps hyd hysterics, with the modifica-
tion that her passion was stronger when
she was alone, and that by a terrible
effort of will she was quiet when Alice

oross ; but this was by no means unusual,

thought she was only  disappointed
about the situation,

Meantime Dick did not turn to look
after her, as she broke away from him
80 suddenly. He was not so silly as to
think what she supposed he did, but he -
knew what she supposed, and he could
1ot conveniently contradict her. How-
ever, he was thinking of something olse, .
and stood five minutes in the same spot
grinding his heel into the snowy pave-
ment. Then he sauntered off to a bil-
liard saloon, and was soon absorbed in s
game. He may have found it tedious
though, as he never played for money.

RS P E——

CHAPTER XVI

“ ICK STACY has been cross to
day,” said Aleck, when he called
next evening, “and I could n't persaade
him to come with me. He is going to
apply himself more closely to business,
he says, —which is absurd, eI think,
Work in the daytime and play in the
evening, 7 suy.” :
I suspect you don’t practise that,”
said  Alice, pleasantly. = “Mr. Stacy
has whispered to me a secret about
yow” :
The ruddy-faced young fellow abso-
lutely blushed. In fact, he worked very
hard in the Legislature, hoping to force
through some measures rather too radi-
cal to be carried without a tussle, and
then doctored poor people in the even-
ing, sometimes even watching all night
when the exigency was great. Though
he did good modestly ‘and secretly, and
thongh he would have taken every pre-
caution to prevent its discovery, perhaps,
after all, he was not troubled to have it
found out by those he respected and
loved. '
* Consistency, thou art a jewel!” said
Celia, trying to be gay, though she felt
the significance of Dick’s absence.
“Exceptions’ to overy rule,” said
Aleck, laughing, . -
“ But the preacher should n’t slways
be the exception,”
“ I have done nothing, after all,” said
Aleck, -
“ Except overwork,” said Alice.  Mr.

and did not surprise her sister, who

Stacy told me.”
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“Well,” said Aleck, “T believe in
correlation of foress. Momentum can't
be gained. ' Tt is always quantity mul-
tiplied by velocity. If the amount of
the work is the same, what difference
does it make whether I do it in ten
years or seventy?”

% There is a fallacy somewhere,” said
Alice, “and I suspect it has something

to de with ‘protoplasm,” only I dont
" quite know what that is.”

Aleck laughed. “You are so bright,

I will confess. The vital force can be
supplied by protoplasmh. But if we ex-
haust it faster than it can be supplied,
we die, and can take neo more, and so
-leave our work undone. But I don't
do that. A delicate girl like you can’t
even imagine how strong and full of
life I am.. I may talk to weak girls
and dyspeptic clerks to the end of time,
and yet not mean to advise that great,
stout creatures- like myself should be

lazy.”

“0 Aleck Hume,” burst out Celia,
“what a despicable thing a woman is!
To be dragged down by a litthe mean

miserable body when one might do|-

something noble | Alice may scold you,
but 1 envy enybody who has physical
strength to escape his own pettiness.”

“«Ah, Aleck,” said Alice, “it is a life

of limitation to be 2 woman !”
" “Yes, ves, yes,” said Aleck, wvehe-
mently ; “but we shall live to see wo-
man legally free, and everything else will
follow in the train of that good day.”

“You can't make us stout like you,
* thongh, Aleck,” said Celia, gloomily.

“ By and by,” said Aleck, cheerfully.
¢ 'When the conditions of life are more
sensible, & woman may have a constitu-
tion with never a flaw, and have bound-
ing health, if not actual raw strength.
And the delicate girls of to-day maust
begin to take care of themselves as a
first step to that glory.”

*That we do,” gaid Alice. ¢ Neither
of us work hard.” 4

Celia looked wup scornfully, and
caught an expression on Aleck’s face
which made her exclaim : “You think
Alice must work hard to support us
both."”

Alice, surprised, because they had al-

a

hastily: “ Aleck knows Ilove to teach,
and would do it if we were rich instead
of poor.” - :
Celia, however, no longer cared for
concealment, and spoke again, boldly
and bitterly : ““ Aleck thinks that iz no
reagon why. I should take your earnings,
which he kKnows must be too small to
support two without self-denial. DPut
you are unjust, Aleck, for you don’t
know how I have tried to find work.
Only yesterday I tried for a place as
copyist, and was defpated.”

“ Forgive me, Celia, said Aleck, with
o distressed face. “But I was not so
unjust as to think yon knowingly teok
from Alice. I thought you had a little
property, but were thoughtlessly using
it, and would suddenly find yourself
destitute ; that perhaps you did n't know
the value of money. I was very wrong
and very stupid.” J
“Yes, you wore,” cried Celia. “J
not know the value of money ! I wonld
sell my soul for enough to buy & decent
calico dress, and throw this ugly black
thing into the fire !”

“Are you really destitute?” asked
Aleck, greatly moved. . o

“ No,” said Alice, with dignity; and
then gave the few inevitable words of
explanation. “We are, in faet,” she
-added, “only quietly and privately test-
ing the rights and wrongs of the woman
question. We bear the burden of our
century, and do not complain.” She
gpoke proudly, with a glance at Celia
which was almost Bevere, she was so
hurt at seeming to ask Aleck’s sympathy.

“JF complain, though Alice, who
works, does not,” said Celia, bitterly.
"¢ And till T can find work I have right-
ful cause to complain.” ' ,

“«You should have told me before,”
said Aleck, reproachfully. “I might
have helped. And may I tell Dick?

know.?

with curling lip: “He already knows,
Aleck. I had the pleasure of meeting

made 8o vain an application.”

“Well, said Aleck, “we may to-

waya sought to concenl their struggles
from the yolmg gentlemen, interrupted

gother devise something for you.”
# Pevise poison !” said she. 1t im

He has a great deal of influence, you.

Celia writhed inwafd]y, and answered, _

him yesterday in ‘the office where I,

Here was the key to the riddle then.
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the only sure cure. There is an over-
population of women in Massachusetts,
as I know by other means than the cen-
sus.”

* The woman question is a hard one,”
said Aleck ; ¢ but for any individual case

~we can generally find a remedy, and

then we are going to move heaven and

~ earth for her legal rights.”

“1 dont know what good voting
would do me,” said Celia, drearily.

“The over-population would be the
same,” said Alice. . .

“] thought you both believed in
Woman's Rights,” said Aleck.

*“1 believe in a ‘forlorn hope,” for
want of a better,” said Celia, with a sigh,
; “And T believe in the future,” said
Alice.. “How can the race be broader
til woman is? But in this century
whoever looks for happiness had better
bear every ill rather than try to stem
the current of public opinion. = The star
to which we look is far down the future,”

“In the mean time, what is the use
of living ¥ said Celia. %I am not of

" the stuff of which martyrs are made, I

must have love, and not cold reason, to
spur me on.” | ’
# And that is just the stuff of which
most martyrs are made,” said Aleck.
“ But, courage ! you won’t hate life, once
let you find work.” . . :
“You are right, Aleck,” said Celia,
with a gleam of returning hope. “1
won't be a coward.” - ,
Aleck and Dick, without speaking to
each other, were both busy for a week
in trying to find a place for Celia, and
as Dick had most money and. friends he
was successful. A friend of his wanted
copying done and would send the work
to her in her own home, 80 she ¢ouldavoid
the publicity she so dreaded. The sum
to be paid was not large, and Dick wished
to add to it from his own purse ; but he
had the delicacy not to do it, for he
knew what agony of shame it would
cause her should she ever find it out.
Soat the end of the week he called
to tell her what he had dome; but, as
might be supposed, the interview was
embarrassing to everybody till Aleck
happened in. “I didn’t know Aleck
knew you were looking for work,” said

“Only a week ago,” said Aleck.
“Was o't it bad for them not to tell
either of us 1"

Dick’s face beamed a moment ; he
rather liked it to be taken for gpranted
that he stood on the same footing with
go old a friend as Aleck. -

“ That' comes of their being ¢ strong-
minded,’” said he. “They think the
rougher sex are only uscless cumberers
of the ground.” )

“ That is unjust,” said Alice, with a
smile. ¢ We think the world can never
be what it ought to be without-woman’s
help, and we believe that, in spite of her
cramped and morbid life, the love in her
outweighs most other things ; but if we
must make a comparison, men are brdader
aund stronger.”

“Don't desert your colors, Alice,”
said Aleck ; * you know a woman’s cour-
age is as common and great a thing as a
man’s.” :

“ Courage and strength are not the
same,” said Alice. “And though a
woman can endure all things when she
is sure of sympathy, without that she
dies. And to almost every woman
comes ‘a time when she cannot endure
silently.”

“ 0 dear!” gaid Dick. ¢ To tell the
truth, I must admit T don'’t know many
saintly men who endure tremendous
trials with a radiant face.”

“But they are not so ridieulously,
abominably, shamefully morbid as worp-
en;” cried Oelia, “They are graid.
There is nothing little about them.”

“ Certainly not,” said Dick, amused.
“But I thought you believed in the
‘free and equal ’ doctrine.” ‘

“Freedom, yes,” said Celia ; “but ns
for equality the Hindoo customs have
the right of that. Still, since they are
in the world, let them do what they
can,”

Alice tried to think it strange that
Celia should spezk so bitterly, just as
the work she had been secking so long
had come to her. Dick was uneasy,
but thonght he had the sense to see
that universal suffrage would do mo
good in this particular case.

“Men and women mmust meet in a
more rational way than they do now,”

Dick, as'the sisters eagerly velated what
had taken place. : :

said Aleck, who eonld never keep atill
long, ~— “ in college, for instance.”
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“Ah!” said Dick, “with a bevy of
- *fair girl-graduates,’ what fun there
would be flirting !” ,

“The students could n’t flirt more
than they do now,” =aid Aleck, “and
they would know some sensible girls.”

“ Exactly,” said Dick, airily ; “but I
tell you in confidence that a sensible girl
would be a bore to the undergradu-
ates,” '

“Tell mo candidly,” said Alice, smil-
ing, “don’t you like best to talk with
the brightest girls you meet 17

“They may be as bright ag they
please,” said Dick, “only they must
- not think much, or else they will be
§ S].OW., ” )

“] know that well,” said -Celia, ea-
gerly ; <for o woman’s life is such that
when she thinks at gll she becomes
‘morbid.”

“No,” said Aleck, with some scorn.
“ Boys have such an unmitigated desire
-to show off that they can’t endure any-
‘body who knows more than they do.”

“T don’t believe that,” said Alice.
“They will always respect those who
-are worth respecting.”

“ 0 well,” said Dick, #it is pleasant,
when we are going through a eourse of
flirtation with some hardened fashion-
ables, to reflect that in some quiet cor-
‘ner, guarded from top-boots by picket-
fences, some nice girls are being brought
aup in an unsophisticated way, so that
when we have graduated and become
gensible ourselves, we may look about
us, and cast the remnants of ourselves
-at the feet of those who can bestow on
-ug the first gush of feeling, never hav-
ing had a chance to flirt themselves,
‘On the whole, I don’t believe in mixed
schools.” :

There was just hitterness enough in
his tone to prevent him from being out-
rageous to the rest.

“You are mightily mistaken,” said
Celiz. “Those born to fiirt are mot
prevented by picket-fences, and when
there is a complete dearth of other
chances, there ave always the ‘revival

seasons,” when they are urged to private
conversations on personal religion with
itinerant preachers; and as the hand-
somest man always converted the great-

Alice, annoyed. _

#71 think boarding-schools are a hum-
bug,” said Dick. “ However, that is a
matter of opinion and has n't much
to do with the suffrage question, But
what you must do if you vote is to hold
office, notwithstanding your constitution
and tastes.’

“Their constitutions are going to he
improved,” said Aleck. “And nobody
is obliged to hold office againgt his
will.”

“ Except ‘field-driver’ in country
towns,” said Diek, gayly. “ Imagine
Mizss Wilding elected to that office!
But seriously the power to hold office
would create the taste,” _

“ Then that proves the present con-
dition of woman a false one.”

“ Ah, well! but, from a selfish point
of view, is it worth while to cultivate a
taste in them which leaves us without
homeg'??

“Tt would n't,” said Alice. “The
daydream of nine out of ten of all the
girls I know is to have a home of her
own and make it just as beautiful and
happy as she can” o

“QGranted,” said Dick ; “and the tenth

is the Woman’s-Rights woman of the
lot.”
- “No,”said Alice, emphatically,— “al-
ways & girl who believed herself born to
be dependent on others, and never to
exert hersclf to make others happy.”.

“But could they make a piel” said
Dick. :

“ As well as the ¢ clinging vine’ kind,”
cried Celia. “And at school they al-
ways had the neatest rooms.” ‘

¢ Besides,” said Alice; “if-a woman
had higher tastes, she could earn enough
to pay her cook.”

“Ugh!” said Diek, “the idea of
one's wife working for her living !”

“Drudgery in the kitchen isn’t
working for a living, I suppose,” broke
in Aleck, indignantly. :

. “Nevertheless,” said Dick, “if a
woman don’t know how to cook, she
can’t direct her servants.” '

“And a man must understand ma-
chinery to superintend a factory,” said
Alice. *Every good woman learns to

est number of pretty girls, I always
called those religious flirtations.”

cock when it is becessary.” -
- “Every ‘good womsn’ Ah! but

“Let bygones be bygones,™ said °

~get oivilizod enough for women to vote,
. we ghall be so near the millennium that

~ you idealists in working order.”

the best of cooks. T own I hate it, and

v
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th about the ranters? What is the]likes other people to believe in futura

tendency ¢ :

possibilities which do not seem such

“; know nothing about the I‘ranters,’ when we look at the hard face of the
85 you.call them, though I suspect they | every-day world,”

-have been misrepresented. But. this I
know. When people desire to do a
higher work, it only makes them more
faithful in a lower ome. Only those
who wish to be idle neglect their every-
day work. And women are all their
lives taught to wish that, because they
are told others should support thém,”
“lt,is 't fair to dispute with a
woman,” said Dick. ¢ Chivalry pre-
vonts you from cornering her. But
what are you going to do about fight-
ing to sustain your vote ¢”
“They can be nurses,” said Aleck,
“and that is as hard as facing the en-
emy.” ‘ t
“I am glad you think so,” said Dick,
“for it is pleasant to know one's friends
ure courageous.” !
“If nlon are cowards,” said Aleck,
“it is time they were taught better.” -
“I think,” said Alice, “they are
oiten taught a superstitious fear of
God and eternity in their very cradles,
If all felt sure that God loved them,
they could n’t be afraid of anything he
might bring them.” '
A shade passed across Dick’s face.
“0 well, we must take men as they
are,” said he. o ‘
“Mer, dtacy,” said Celia, “when we

we shall not have any more wars,”
“Splendid ! ” said Dick. Do prom-
ise me to go to the next convention of
the ‘ down-trodden’ and ses how near the
millennium we are. The fact is, prac-
tical men like me are needed to keep

“But we are practical too,” said
Alice. “ For instance, Celia, and I are

leave all the nice operstions to Celia,
but | ean do it.” ‘

antly. “T should n’t have been so rude
as to make remarks I thought personal.
All your faults come from your being
too good to appreciate average human
nature, I mean that sincerely.”

“Dick is incorrigible,” shid ‘Aleck,

“I like you, at any rate,” maid
Dick, with a sweet look. Then his eye
slowly turned to the girls. Celia's face
wag radiant, the clouds had all gone,
ever fibre was thrilling with her appre-
ciation of the wirm, rich nature of the
young fellow. - But as ho looked at her
the light in his eyes faded, and he said
uneasily, “ Aleck, we are staying an un-
conscionable time. Let us go.”

And after he had parted from Aleck
he walked up and down the stroot,
musing. “Yes, Aleek,” he said, as he
entered his boarding-house at last, “on
the whole, you are right. The woman
question is getting serious.”

| S——

CHAPTER XVIIL

OELIA went to work next day with
a lightened heart, and, having so
important - an object before her, she
succeeded in making her pages look
very neat and distinet, though they
were somewhat stiff. Perhaps she
hoped to show them to Dick in the
evening, but Aleck came alone, and for
several successive evenings no word was .
heard of Mr. Stacy. Celia’s views of
Woman’s Rights veered round suddenly,
and she found herself in the mood to
make n most exemplary ¢ vine,” espe-
cially when the thought came over her
that perhaps Mr. Stacy was more
shoeked by her radical principles, those
being a part of herself, than at her
working for a living, which he knew to
be brought about by eircumstances,
Yet, after all, Celia's was not a weak
character. 1t was ill-balanced, and
that made her seern weak, and it was
a passionately affectionate character
which could ‘expand and become stable

1 believe that,” said Dick, pleas- | by growing in’ the sunlight of love.

Her asister's love had done so much for
her that she was becoming firm, when
a new element had come in, a new ne-
cessity for love, which forced her nature

1to ferment. - Her being was full of

“ glorious insufficiencies,” and the * an-

breaking into a smile” ; but, after all, he
. & T

gles ™ of such a * strife " cannot so soon
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“round into calm,” as those of nar-
rower perfectness.”

But if Dick had made good resolutions
not to go to the little room in X
Place, perhaps he speedily thought
how marked such a desertion would
appear, and what a wrong impression
it would leave, so he very soon sent an
invitation to the misters to go to the
opera with him. There was a good
deal of strength in Dick, though he
made no fuss about it, and for the rost
of “the winter he avoided as much as
possible those dangerous little chats at
home with the girle. He also invited
them oftener to concerts than to the
theatre, knowing that Alice would not
refuse those; so he had no #éfe-a-tétes
with Celin. He managed his attentions
go skilfully that Alice, ‘quick as she
usnally was in observing, did not no-
tice that he was at all less attentive
than he had been. But Celia réalized
how few opportunities she had to talk
with him, and, understanding his char-
acter well, though wanting the key to
hiz actions, her cheek burned as she
thought, % He does not wish to hurt
our feelings by leaving us, but he
wishes to pay us equal attentions lest
I should mistake his motives, He must
have seen what I feel.” It is barely
possible that, with all his strength and
tact, he had calculated erroneously ; for
the presence of a sympathetic nature
is a8 much as words, and music ' and
poetry develop the soul and make it
‘more intensely susceptible to the high-
est influences. Perhaps lovers were
never cured of their love by going to
concerts together. When Dick listened
to a grand and holy symphony, he felt
an almost boundless power to be and
endure ; but when Celia sat beside him,
with her richly glowing cheek, thrilling
with her fine and subtle appreciation of
every chord, he felt with redoubled
keenness what he had to endure, Ie
snid to himself that on the whole he
was glad that the business of the Legis-
lature was being so promptly finished
that the chances were that they would
adjourn the last of March, which was
almost at hand. Aleck was not glad.
He.was indignant that some measures
_which seemed to him imperative were

and that they were to be entirely ig-

nored during the session. But the last

week came, and the last day of it. He

went to bid the sisters good by, as he

was going home the - next morning.

He could not help seeing that Celia was

disappointed that he was not accompa-

nied by Dick, who had unaccountably

absented himself for a week previous.

Even Alice could not refrain from, say-

ing, “I thought Mr. Stacy would have

come to bid us good by too.” ‘

¢ Perhaps he is not going to-morrow,”

suggested Aleck, though an instant later
he remembered that Dick had distinetly
told him he should be off in the first
train the next day, and he reluctantly
sald 8o, but suggested that it was pos-
sible that he might have changed his
mind. When Aleck was gone, a feeling
of desolation came over the girls, and
Alice realized how happy the winter had
been to her, but Celia” moved restlessly
about, unwilling to go to bed, though
it was too late to expect any one else.
She was wakeful and feverish all night, .
and in the morning there was a fitful
glenm in her eycs, and her hand trombled
so that she found it impossible to guide
her pen. . Alice said nothing, she dared
‘not say anything, and went away to her
work, :

Celia hurriedly set the room in perfect
order, and then sat down to copy. She
compelled herself to keep on, though she
started with every footstep and strained
her ear to catch every passing carriage.
But in half -an hour's titme she looked
at the single page she had written and
saw that it was blotted and blurred till

moment the hall door certainly opened, a
free, springing step eame quickly up the
stairs, and before Celia had time to stop
trembling, there was a Jnock which she
knew very well, She hastened to open
the door, and there stood Dick Stacy
with a face as bright, but less careless
than usual. . :

“J can't come in,” he said, yet step-

in the next train, but I couldn’t go
without coming to say good by end
thank you for making the winter very
happy to me. I am  sorry to be too
late to see Miss Wilding, but you must

considered of ne immediate importance,

say goodby to her for me.” As if he

" suddenly that she almost fell, he’dashed

it was perfectly illepible. At that very

ping into theroom. 7 am going home
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had not purposely, though perhaps with

one train that he might see Celia alone.
“I am very sorry —1 mean ! am
very glad,” began Celia, in a bewildered
way, and he looked at her suddenly and
saw the traces of her agitation.
He geized her hand impulsively, and
said rapidly, “I am saying good-by to
you forever, and you must forgive me”;
.he drew her closely to him and kissed
her passionately, then, releasing her so

down staivs and wags gone,

An exquisite thrill shot through her
frame. If Dick had lookéd back, he
would have thought her tranafigured,
The pathetic and hard lines which had
been forming in her face seemed instant-
1y to have vanished, her cheeks glowed,
her hair glittered, and her eyes were soft
and beantiful. The consciousness of he-
ing loved had filled up suddenly, per-
fectly, every dry and waste place in her
nature,

* “Yet ho .Jeaves me forever. O,
why?” and with a low, moaning ery
she threw herself on the sof. '

Are there mysterious beings who live
beyond the world of sense and carry by
unknown ways the sounds too feehle to
heat upon the cuter air? or what ds the
magnetic chain which binds heart to
heart? Richard Stacy, tearing throngh
the streets in g hack at a furious rate,
heard that low ery, though he stopped
his ears to escape it ; and with a spasm
of pain he pressed his foot hard on the
floor of the earrviage as if he were crush-
ing the very soul of Satan beneath his
feet. He had allowed only a little time
to reach the stidtion, lest in walting for
the train his courage shonld fail, and he
should not go at all. Onee in the zars,
there was no stopping-place  till he
reached home, for the train was express ;
and there waited his own carrtage and
the coachman. As he had not arrived
in the first train, they had sent the
carriage the second time. He was an-
gry, though without cause. . If the car-
rifge had not been sent, no one would
have known of his arrival and retreat
would not have been impossible. He
might have returned to the city in the
evening train. Yet he thanked his fa-

would come, and would think it pleas-

“only a half-consciousness, waited over |anter to finl some one waiting for him.”

i
CHAPTER XVIIL

“ EORGE, what does this mean, —
‘What God hath joined to-
gether, let not man put asunder’ 1"

The speaker -was Bessie Craig, who
had an inquiring brain, and wished her
brother’s views on all points.

It was a snowy, cosey day. Mrs,
Craig’s sitting-room was a very cheer-
ful-looking place, for Mrs. Craig made a
point of neatness and expended all her
nature on trifles, —a good thing, per-
haps. She had taste, in a certain way ;
that is, she knew when cclors harmo-
nized, and when an engraving was well
exgcnted, and whether its frame was au
Jast. The. pietures which she had se-
lected herself- were all of one type, —
babies and their mothers. -She made a
point of doting upon babies, especially
her own, though it was convenient that
Bossie should tend it most of the time;
but then Mrs, Craig was so delicate and
had s0 much to do. She had no flowers
becanse flowers require time, and Mra,
Craig’s time was so fully ocoupied. The
baby was asleep in the next room now,
and the mother was making an apron
for it, — an apron of the plainest calico,
but which she sighted ‘at right and left,
and held up to the light and asked her
husband’s judgment upon twenty times
in five minutes, as to whether she had
cut it exwetly even, and would it be
prettier scalloped or straight round the
neck, til} one would.not wonder that
she had so much to do if she did every-
thing in the same way. Meantime she
expended her remaining encrgies in
hushing any attempt at speaking from
the others by threatening them with
the baby, and she instantly looked up
at Bessie with her sweetest smile, and
said reprovingly, “Bessie, my dear, the
baby.” ‘

“0, excuse me, Susie,” said Bessie,
dropping her voice. “I really forgot.
But, George, do tell me.” T
* Nonsense,” said Dr, Craig, who was

vorite aister who had been “sure Dick

|
|

taking advantage ‘of a stormy day to
read at his own fireside. :
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“Don't disturb your brother,” said
Mrs. Craig, again sweetly reproving,

“1t don’t disturb him,” said Bessie,
unconsciously ; “not a bit more than
your asking-him about that ajpron, only
he always answers you and he thinks
that 1 am of no consequence. I wish 1
had a husband, and then perhaps I
ghould get answered sometimes.” She
pouted a little, and Mrs. Craig glowed
with delight. A strong point with her
was the harmony of herself and hus-
band. The Doctor seemed annoyed, and,
looking up, said, “You know what it
means without asking.”

“No, 1 don’t,” asseverated Bessie,
with an injured look ; “and you have al-
ways told me to ask about everything I
did 't understand.” -

“Well, if you don’t wunderstand,”
said the Doctor, *“you had better put
the book away and try something sim-

ler.”

“But I do understand the rest of it,”
gaid Bessie, persistently, “and I think
you might tell me this.”

“ He is busy,” said Mrs. Craig, “but |

T will tell you. It is what ministers say
when they marry people.”

“Q), iz it 1" said Bessie, opening her
eyes. “ Well, T don’t see what it means

- any way.”

“Why, when they are married, you
know, God joins them together,” ex-
plained Mra. Cratg; “and then they
must always be together, that is, man
must n't put them asunder.”

“(Of course that,” said Bessie, con-
temptuously ; “ I knew that when I was
a child. If people once get married,
there is the end of it. But I don't
understand the first part yet. I dont
see what God has to do-with marrying
them. The minister marries them.”

Mrs. Craig laughed. “ Because the
Bible tells people to marry,” said she.

Dr. Craig looked up hastily. “ Be-
cause God tells people to love each
other,” said he, “and people ghould
rever marry unless they love each other
better than everybody else.”

"Well, I should like to khow if all the
people who are married do love each
other zo much as that.”

“ Mercy, no,” said Mrs. Craig, gayly ;

“(,” yaid Bessie, “ that’s it, —is it 7

The Doctor locked sternly at his wife,
as if to say, “ Why tell the child ot
$he will know it soon enough.”

Mra. Craig half colored, for she stood
in awe of her husband, and he suddenly
let fall his eyes on his book as if he re-
pented the look. '
Bessie's cyes opened wider than be-
fore. “Don’t yout” said she. _
The Doctor pretended not to hear,
His face became graver and graver, but
Mrs., Craig replied with the greatest
ease: “ Why, yes, of course; I love
(George and he loves me as much as we
can possibly love anybody.”.

“Well, but what do you mean?”
said Bessie, slowly. “If people get
married when they don't love each
other, then God don't join them to-
gether, — does he?”

“When yvou know more, you will be
wiser,” said Mrs. Craig, amused. Then,
noticing the perplexed look on Bessie’s
face, she added, “No, 1 suppose he
don't. It is wrong for people to do that
way.” . )
“Well, then, said Besaie, conclu-
sively, “if God don’t join them to-
gether, man can put them agunder, —
can't he 1" :

Mrs, Craig went into such convul-
stons of laughter -over this that the
mystery was why the baby did not
wake. “You would do for a lawyer,”
gaid she.

“ Tt is o't best to interpret the Serip-
ture too literally,” said the Doctor, with
a smile of which no one saw the bitter-
ness,

«T will tell you what, Bessie,” said
Mrs. Craig, with great good-humor,
“yon mustn't go to thinking such
things as that, because they are wicked,
and I don't know how you will turn ont
if you go on so. You see, if people
don’t love each other when they are
married, they must learn to do so, and
that makes it all right.” -

« T don't know,” said Bessie, stoutly ;
“there are some people you ean’t.”

“0, you don’t understand,”’ said
Mrs. Craig, in despair; *“but you will
when you grow up. When people are
married they must love each other ; it is
their duty, because they have always
got to stay married.”

1

“not ene couple in a hundred.”

- old and ugly, you can’t understand how

- glee.

“ Ian't there any way of getting un-
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martied ¢ pursued Bessie, not yet sat-
isfied.

“People can get divorced,” said Mrs.
Craig, ¢ but J think that is wicked.”

“Well, 7 don’t,” snid Bessie, firmly.
T I got marvied to some ugly old man,
1 should want to get unmarried again,
and I should hate him if I could n't.
Should n’t you, George? Would n't
you get a divorce if you were in my
place t ¥ T

George tried to laugh rather nnsue-
cessfully, and answered seriously: “I

+hope never to live to see you divorced.

The time for you to remember that a
man is old and ugly is before you are
matried, and not after”

“ You arc against me too,” said Bes-
sie, in an aggrieved tove. ¢ I think it is
too bad. I always thought before that
youand I had some — con— gon — gen-
iality.”  She brought out the long word
ag if that aggravated the offence.  “Bug
you are n't falr,” continued she; “be-
cause you married somebody that wasn't

I should feel. I think you are sclfish,”

“ Well, well, Bessie,” said the Doctor,
with a frown. “I am busy now, and
you must nt talk, 'When you are older
you will understand better what you are
talking about. In the mean time don't
be silly.” , :

T am not silly,” mutiered Bessie, with
a cloud on her usually sweet face, “ and
I am sure George has always encouraged
me to ask questions ; I think he is cross.”
At that instant the baby woke most op-
portunely and began to cry.

“Poor little dear!” said Mrs. Craig,
in a cooing voice. “Now your apron
won't be finished to-day.”

“Let me take her,” said the Doctor,
locking wp pleasantly.

“No; will you, though?” said Mrs,
Craiz.  “T know you want to read, but
then it will be such a convenience.”

“It is no matter about my reading,”
said the Doctor.  “Come here, pussy.”

The little one crowed and went very
gladly to hor father, who tossed. her
about and played with her in great

“George, you asre the best man in
the world,” said Mrs. Craig, gighting
her apron again. “I am afraid those two

do they look to you? And yet I meas-
ured exactly, I thought.” .
“They are all right, so far as I can
see,” said the Doctor, indifferently ; # and
it is of no consequence if they are not.”
“0 what a barbarian!” said Mrs.
Craig, playfully. “That iz about all
men know, If women seem as stupid
about men’s affairs as meén do about
ours, I should n’t think*anybody would
need any other argument against Wo-
man’s Rights, No, George, I care too
much about baby to be willing she
should wear anything, even an apron,
which is n’t just right. * What ig worth
doing at all 18 worth doing well."”.
“Did yon evgr read Charles Lamb's
Popular Fallacies1” inquired the Doe-
tor, paysing & moment in his frolie, -
“No,” said Mys. Craig, uncompre-
hending.* “You ought to know better
than to agk me., With all I have to do,
how can you expect me to have time to
read?” :
“True," said the Doctor ; and, remem-
bering that his proposal to read aloud
cvenings had been met with the assur-
apeo that he would disturb baby’s nap,
he added, with a slight shade of sar-
casm in his voice, to which, however, as
he well knew, his wife's ear was im-
penetrable, “I thought you might
have had time before you were married
ant had the cares of life.”
“0 George!” said Mrs, Craig; “but, -
of course, you don't understand, because
men never have any sewing to do, Be-
fore 1 was married, I used to do all my
own sewing, and that is quite enough:
for one wouian to do.”
The Doctor took no notice of this re-
mark, but went on playing with the
baby.  Bessie’s precocious mind had
taken it in, however, and she answered :
“I don’t see how that is, Susie. If all
one womsh ¢an do is to make her own
clothes, what becomes of the baby's
clothes and the men's, besides all the
rost of the work 7" -
“0, the taflors and seamstresses,”
#aid Mrs. Craig, innocently. ¢ Besides,
many people don’t eare about having
things 80 mice as I.do. And then I
never had rude health.”
“Susie,” said the Doctor, suddenly,,
“I believe I must go and see that sick

- button-holes are not exactly even. How | Mr. Winship, I think it will not be best.
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to wait till afternoon. Can you take

‘the baby 1”

() yes,” said she ; “but I think you
are more particular than you need to
be about him. You know you wjll never
get a cent of money from him.’

“T know he is very sick,”

Tikely he can't afford to pay

“ Well,” said Mrs. Craig, with can-
dor, “I always like to have you kind
to the poor, though I think you ought
not to wear yourself out over them ;
but when it comes to people who look
as if they might pay and won't, it is an-
other thing.”

“ They are just the kind of people
who are least able to pay, very often,”
said the Doctor. * The worst kind of
poverty is that which don’t show, But,
at any rate, it isn't best to let a man
die becanse you have some scruples
about him.” ,

So saying he deposited the baby in
its mother's arms and went out into

) the storm.

“Dear man!"” said Mrs. Craig, affec-
tionately, looking after him. ¢ Bessie,
(George is the best man in the world.
There never was a couple so happily
married as we are.”

The clouds on the Doctor’s face set-
tled darker and darker. He knew very
well that there was nothing in Mr.
Winship’s cage to have drawn him from
his book and fireside that morning, but

- there was refreshment to him in the

storm which beat cold against his face,
and he kept saying over and over to
himeelf impatiently, and then slowly,
and then firmly, “ What God hath
joined together, let not man put dsun-

der.”

He was so precccupied that at the
corner of the strect he stumbled
against a female form enveloped in a
huge waterproof ; and, stopping to apolo-
gize, he recognized Bessie’s governess,
Alice Wilding.

“Why, Miss Wilding,” said he, in
surprise, “how could you venture out
in such a storm as thist” _

“T thought,” replied Alice, looking
up brightly, though her face was wet
with snow, “ that, as T had made an en-
gagement, T onght to keep it even if it

" did storm. But if I had known before

T started how severely it was storming,
I believe I should have thought it im-
possible.” v

“Don't go home till T come with ia
carriage,” said the Doctor. “It isn't

- prudent for you.”

As he went on, he kept saying to him-
self, with a curious look on his face,
“ As T had made an engagement, T ought;
to keep it, even if it.did storm. But
if I had known before I started how
severely it was storming, I believe !I
should have thought it impossible.”
And as he approached Mr. “Winship's
house, he added, “ After one has really
started, though, the possibility of geing
back does not apparently occur fo
one,” .

When Alice had finished her lessons,
the Doctor was still away. She did not
wish to remain with Mre. Craig, nor
did she like to say she was waiting for
the Doctor, since Mrz. Craig did not
seem to think how the storm had in-
creased, ani so she resolved to go and
see Robert a few minutes, and, if the
Doctor did not come, to ask Miss Twigg’s
advice as to how she should get home,

Robert was at work practising. Miss
Twigg was busy in the kitchen, but he
was not alone. A young lady sat inia
low chair by the fire, sewing. She had
a sweet face, a little pale-and sad per-
haps, as if life had not been entirely
bright to her,

Robert was in an wnusually pleasaﬁt_

mood.  “I am very glad to see you,”
said he. “ Miss Wilding, this is Miss
May, who has lately come to board with
ns. I think you have n't seen her be-
fore.” , ‘

- #No,” snid Alice, “ but L am very glad

Mr. Rix. I want to wait here a few
minutes, but 1 won't disturb you, and
Miss May will talk to me.”

So Robert went on playing, and
under cover of the music the girls

both rather timid. It was not Alice’s
habit to make many advances, but Miss
May had so sweet a look, and yet some-
thing so touching in it, that she felt
like making a greater effort than usual.
And so in the eourse of half an hour
she had succeeded in drawing her out so

far as to learn something of her history.

" She learned that whe was the oldest

.obliged to share a room with three

~ have been, that these things annoyed

to see her now. Don’t stop practising,

found it easier to talk, for they were .
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daughter of a large family, living in the
couatry. She had had a great deal of
housework to do, and had found that
it wore wpon, her, and had determined
to try sewing instead, — a less hopeless
thing in her ease than. in many, for she
was not only a rapid 'sewer, but had
particularly learned the manner of lin-
ing furs, which proved not unprofitable.
Her principal difficeity had been in
finding a boarding-place..  She had tried
one or two boarding-houses, but the
food had been poor and ill-cooked, and
things not neat, and she had been

others, It was evident from her tone
in gpeaking that her instincts were lady-
like, and, howevor poor her life might

her scarcely less than they would a Iady
born. About this time Miss Twigg,
wishing to increase her income, had ad-
vertised for a boarder, much against
Robert’s will ; but it had heen necessary,
a8 they had lost a portion of their little
property in a recent fire. Miss May
had thought herself fortunate to receive
the place; and the fact that she and
Robert sat so calmly in the same room
proved to Alice that the usnal repulsion
between the dwarf and his fellow-crea-
tures did not exist in this case. Miss
Twigg afterwards explained how she
had refused previous applications for the
place because she dared not trust the
people with Robert, and that with Miss
May she'had felt so sure of tact and
delicacy that she had ventured to tell
her about him and then introduee her to
him. Being forewarned, she had betrayed
no cmotion at sight of him, and all had
been well. Although Miss May was
very susceptible to beauty, she was not
fo unaecustomed to dissgreeable sights
a8 to be affected by them in such a
way as Celis, for instance, would have
been.

Alice could hardly help sighing to
see another joining the great army of
seamstresses to escapo doing house-
work, which she felt sure would be
healthier and better in ‘every way.
Miss May explained, to bo sure, that
her next sister was now old enough to
supply her place at home, and that the

acceptable than her services ; but Alice
{felt sure there must have been some-
thing hard in the home life to force a
girl like her alone into the city to liva
by sewing.

“Do you like the city advantages
more than the country beauty, then 3"
she asked. ,

“Why, I den’t think the city has any
advantages,” said Misz May, as if pue-
zled. [ Things are cheaper, perhaps.”

%I mean the advantages in art,” said
Alice, without smiling.

“0,” said Miss May, “1 did n't think
of those.” '

It struck Alice as strange that one
should think of anything else in going
into the city. ‘

“The shop-windows looked very
pretty for a week or two,” said Miss
May ; “ but one soon gets tired of those,
and my home is beautiful. Nothing
could make up for losing that. There
s a little dell just behind the house
where we find the first hepaticas in the
gpring. T wish you could see it. Such
beautiful green mosses covering the -
stones in the dark little brook, and
suech flowers all summer, — hepatica and
bloodroot and anemone and columbine
in the spring, and arethusa and sbar-
flowers and Solomon's-seal in June, and
in August the cardinals, and then the
gentians till the late frosts. I am per-
fectly happy thers with my little sisters,”

“You will miss it whien the spring
days come,” said Alice. ,

“1 miss it now,” snid Miss May, the
tears coming into her eyes; “for it is -
almost as beautiful in winter ag in sum-
mer. I am never tired of looking at the
beautiful shapes in the brook when it is
frozen, and then the water: gurgles un-
derneath sometimes, and the air-bubbles
rise to the surface of the ice. And
when wé have had a few warm days
and then comes a cold snap, you can't
think how beautiful the crystals are
when we break off great pieces of ice
and look below, for we hardly see them
at all on top. And then the mosses
are green all winter, ahd some little
hardy evergreen ferns grow in beauti-
ful tufis all about.”

Color came into the girl's eheck ag
she spoke, and it seemed that she was

money she could earn would be more

‘speaking of something which was one

+
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of the dearest and most intimate parts
-of her life. To one who loved natural
beauty as Alice did, this was a key to
unlock the heart, 4nd she began at once
to take an interest in the lonely girl.

Dr. Craig came in so soon that she
had not time to talk longer with her that
day, but she took occasion very soon to
go and see her again, and before long
something of acquaintance sprang up
between thera. It proved less, however,
than Alice at first expected. Tt was
evident, indeed, that Miss May was
very lonely ; that she was a person need-
ing human sympathy, and not’ educated
enough to have many resources within
herself. Moreover, though there was
great kindness of feeling between her-
self and Miss Twigg and Robert, it was
“certain that they were personally less
than nothing to her, though she, with
an obliging disposition and many ways
of making a home pleasant, soon became
much to them., She was quick-witted,
and had, besides, a certain way of speak-
ing marcastically without being bitter
which made her very entertaining, and
ghe was sometimes so bright and gay
that one who had not seen her face in
repose might not have believed in its
pathos. Omne might have thought that
to her Alice would have proved the
-needed friend, but before they had seen
each other three times, she realized
that, though Miss May was not a re-
served person, she yet held herself sin-
gularly in reserve, and that no one
could approach her on any except the
most external topics. And thig wag
less easy. Alice felt that if thoy could
meet soul to soul, there would be much
to say, but they had scarcely any ex-
ternal interésts in common. Alice’s
thorough education and keen mind, her
taste for reading, and the wide range
she had given herself, were a great con-
trast to the ignorance of her new friend,
Miss May's only education had been at
a district school. She could read with
fecling, spell well, write a characterless,
neat hand, and had no striking faults in
language, — though in ‘this respect she
deserved great credit, for her pride had
taught her grammar, which was a branch
totally set at naught in the conversation
of her parents. She knew nothing of

books, nothing of art, nothing of music,

though she sang the popula,f airg coir-
rectly and prettily, She would have
liked all these things had she been

trained to do so, but they were not such
ingpiration and breath to her life that .

she felt the want of them particularly.

. Alice took a great interest in her and
thought about her often ; but when she
saw her, she could think of nothing to
say. Celia, who was dreadfully lonesome,
and found it difficult to live without
society, wished to become acquainted
with the young girl too. Of course, she
could not go to see her, on account of
Bobert ; but Miss May went to sce the
gisters at long intervals. . Celia found
even less to say to her than Alice had
done, though her beautiful, sweet face
touched her inexpreseibly, and she found
herself mentally composing a tragedy
of which her new acquaintance was the
heroine. Miss May went out very little,
and never called except by speeial invi-
tation ; so in time her meetings with
Alice became only casual, when the lat-
ter went in to see Robert, or insisted on
taking the pale seamstress to walk, — for
here she thought she saw an opportu-
nity 4o do good., . She took Miss May
to the green-houses and to the picture
galleries, Here was common ground,

and they enjoyed it heartily, though’

Miss May was by nature-a lLittle stral

wild-flower, and her eye was trained to

find more quickly some rare tiny moss
under brown leaves, and her heart to
love it, than the gorgeous blooms of
the conservatories ; and for pictures, she
liked them, sho liked all pretty things,
but she could not be said to appreciate
many of them, Technically, of course,
Alice was not a critic ; but the soul of a
picture spoke to her soul, and her in-
sight into its poetry was marvellous.
Axnd while she was looking at that which
wag invisible to- her eompanion, she
loved to foel that the latter was enjoying
somo bouquet of wild-flowers or other
Pre-Raphaelite sketch at the same mo-
ment. ) .

Without these walks, as the summer
drew on especially, Miss May might
have faded completely, for she seemed
not to think of the possibility of rest or
recreation ; perhaps she hardly felt the
inclination for it, unless some one re-
minded her that she needed it. But
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Alice could not ask her very often, for
two reasons. In her daily round of
duties, Bessie Craig was her first pupil,

and she therefore had usually to go to

all the others from that house, and by
that time she found it too great a tax
to retrace the whole distance in order
$o0 commence a walk. Then three was
an uncomfortable number for walking,
so Celin did not go with them, and
Alice ot only enjoyed walking with
her sister most, but she felt how se-
riously Celia was needing her now.
Since the breaking up of the Legiska.

-ture the child had grown more and |

more restless and nervous, She worked
feverishly, thongh bravely, for a while.

-The comfort of the last moments up-

held her fora time. In her secret heart
she believed the farewell could not have
been forever. DBut as time passed om,
and no word came, her heart sank. She
had deceived herself. If Mr. Stacy had

loved her, as she thought, he could not

80 hopelessly have left her. But what
else could he have meant? Bhe grew
waak, thin, and listless. Alice was
alarmed about her, and advised that she
ghould stop.working and go into the

" country for a few weeks. She herself

would do her copying cvenings, that
she might not lose her situation. DBut,
though Celin longed intensely for the
green fields and quiet woods, she did
not wish to go, She dreaded to be lefi
alone without Alice to talk to, and she
would not give up her work. But
Alice insisted, until she told her, in her
agony, of that last- morning, Then,
anxious as Alice was for her to try a
change of scene, she realized that it
would not do for her to be left with-
out work, and that she needed a dif-

ferent remedy ; so they stayed together.

through the hot, stifling summer, and
when the first September breezes began
to blow, Celia found life returning to
her once more. She wrote her copies
with a firm hand, and walked with a
firm step.

“I will not be- conquered, Alice,” she
said, one day. “The mystery of my
sorrow is half its misery, But it cannot
be solved, and meantime there must be,
I suppose, & use for me in the world,
and, though I don't.ses what it is, I
know I nevey shall be of use till T can

8

stand strong in’the midst of my grief
and show that it has n't crushed me.”

“ And when you do that,” said Alice,
“T believe the very expression of your
face may be a benediction to some who
goarcely know you, and who do not
know your sorrow at all.”

“And yet, Alice,” said Celia, with a |
gigh, “it is so hard, so hard to live,
even, when there seems to be nothing
for the fature, and when you can see no
use in living, though there may be some
which . you don't see. Ah, what =
strange, sad world it is!

¢ Never morning wore
To evening but seme heart did break.”

If I did not eling with every fibre of
my being to the belief that God gives
us only just what we need, I should
die.” ‘

rrr——

CHAPTER XIX.

FOPLE cannot bo wreiched fore
. ever, Something will happen
after a while, even in the hardest lot ;
and that would be an argument from
“gnalogy” against an eternal hell, if
wo could find no other, That election
day comes in November does not make
it impossible for something. pleasant to
happen then. The day when the elec-
tion returns were published in the pa-
pers was a dull, gray day, and yet two
young girls, who glanced anxiously over
them, felt a sudden thrill like sunshine,
for there, from their respective distriots,
were the names of Alexander Hume and
Richard Stacy. Alice’s pleasure was
unalloyed, for she knew she could not-
fail to have a repetition of those long,
delightful talks which she had enjoyed
so much the previous winter, Celia tried
to make herself belicve that she did not
expect Mr. Stacy to call, and thought
perhaps she did not look elated, but
still there was a freshness in her voice -
and a vigor in her step which told that
hope had not wholly died out of her
heart. Two months seemed a long time
to wait for the opening of the session ;
but when one has hard work to do, the
time does pass almost as if you were
enjoying yourself. And go it came

about that Christmas week was actually
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present. - Outwardly the sisters were
far more comfortably situated than they
had been & year before. Alice had as
many pupils as she could teach now,
though, it is true, they were all mere
children, belonging to families not
wealthy, and her earnings were in pro-
portion, while it made her labor diffi-
cult to go from house to house instead
of having them collected in a school;
and Celia’s copying really proved quite
"luerative, as she beeamme more dexter-
ous in the use of her pen,

So it was possible for them to make
each other little presents, and the af
ternoon before Christmas Celia sallied
out in search of something for her sis-
ter. She had been looking at things
for several weeks, and had nearly decided
what to buy, but she had only on that
day received her money. To these hun-
gering and thirsting pirls a book was
worth more than anything else, and a
book with cloge print and stall marging
and plain binding better than the hand-
some illustrated editions of a single
short poem ; so Celia relnctantly turned
away from these latter, and bought in
strong brown covers a copy of Alice's
favorite “ Aurora Leigh.” She lingered,
however, to examine the beautiful pic-
tures and illuminated text of the others,
so that it was almost dark when she
left the shop to go home, The sun had
already set, and Venus, large and lus-
trous, hung in the west, where the sky
wag yet rosy. As she hurried along,
she tried not to say continually, * Only
another week before the Legislature
meets,” but she could not keep the
thought, and other thonghts which
would come in its train, out of her mind.
Walking along thus prececupied, she
met suddenly the very person of whom
she was thinking, — Richard Stacy.

She stopped, with a little gasp of
surprise ; yet there was no reason for
surprise. Mr. Stacy rarely failed to go
to the city as often as once a week, and
now, at any rate, what could Le more
natural than that he should come up to
town & week before the session to see
the Christmas decorations

It was only for an instant she stopped.
Then her pride came to ber rescue, and

she hurried on. But he had already,

gseen her, In the moment when she

had stood irresolute fheré had heen a
shadow of irresolution on his face also,
but as soon as she moved on it van-
ished, and he followed her. Before
she knew what he did, he had taken
her hand and drawn it within. his arm,
He held it there while he =aid in a
low, breathless tome, “Ah, Celia, it
is a kind fate which brings us to-
gether.” ‘ o

She summoned all her pride that she
might. answer without a quiver in her
voice: “Why do you say that? If
you had wished to see us, you might
have done so, You knew where we
were.”

He held her still more closely, and
they turned unheeding into a quiet,
shaded street, where none but the stars

could see them, and then he locked into -

her eyes and said : “ Ah, Celia, if you
knew how hard it has been not to go

to you, you could not speak mo coldly ;

for, dear, I fove you,” .

It seemed to Celia as if the heavens
suddenly opened and expanded, so
beautiful and glorious was the world
before her on that Christmas eve.
Her pride seemed scattered to the
winds. She could not ask him why he
had left her so long, now that he was
again with hei. She could not answer
him in any words but those he wished
to hear, and they walked on slowly,
passing through those few moments, so

very few in the happiest life, when one .

may

“ Press firm, the lips upon the moment's hrow,
And feel, for only once, I am af happy now,”

" Dick soonest remembered that he had
gomething else to say.

“Did it seem cruel to you, darling,
that I was so long away?”

“ O yes,” gaid Celia. “I thought I
could not live.”

© “Tt iz beautjful to hear you say that,”

said Dick, with a bright face, ©though
I would rather die than to cause you to
suffer.”

“ But why were you away?” asked
Colia, sweetly.

He hesitated. Could he tell her?

“ Darling,” said he, “can you trust
met”

“Wholly and fdrever,” said she, in-
stantly. '
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Ye turned his face away, and again a
dark shadow came o%er it even in his
momoent, of happiness ; but with scarcely
& pause, he answered : “Celia, I believed
there was an insuperable obstacle to our
Iove. You will think me faint-hearted,
and yet you would not if T could tell
youall. Even to you I cannot say all,
and here is a hard test for your trust
just before you. I had pledged myself
in an enterprise in which others -were
involved, and I belisved I could not
henorably abandon it ; but as long as I
persevered, T could not say to you that
I loved you. Afterwards the others
abandoned it of their own accord, and
in the delight of freedom I hurried to
the city to see you. And yeot so involved
had T been that I felt it wrong to take
any stops to see you ; but, as I said at
first, a kind fate brought us together,
and I knew T was no longer hampered ;
so now I may be to you all I wish to
be.” .

Vague ag the explanation was, it sat-
isfied Celin entirely, so completo was
her faith in those she loved.

“1 may chango the old verse,” said

) she, with a happy smile : —

T gould not love thes, sweet, so much,
Loved you not honor more,”

Again he tuwrned away, and the shad-
ow wag decper than before.

“ A lie, a lie, a lie,” seemed to echo
in his brain, “She is too true to dis-
cover it, but it is a lie.”

“ Ah ! why not tell the truth ?” sound-
ed a voice in his ear. .

“Yes, and lose her,” sald another,

“ She loves you too much .for that,”
said another; “she will cling to you
gtill” -

“But never regpect you again.”

“Yet you would be more worthy of
rekpect than you are now.”

“After all, you told no lie. The
words were all abgolutely true.”

Whatever he thought, he said noth-
ing of his thoughts to Celia ; but they
walked up and down the street, under
the starlight, talking of the blessedness
which had come to them, so long that
Alice, who had returned home and found
_Celia out, began really to be worried, as
the evening advanced, lest some harm

had befallen her. But when they did

come in, LCelia. with a face so radiant
that it seemed as if no care or sorrow
had ever laid its hand there, — it seemed
scarcely necessary to ask for an expla-
nation. Alice knew before a word was
spoken what had happened.

Ah, what a happy Christmas eve it
was in that little room! They had an
ugly little black stove, to be sure, for
economy’s sake ; but, with the damper
open, even that managed to throw a
glesm of firelight over tho walls, say-
ing dumbly but very earnestly, “ I can’t
be a Yule log, but 1 will do my best.”
Alice had already laid the snow-white
cloth on their little round table, but
she had not cooked the supper, beeause
Celia excelled in the housekeeping. So,
with some merriment, the younger sis-
ter tucked up her sleeves, put on a
white aprou (her only one, she ecomld
not afford white aprons to do ecooking
on ordinary oecasions), and compounded
and fried a most delicious and savory
omelet. The table was not big enough
for three, in fact, it was a hard matter
to make it do’ for two; but the china
wag beautiful and the silver solid, for
Wilding and his wife had been fastidi-
ous, though not rich, and while they had
left little to their children, that little
had been perfect of its kind. Alice
made her work-stand answer for her
own tea-table.

Then the dishes had to be put in
order, and Dick insisted upon  wiping
them, and mgde himself as much at
home as he always did everywhere,
though he had never before in this
place been exactly easy. ‘

Then there were all the days since
they last met to be talked over, and all
sorts of pleasant things, till Dick relue-
tantly tore himself away.

No more bitter days for Celia! She
sprang up in the early Christmas morn,
her heart full of blessing on the day
in whieh Love was born. She danced
about the house with a light step, found
herself singing, dressed herself in her
royal purple ribbons, -— the only relief
she had for the dingy black dress, and
felt herself a new being.

“1 ghall buy me a purple dress to-
morrow,” said she, “I am not going to
hoard up ty money any longer.” Then

they both laughed at the idea of her
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hoarding money, when she had not a
cent from her last quarter, and had only
been paid the new one the day before.

On the breakfast-table they laid their
little gifts, — the book for Alice, and a
beautiful, bright, warm worsted jacket
which Alice had herself knit for her sis-
ter. I whall be presentable, after all,”
said Celia, joyously, putting it on, “for
this covers the waist of the dress, and
my white apron covers the worst of the
gkirt, and I don’t need to have that
hateful black anywhere near my face.”

And she really did look like a gor-
geous, glittering thing, as she heard the
bounding steps of her lover coming up
the stairs three at a time.

He, too, had brought his Christmas
gifts, — for Alice, the most beautiful and

_exquisitely illustrated of all the bean-
tiful holiday books; and for Celia
ring with a single diamond, pure and
brilliant, at which she would have
gereamed with delight, but for the thou-
.sand-fold deeper feeling with which she
received its significance. But. Celia
could wear diamonds, it was her right
to do so,

He had brought also a magnificent
bouquet to each of the girls, That for
Alice was made of snowdrops and vio-
lets and pale roses and fragile heaths,
lighted only by vivid green mosses and
sprays of fern, :

In Celin’s it seemed as if all the
wealth of the South American forests
had been gathered. Theg flowers glowed
and sparkled and sﬂmostivurned, and the
Jeaves were thick ag wax ; and they shed
over the whole room o burden of fra-
grance,

“You were meant to live in the trop-
ies,” said Dick, rapturously. It was
never intended that you should grow up
prosaically in a land of Sunday schools
and the Multiplication Table. You have
missed your voeation so far ; now we will
see what we can do. In the first place,
pitch all that bundle of copying out of
the window.”

“All my work?” maid Celia, with
a slightly reproachful accent, looking
straight into hia face.

“Yes,” gaid he, ¥you were not made
for work, You were meant to dance all
night by moonlight, and sleep. in a

hurt you, but I won't. We will save the
papers. Bring them here to me. I will
tie them up in royal- purple ribbons,
and keep them forever and a day,
because even menial work that you
have done is encircled with glory.” He
held her softly and firmly with one hand,
and reached the papers with the other;
then, with a voice stifled with laughter,
he added : *“1 meant to have worn them
always in my vest-pocket, but you see
my intentions are frustrated by their
‘bulk.  Good heavens! how industrions
you must have been to accumulate such
a bundle as this! It is forever the way,
the work of this world is in antagonism
with' its sentiment; for though your
work is just as dear to me as if I didn't
laugh, you could n’t really expect me to
carry such a huge pile as this continually
next my heart.”

“No,” said Celia, langhing; *you
know very well I did n't mean that.
You are such a luxuricus young man
that you don't understand the nature
of the case. I must explain to you that
1 work for my living, and even if your
pocket would contaid all my papers, I
could by no means spare them,” :

pose I ghall let you work any more now !
You know I am rich, and it is 't likely I
shall let you go on toiling and delving
like a beetle.”

¢ Vos, sir,” said Celia, shaking her
head merrily ; and, lightly eseaping from
his arms, she stood firm, and emphasized
with her foot. “I am a free and inde-
pendent young woman, and T 2l take
care of myself.”

“Not to say a free and equal one,”
added Dick, laughing. “Listen to reason,
met chére ; in my poor, forlorn, despised,
subordinate position of eringing depend-
ence, how do you think you would feel?”

#] think I should fecl as you do,”
she anawered, with 2 quick flush ; “but I
alzo know that if we changed places I
should respect you more if you perse-
vered in your determination to take
care of yourself” '

“Pooh ! ” gaid Dick, «I thought it was
m the bargain that T was to take care

woman's rights we don’t know what to

lily-bell by day. = O well, I see I have

expect. But should you object to telling
me what you mean to do about it after

* if the knowledge of what has happened

“ Nonzcnse | ” said Dick, “ do you sup-

‘tures ; we won't go to one, for they don't

of you. But, dear me! in these days of

few months hence.”.
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you are married? Of course I shall sub-
wit to everything, but do you mean to
take in work or go out by the day 1"
Celia blushed to the tips of her ears.
“When—when—well, when that time
comes,” said she, “ I don’t expect to do
either, though 1 would gladly do it if
my weak help coufd help you. But till
then -— I could n't respect myself if—

did not glorify my daily work enough
to make me glad and proud to-do it
still.”

Alice had providentially left the room,
8o Dick was free to express his appre-
ciation of this sentiment. in the manner
best suited to himself.

“Well,” said he, “T admit that, of
courge. You would enjoy doing it if it
were necessary, but as it isn't, 1 see no
particular use in it.”

“But why should T be idle?” said
Celia. I never felt less like it.”

“Not idle,” said Dick. “I expeet to
occupy quite a large portion of your
time myself, You've no idea what a
person I am fo make ealls when I onee
systematically set myself about it.
Then the opera opens next week, and

-that, with all the concerts, theatres,
lectures (don’t make up a face at léc-

have them in the tropics whence you
emanate), and sleigh-rides, will make
you sufficiently busy, T believe.”

“Ah,” said Celia, “ but you have all
your work to do besides those; conse-
quently there must be left time for me
o do mine.”

“You are incorrigible,” said Dick ; « 1
see that you don’t exactly beliove that
you belong to me yet.”

* Yes, 1do,” said Celin, more earnestly |-

than she thought. “I think an engage-
ment is as sacred as & marriage ; but
then it s different, and we must still
stand all alone, except the most besu-
tiful part of all, that our souls are
one,” ‘

" This was a little stronger definition
of an engagement than Dick would have
cared to call forth ; but he checked his
impatience, and enswered pleasantly :
“Nevettheless, I really can’t see that
you have proved that T have a less tight
to support you now than I shall have »

“ Perhaps not,” said Celia; “but, at
ony rate, I feel it,and if T am wrong, why,
at any rate, I need time to get a little
| accustomed to having something so prand
as your — love given to me, before | can
have room to receive anything more.
You lnow, sir,” —and her voice broke
intoaripple of laughter, — “ that I am a
Woman's-Rights woman and proportion-
ally hard to manage.”

“I know it well,” said Dick, pretond-
ing to groan. “The day we are mar-
ried I take you to the tropics, where
they don't have any woman's rights, nor
even a Woman's Journal.” .

“ (Where every prospect pleases,
And only man is vile,”

suggested Celia, with a little malice,
“Well, my dear,” said Dick, “if
you will work, so mote it be ; but even
o female orator don’t object to bettering
herself if sho has a chance. It don't
go against her conscience. I will give you
ten cents a line iff you will write for me
instead of your present employer, and
that is a deal more than you get now. I
won’t give you very hard work cither,
only one little eight-page billet-doux to
me per diem.”
“Be still 1" said Celia, langhing, «I
hope the bitléts-doux I do write you will
seem worth more than ten cents a line
to you” ‘
“ Well, seriously,” said Dick, “ T have
a good deal of ‘copying, law-papers, etc.
which I want done, and I should like
to employ so skilful an amanunensis as
yourgelf to do it.”
Celia laughed ineredulously.
“Well,” said Dick, pretending to be
grieved, *go, from mistrust of my mo-
tives, you will make me go prowling
about the city for a copyist. You will
work for others, and not for me.”
“No,” maid Celia, proudly; bring
your papers here, and I will do them
every day after I finish my regular
work. But those who love each other
should not offer each other money.”
“ What a glorious girl you are1” gaid
Dick, with admiration. = “ But I wigh
you wonld let me teke care of you.”
. Celia shook her head slowly, and then,
looking at him, said thoughtfully : «Is
it possible that you, who belong to an

aristocratic family, foel humiliated ip °
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~ the least by having the girl to whom |astic young man. “But I do want to do
you are engaged work for her living 1" |some service.” :

#Yes, it is pure selfishness on my

# ¢They also serve who only stand and

part,” seid Dick, with a wicked twinkle. wait,’ "’ said Celia, absently, thinking of .
But when he saw her face fall suddenly, | Dick rather than of what she was saying.

he immediately changed his tone. *“No,

Celia, you know better. 1 love you and | said Aleck.

“Thaet is, if they can't ‘piteh in,’”
“PBut [ don’t think T was

am proud of you, zeore because you do formed for that.”

as you do than if you did not do it. My

“No,” said Dick ; “and if you don’t

aristocracy makes me often impatient of | get reformed, you will turn into a reform-

the ignorance and want of cultivation of| ez,

many poor people, but I never yet failed

.to respect a man because he was poor

or because he labored. 1 must own I
should» be ashamed to have people be-
lieve that I did not want to help you,
though.”

“They will not believe that,” said
Celia ;  no one who knows you can ever
think se, and I feel that I am right, so
my resolution is fized.”

“ Well,” said Dick, “I won't bother
you then, and it will only be for & little
while, because the wedding-day must
cume before next summer.” '

e —

CHAPTER XX.

YHE day had dawned for Celia, but

I suppose that Alice did not see

the rosy flushes of the sunrise until a
week later, when the Legislature again
convened,
# Dick tells me he has been improving
the golden moments,” said Aleck, when
the two called the.very first evening.
“You should have come yourself and
had a little Christmas lark, before the
rd work began,” said Dick, gayly.

T don't believe in that for people who
have any less excuse than you,” said
Aleck, with a smile, T had something
to do elsewhere.”
“Doctoring and farming?” asked
Dick.
“ And - little political economy,”
replied Aleck. “I don’t want to go
home sgain this winter with the feel-
ing that the country would have been
as well off if I had stayed there.”

But don't, for you will get abused.”
“I wish I had ever done anything
worth being abused for,” gaid Aleck.

« Combativeness large,” said Dick,
seizing his head in a phrenclogical man-
ner. ‘¢ If this individual had lived in
the French Revolution, he would have
assisted in carrying all his dearest
friends to the guillotine for the sake of
his principles.”

“And in the days of chivalry,” said
Alice, sweetly, “this individual would
have been a knight-errant.”

And herewith the guartette resolved
itself into two duets.

«1 hate the way things go in the
Legislature,” continned -Aleck, “Such
confusion and inattention, and on minor
matters voting at random! T think
that is wicked, even if the question is
about & cup of tea. ‘And it is sickening
and despicable to think how we have
to bribe men to gain any peint. Not
by money,” he went on, for he gaw
Alice’s look of horror, “but by appeals
to their passions and prejudices.”

«T can hardly imagine your doing as
much as that,” said Alice. :
“ No,” said Aleck, “it isn't in me. I
believe in open fights, and so lose all
my points.
plished last year was to vote for one er
two mnew railroads. - I constantly ex-
pected the older members to push on

ghall not be so modest. T shall talk
about everything just as many minutes
as I can get the floor. T shall be called
meddlesome, and perhaps gain nothing,
but I shall know T have done as well as
I could.” . .

« And that is the utmost gain for our-

“It is only & vain nature which ex- gelves, and others too,” said she.

pects to move the world,” said Dick,
patting him on the back,
“T don't expect it,” said Aleck ; yet

"« Well, Alice,” he answered, I doubt
if that would satisfy me. I doubt if it
ought. - That would do to think about

we know he did, for he was an enthusi-

.

1ast summeor when I had nothing to do

The only thing I aceom-

- little sympathy for here and there a dis-

the oreat questiong, but this year I’
S0t I ’ T - consolate hopr seattered through the
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but fret over last year's work ; but when | way of preventing disease if the people
we begin a new year, we must believe |are not too pig-headed. Then if you

in our woi ord.”

hate a very great mind, and are willing

“1 hardly faney you doing nothing]to sacrifice an unlimited number of cats

but Iament the past all summer,” said
Alice, amused.

“0, not with my handkerchief at my
gyes!” said Aleck. “I had doctoring
and farming enough to do; but that is
a sort of hand-work to which anybody
may be trained. Now, when you have
a chanee to give your best thoughts to
mould higher laws to lift the country,
there is then head-work and heart-work.
So you see the faseination of legislating
in ever so small a way, pitiably as we
seom. to fail.”

“Ah,” said Alice, “you only seem to
fail, because, as you approach nearer
your ideal, it becomes so much more
glorious that you do not realize that you
have already passed the spot where it
first shone dimly,”

- “T know it,” said Aleck, earnestly.
It is only with -you that I seem faith-
less.” :

“I arouse your antagonism, T sup-
pose,” said she, with an uncomfortable
amile. :

“Ono,” said he ; “but everybody else
has less faith than T, and T feel T must
uptl;l?k'l them. But you I know I can-
not injure, even if I grieve you. That
selfish.” & y l‘mt ®

“No,” said Alice, after a moment,
keeping back the tears; “T am so glad
to help anybody ever so little.”

He looked at her as she sat with her
head a little bent forward and a faint

color in her delicate Yace, as if he thought |

she could help him more than a little.
~ “I am pot often o chicken-hearted,”
said hg. “I am only taking advantage
of seeing you to wheedie you out of o

sutnmer. I was so disappointed in m
attempt at legislating, which, you'knonz
per-s¢, is nobler than doctoring or farm-
ing, though the reality is such a farce
that I may seem ironical.” |

“If you are thinking of ideals,” said
Alice, “the ideal physician stands
Pretty high”

“ Yfas," said Aleck, “it seemed about
the’ highest thing till T was bitten with

and dogs, you mey discover some good
thing,  And in surgery you can be
absolutely sure of your ability hefore
you try experiments which may kill
people, and the rest is all courage and
firmness, so you have a chance for hero-
ism, and when it is dono it is your
own definite work ; while with medi-
cine, since you don't like to think it
is you who kill, you can't be easy that’
it is you who cure.” :

“ Surgery is grand,” said Alice; « yot
— forgive me, — it must be so disagree-
able,”

“ We sometimes have a fietiticus
standard for disgust,” said Aleck,  and
by constant habit we get. acoustomed
to things. But to learn dissection.
ought to be disgusting to anybedy who
does not keep the end eonstantly in view.
Then it may be —well — sublime.”
¢ There it nothing common hor un-
clean.’ With you it must be an ever-
present thought.”

. “T read the other day,” said Aleck,
“of a man in a great city who traded
in offal. I read how, by his arrange-
ments, the impurities taken at once,
collected and senled, so that all offence
wag removed from that quarter of the
city, afterwards enriched miles and miles
of blooming country. The man had
utilized nuisances; and to handle nui-
sances for that end is not sickening, but
heroie.”

“I suppose there are manifold uses
for everything,” said Alice ; “and when
we know them all, the eartlr will scem
as fresh as a rose without a stain upon
it anywhere.”

o “They are talking now,” said Aleck,
about preserving the flesh of the jm-
mense herds of cattle slanghtered for
their hides about Buenos Ayres, which
now only disfigure the earth, and so
supplying poor people with meat. When
we use all our resources, think what a
population the world can hold.”

“ Yet some time it will be more than
full,” said Alice ; “and though you will
laugh, T confess it troubles me. I can’t
believe in a moral and mental millen-

politics, One can do a good deal in the

nium with' s searcity for the body.”
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« By that time we shall either have
¢ developed’ into beings who need no
food, or emigra
said Aleck, I honestly believe in
eternal progression, and 1 don’t think
we shall finally burn up or freeze up,
notwithstanding the philosophers, while
there are unaccomplished possibilities
in this world. And if God does do that,
it will ‘of cotrse be right, and in some
way best for the universe, though hard

for the few individuals on this pland
»

« And the *few individuals’ are the
ones 1 am sorry for,” said Alice. “1
am constantly weighed down by the
destitution of those whom the earth
might now support, who “are yet starv-
ing. They may be few, but the suffer-
ing of each is to him the full measure
possible ; it is as great to him as if the
whole creation suffered too.”

% Not the full measure,” said Aleck.
4 T n't it easier to suffer anything your-
gelf, when you know many others are
‘happy, than if all were suffering like
yourself }”

“(Q yes,” said Alice; “Lut to the
‘masses, poor and unreflecting, this com-
fort would not come.”

“ True,” said Aleck; *““and 1 too care
But ¢ barley-feed-
great end ; and though
‘God might have distributed the popu-

for the individuals.
ing’ is not the

CHAPTER XXI.

te to other planets,” | LECK,” said Alice, one evening,

“ must we always be in a mud-
dle? I thought when I struggled with
the ubigquitous problem of orthodoxy
and heterodoxy, and finally felt cer-
tainty, that I could nevermore be
moved, and now your scientific theories
have quite upset me.”

«The old story!” said Celia. “I
had no sooner finished the last example
in the arithmetic than a new edition
was published with miscellaneous ones
at the end.”

« Did you expect to stick dismally in
the same spot through eternity § 7 said
Aleck to Alice. A :
«1 expected the circle to expand
forever,” said Alice, “but that its cen-
tre would not change.” -

¢ Qoo here,” said Aleck, taking up a
sheet of paper, and drawing wpon it in
this wize. “Let S be ‘I‘iﬁe gun, E F the
earth's orbit, and #, @, 2, &, the moon’s

lation of the earth so that all sbould
live in comfort, we should have lost the
gpur which has made us mental and

qnoral beings. I never envied Adam
1 can’t prove much, but I believe from

my heart that ‘all partial evil’ is not

#
orbit. The moon seems to go backward
sometimes and to be true only to her

only ‘universal good,’ but particular | earthly centre, yot the epieycloid is as

good also. A temporary sacrifice of an|perfect as a simple curv
individual or a race may be needed, per-| for- its very complication. .
s, to benefit a higher one (as I find the whole solar system circles round
ible to kill butterflies to study ! some far-off sun which we may not e¢ven

hap
it poss

them); but, in the end, this very BaCrt-
fice Toust in some way work the best|the centre.

e and grander
And when

sce, we may think we hage wholly lost
But, if we keep true to
our owa central sun, which we do see,
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“Not yet proven,” quoth Dick, from
the corner where he was carrying on a
pm:‘:enthetu_zal conversation with Celia.

» That is Alice’s way,” said Celia.

If one theory is s bit tougher than
gl;e Test, she always works out that

o ’

“ I can’t help following the theoretic
suggestions which come into my head,”
said Alice. “And this theory of the
sun’s heat is most fascinating because
1t seems most true ; but if it is true, by
;ﬁd tzﬁ our own world will 'be drawn

to the vortex by the same la
Wllz %?habsorbed in the sun,” v and

“Whois afraid 1" said Ale

ck, cheer-

fully. “When that happens, ri]j(;riads
of ages hence, the powers of the earth
will have been developed to the utter-
most, and the Beacon Street people by
that time will be just fitted to enjoy
}?e'glonons clash of world with world.
1t Hi:”as sure ag thgt the shock will

“Yeos,” said Alice; ¢ that isn’

. 3 at isn't the
puzzle. But when the whole solar sys-
tvm becomes a unit and falls into s
central sun, and so on and on, no mat-
:ﬁ}gll:n ho:lr1 long the time is, in the end

es the aggregation of th i
and it is limited, finite?

i

*You have forgotten that the end

never gowes to infindty,” said Aleck
“1 koow,” said Alice. ;

finite, one need not fear. Y.
ite, ¢ . Yet th -
sollcia},;c;on (]):lf worlds seems less gra?ngnfl:lo
me n their e i i ]
Thaom, thelr xpangion. It is a cold
11“ Though hatched up to account for
all the heat in the universe,” inter
lated Dick. PR
“And the next best th ¢
t eory, that t)
(lzlondepsa_mou of the sun pr'z:’duczs ;11:‘:
eat, is just as selfish, gtili drawing in

towards a centre i o
fronr centre instead of giving out

of force, and I suppose we must
no atom of soul. The infinite r{fggt’s
then have been completed from the
foundations of eternity, And what
is a complete infinity ¢ This is not a
uew thought to me, but a new realiza-
tlo.'(f. Then there is Darwin, whom I
can't help believing,. The yace im-
prr‘):v‘e%r but I —who am 117”7
ou are not an elephant, you are

a mastodon,’ ? ] i
s on,” quoted Aleck, with

“We evolve and evolve endlessly,
and lose our own individuality, I am
afraid,” said Alice, doubtfully. ’
“I thought you believed in the im-
mortality of all animate things down to
flowers,” said Aleck; “and began to
guess at the vitality of matter.”
“The correlation of forces teacheg
me that no vitality can ever be lost,” re-
plied z}lwe, “and chemistry ‘sug’gests
how faint is the dividing line between
the animate and inanimate. It seemed
strangely beautiful at first, and gave a
foree and vigor to the idea of immor-
fality which thrilled me, but the con-
ch:;nc;gs do not satisfy, The plant"dies,
an & new one in th i
like it, but is not the sa.‘:nz]?’l’mg may bo
| “But the very leaf that falls must

still exist, under changed conditions.”

“But in a lower life,” said Alice ;

“ Since every| ¢
. ! and . . :
step i3 beautiful and the steps are ir{ hﬂatiei‘letrogressmn s worse than anni-

Whatever life there iz in the

leaf per se, the life which made i
plant has g’one,—whither?”m o

- “Quien sabe?” said Aleck, lightl
“ Evidently not into the new géeeg.
i‘zr ma;ny. plants and  animals grow:
Iivesl:r’l’a urity while the parent yet
“Ah!” said Alice. “A plant wi
. will
grow and grow as long as ycI:u cut off
t!le ﬂowers.. But once let the seeds
ripen, and it dies. ‘That looks as if
the individual life had been trans-

good to the being sacrificed. Nothing (
was created for anything else, though it | that is sure to complete the vast cyele

may be used for something olge, and, in | for us some day.” ) . )
“helping another, help itself.” “ Your way of enlarging the circle is
«Tt in my faith that every flower better than mine of expansion from a
enjoys the life it breathes, and ¢ every | single centre ; but in science, you know,
fower that is plucked becomes immortal | you have just been teaching me that
in the sacrifice,’” said Alice, ‘smiling. | the circles also contract, that the heat
« Aleck, you give me a great deal of iof the sun is maintained by tlie meteors
comfort.” that fall into it.” o

+

o .
unsei’zrhozgs I;;;:e ﬁ;?{vity of some yet | mitted.”
Oorb may shake us up in a dif-{ « :
ferent d P A pow do w
A 1reci‘:§(g:1 by and by,’” said Aleck, | plant from » sine l,gef:& Whglie” “aid Alacle
By tg-fw e need 0’t ory get.” | % That looks m;.% e$olre§ , said Aleck
caid i @ spiritual analogies 1| «7The plant impmzsmtrg éach of its '
A% what 1 children the power to absorb nourish-
roent from the earth. It creates noth-

“The process of g, ion i
. egat i
of evolution ! » said s}%gr ga l?g;?:ﬁﬁ ‘lll;%; Eut transforms the earth to higher

mattﬁt 18 ever IOBh or clea-ted no atom IS nb t t -
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Tt is still aggregation, and not evo-
lution.” :

« However, since no new spirit i
created and since all lower organisms
are being transmuted to higher, we must
have lived from eternity, and shall live
to eternity hereafter.”

«T wish I need not believe that,”
gaid Alice. “We have forgotten our
pre-existence and so lost our identity,
and may lose it again in the same
way.” '

“We do not lose what the past has
made us, at any ratg,” said Aleck, stout-
ly. “And that is the main thing.”

“Q yes,” said Alice. “Still 1 don't
want to lose myself or my friends.”

“Nor 1,” said Aleck ; “but the doubt

'The higher we get the more we compre-
hend of the lower. I can understand a
child better now than I could when T
was & dozen years old. Perhaps in the
next world I shall see back beyond my
infancy. But whether our immortality
is conscious individualism or not, 1
know it does not consist in living in our
children. The body and mind of the
aged wane, I know, as if they had
transmitted their powers gradually;
but the fact that any possible parent,
who has no child, is not exempt from
death or failing powers, proves that the
soul does not simply pass into another
of the race, or ‘ conservation’ and ¢ Dar-
win’ must fall to the ground.”

“But the general law is that the

goul of the child shall be greater than

that of the parent,” said Alice; ¢ that

is, the combined scul of the race is
greater each year. Where does the
extre spirit come from, if not from the
- aggregation of lower forms of life}

'Must 1 believe that by and by we are

all to be absorbed in Deity 17

“1 cant answer you, Alice,” said
SBut the infinite ds infinite
and must be right, 8o we can never
come to-a finality which will deaden us.”

“When I talk about my puzzles,
they don't seem so hopeless, after all,”
“You help me a little out

Aleck.

gaid Alice.
of the muddle.”

“Which I helped you into, you say.

But I will not do so any more.”

are hard. Since I Znow that God is
good, nothing can really trouble me,
though, of course, no one can see his
way clear in a moment in anything
worth thinking about.” :
¢ Almost thou persuadest me tobe a
Christian,’ ? sighed Dick. “ They always
have such a pat text to help them out
of any muddle. If they were only half
as good as their doctrines !”

“If their doctrines were only half as
good as they | returned Alice, #Ihave
seen such beautiful lives lived by Chris-
tigns.” .
“Yes,” said Aleck, “I sometimes
find myself admiring the Pilgrim Fa-
thers ; (rest their souls, though they did
their little ntmost to keep other peo-
ple’s from resting !) for anybody to_fol-
low his conscience unflinchingly where
it leads is grand, even if it leads him
wrong.”

“ And that is what they really did,”
said Alice, musingly, *though not what
they thought they did. They would
not have owned that they were Kant’s
disciples so far as to obey their intui-
tions.”

they wanted e\%}erybody else to obey the
Puritan intuition, and that made a
mess.” ) ¢
-« 1 like ome thing about Christjans,”
said Alice. *'They helieve in doing
absolutely right, and that every trans-
gression is wrong. When they are true
to their tenets, they cannot let things
slip.” .
«() Alice,” exclaimed her sister, “how
you have forgotten! I think’we saw
slipping enough at school.”

“Yeg,” said Alice, “and so far they
were untrue, and owned themselves
untrue, to their profession.”

many times have you heard those teach-
ers. say that no matter what a person
did after he was a Christian, Christ had
borne all his sing and he would conse-
quently be perfeetly safe anyway, though,
of course, it was well that he should be
decently moral |”

7T don’t think the teachers often said

igts did. . And after all, there is a germ

“Yes, you must,” said Alice, with a|of truth in'it, though they disfigured it

pmile. “1 like large thoughts if they |so.

They meant that no sin could shut

«“The trouble was;” said Aleck, “that -

¢« More than that,” said Celia. * How .

that,” said- Alice ; “though the revival-

o
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us out from God, except as we chose to | such & siren song in my ear when you

shut ourselves out. It ig right to make

know I can't possibly go unless I put

that the unpardonable sin, and they | off my wedding-day a weel$”

only failed to see that, if they make it

“Nonsense ! ” gaid Dick, ““you will be

_ 80, there can 'be no such thing as eter- | so much fresher after this that ‘you wiil

nal punishment. For when the will

do two days’ work in one to-morrow.

changes, in whatever life hereafter, then | And if you don't, you shall have a, dress-

_ the sin ceases to be unpardonable.
They say, I know, that the will cannot
change after death,@ut if it really can-
not, then the incapacity is from God,
the creature is not responsible, and so
not uripardonable.”

‘“What a lawyer you would make,
Miss Alice!” safd Dick. *In the days
of. Woman’s Rights, I shall have to
look well to my fame, lest 1 be cut,out

» entirely.” ' ‘

“There must be some vitality in
Christian life,” said Aleck, “or they
could not at the same time believe in
cternal torture and the goodness of
God. It shows how deep the instinct

of this must be, that any still hold it, |

.when they believe that that very good-
ness demands the eternal sacrifice of
themselves apd all their friends.”

_“A Christian life is one of renuncia-
tion all through,” said Alice, — * that is,
& truly Christian life, ~— and that is its
chief glory. T suppose it is because it
ig founded upon a sacrifice.” -

_“ The life of Christ was so sublime,”
said Aleck, “that his example still
kilndles the lives of his followers, not-
withstanding that the supremely selfish
doctrine they build upon ~ that the suf-
fering of the guiltless can clear the

guilty — ig enough, one would think, to |-

quench every spark of nobleness in the
soul.” . ‘

e
CHAPTER XXII.

“ LESSINGS on yon!” exclaimed
B Dick, with his fresh voice, dash-

_morm!l:g abmg; tl?e last of May, and giv-
mg a kiss to Celia whi i
ha%l & Y to © while he held out his
our good times till after we are married
Celia; so put your hat on. T have a
h(_)rse at the door, and we will scour the
wildwoods to-day, if you plehse.”
“What a tantalizing creature you

maker,” : .o

“You had better go,” said Alice;
“you will be quite worn“out if you go
on sewing =o steadily,”

“1t will only be for a week, though,”
said Celia, hesitating and flushing,

“And then you are to rest till the
end of your days!” eried Dick raptu-
rously, giving her another kiss,  * Still,
‘now i the accepted time,””
- 0, I shall go, of course ! " gaid Celia.
“I knew I eould n't resist; but if my
K}eﬁlglg-gown is n’t done, will you agree
“Marry you in a calico dress? Of
course I will,” '
“You know I didn’t mean that. I
meant, will you agree to postpone the
wedding 7
“Pooh!™ said Dick. “ As'if you can
ever make me believe that yow want
it postponed. By the way, ma chére
where 18 the wedding garment ¢ Pleage
give me a peep at it.” '
| ¢ Of courpe not,” replied Celia, “That
18 mever the way to do. You must
wait till I have it on, when you are ex-
pected to be dazzled and blind.”
“To be sure,” said Dick ; “ but T have
% very particular reason for wanting to
see it, for I am terribly afraid it will
turn out to be & white thing of some
sort, and though you are the most beau-
tifal woman in the world, Celia, you
!mow you ean't wear white without be-
ing hideous.” :
Celia bit her lip as if she would

cry.

* There, T knew it.” said Dick, “ Why

didn't you consult somcbody who had
taste, — like myself, for instance? I
should have told you to wear purple.”

“ Half'mourning, Dick 1” said Celia,

“We must n't save all | sgornfully and half laughing. - * What
would that have presaged 1" ~

“0, bother ! . How ¢an I be expect-

ed to know the language of color! But
royal purple ought to do,

You will be

| ) . & queen on th i
are!” gaid Celia. & Why‘ do you sing drgss liks Onef:bf: day, and You might

But you may wear
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searlet if you like, and a wreath of car-
. dinal flowers.”

“ Come, Dick, ackhowledge that a
man has no sense of propriety,” said
Celia, langhing. * Blood-red would be
a worse symbol than mourning.”

& Nevertheless, those are your shades,
Celia, and . in some way -ought to be
typical.”

“But, Diedly” said Alice, *brides
must wear white, you know, and Celia
will look besutiful, though you don’t be-
lieve it.”

« T do believe it, though,” said Dick,
proudly; and then added, playfully,
“But I do insist that the rest of the
#rousseas shall be purple and scarlet.”

“ You know better than to expect me
to have a trousseew at all,” said Celia;
“you must make up your mind to be
gatisfied with a plain bride.”

Nevertheless she did not look plain
as she put on her silken hat witE its
golden cord and tassel, and. ran down
stairs to the carringe. She was not
beautiful, but a more incongruous word
than “plain” could hardly have been
used. The day -was perfect, and Dick had
a pride about horses, The motion was
luxury to Celia, and when they reached

the first stretch of beech and maple
woods, the fresh green was like cestasy.

“Dick, do you see those lovely
wreaths of low blackberry, with their
perfect white spheres of buds?” she said,
in & moment. “ I must have some.”

S0 Dick gathered her some garlands! -

: of them, saying meantime, “I can’t
think of anything but bridal wreaths
just now, and it strikes me this will be
“exnctly the thing for you next week.”

“If they would only keep fresh,” said
Celia ; “ besides, they are full of thorns.”

- “And 80 characteristic,” laughed
Dick.
“ Impertinent,” said Celia, half smil-
mg.

% Ah,- darling child, you know I

¢ould n't love you half so well without

the thorns,” he said, in an infense
voice.

Affectionate ag Celia was, she had
about her a kind of reserve which pre-
vented her from responding when an-
other said anything affectionate; so

fairies calling to me now as they liter-
ally did when I was a child.”

4 Literally " said Diek, not under-
gtanding. ‘

% Yog" ssid Celia. “Father. made
all legends réal to us when we were
children. He used to, tell us about the
good fairy, with two hundred and forty
thousand cyes, for instpnce.”

“0, what an .'ma.ginationl’f said
Dick. .

«T{ was true, though,” said Celia.
“Tt was a dragon-fly, you know, and
we actually saw her with her eyes and
wingg.”

“Too bad !” said D;ck. “You had

no room left for fancies.”

“(Q yes. Do you suppose it shook
to me in propria persona? Every co-
coon which I kept Il it opened became
the consummation of a fairy tale to me.
The oriole used to call to me as plainly as
you could, ¢ Celia, look here! ? T watched
the ant-hills, and knew that the castles
with their trains of black slaves, which
were built by magic in a single night,
could be no myth. T found so many of

searching the fields and woods for the
end of the others.” : :

"% What a beautiful and postical child-
hood ! said Dick, with a happy look. -
« You see how it happens that I love
the natural sciences dearly, dearly,” said
Celia, with enthusiasm. . '
« 8o do't 1.  But I shall love them
if you talk to me,” said Diek, giyly.
%1 begin to feel the divine spark al-
ready tommunicated, and by the time
we have been married three months 1
dare say I shall have a butterfly-net
and collecting-box and scour the coun-
t!‘y.” ' .
for Dick than for any one else in the
world, they both laughed, and they
talked no more about natural sciences
that day. They found another topic
more absorbing to both as they drove
at twilight through the sweet woods
with the solemn stars above them.
Celia was perfectly happy, and Dick ~—

grove, just.before they entered the city,
the horse suddenly shied, startled, it

she only zaid, a few minutes later, “I

seem o hear the voices of the wood-|seemed, by the figure of a girl approagh-

my faith in fairies to have them appear *

thé stories come true that I was always -

At this absurd picture, more absurd”

perhaps. As they emerged from the last
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ing. It was not too dark to see her.|when the parties met at church Dick
~ She looked straight into the carriage, | whispered gayly in her ear that she
and gave a sudden and convulsive |looked “ perfeetly imperfoct,” faultlessly

f&Sh{lddel‘.‘

fanlty,” notwithstanding her abominable

“ Wl{y, Diek, what’s the matter?” | white gown. The “white gown,” in fact,
said Celia,.for she could have averred |was of as rich a silk as if she had beon

that Dick too had started. .
“'This confounded horse is afraid of

the danghter of an Indian prince, A
poor girl like her must have had the

everything,” said Dick, harshly, ¢ and{pride of Lucifer to have bern able to
that woman thought she was going tobuy it. But Celia would enter no faum-

be run over.” ‘
“] am almost sure I know her,” said
Celia, perfectly reassured. “I think she
is the young lady with the sweet, sad
face who lives ‘with Miss Twigg and
Robert Rix.” ‘
Dick made no reply, but drove into
the city at such a rate and with such a
clatter that talking was out of the ques-
tion. He kissed Celin passionately, as
he said good by, but he would not go
into the house. He was still driving
furiously far out in the country, long
after Celia was asleop, with her face in
-8 warm, happy glow, remembering, even
in her dream, that the gift of the gods
had come to her..

—rr—p————
CHAPTER XXIII

THE morning of the’ wedding-day
came. Though it had involved
80 much stir and confusion to the two
sisters, who had no one to help them,
1% was & very simple and gquiet affair.
Dick, though a great stickler for eti-
quette in other people,- found it too
much trouble to follow it very closely
himself, and Celia hated ordinary cere-
monies, There were no wedding-guests
except Dick’s family and Aleck,

An hour before it was time to go to
church came s box for Celia from Dick,
full of exquisite wreaths of blackberry
with not a single unfolded bud. How
they were preserved no one knew, but
Dick was in the good graces of the flo-
vist, and had coaxed him to uge all the
occult means at his command, so the
flowers were ‘as fresh as the dew which
almost rested on them still. Celia
twined them among her curls in a fan-
tastic manner, which no one else could
have borne, and eaught them around

ily except on equal terms. She could
always wear rich things, and she was
magnificent on this day.

“Ah, my dear,” said Alice, proudly,
“you look like the Spirit of Genius.
You are all aglow, shot through and
through with living fire.”.

Marriage was no weeping festival to
Celia. She was perfectly happy. She
was not like dther girls in having home
and friends to leave, though it is true
that Alice alone had been more to her
than home and friends together are to
most people.  But love was to her a
divine elixir which pérmeated every cell
of her being and left her no space for
regret,

Alice, standing apart, was able to an-
alyze that day, and a strange, to her an
unaccountable, sadness took possession
of her,

Dick was handsome and fiushed with
gladness.  Alice knew that he loved Ce-
lia wholly, and thet he was a gallant and’
grand young gentleman ; but she thought
she saw a generic difference between the
two lovers, the hopeless difference he-
tween gonius and talent, and she be-
lieved that Dick had not the power to
appreciate the deepest depths in Celia.
Yet she was mistaken. In actual love
there can be no deception, and the two
Im_'ed each other. Celia recognized in-,
tuitively the best of Dick, but it was
unconsciously, and she did not yet know
him, It was nocessary that Alice should:
know the language before sho read the
hieroglyph. :

The marriage was over, and the party
left the church. Asgthe bride and bride-
groom passed out, a veiled figure came’
suddenly from an angle in the porch,
and brushed quickly before them.
Celia did not know the figure, but as it
turned, for a moment the veil was.

her dress in various bizarre ways; so

!

throw_n‘ back, and an intense, thrilling,
despairing look rested on Dick. It was.
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80 managed that no one else paw the
face, no one but the bride saw even the
figure, and it had vanished in an in-
stant; but Dick stopped and turned
pale, gentleman though he was. Celia
could not help noticing it, but she was
so proud in herself and so trusted him
that she said nothing and asked no
question. He was himself at once, and
the incident wag not alluded to, though
the wife found that in spite of her trust
ghe could not quite forget it.

There was not even s wedding-break-
fast, Dick’s family made their adieus at
the church porch, and Aleck and Alice
went home with the newly married
couple. Half an hour later, Celin was
ready in her travelling suit for her jour-
ney, and they wont away at once.

Aleck went away too, rather abrupt-
1y Alice thought, and had she believed
him ecapable of unkindness she might
have thought it uhkind that he should
leave her so entirely alone when he must
know how she would feel about losing
her sister. But she never moped ; so
she took off her white muslin dress and
put on her usual black one, and quietly
put away any trifles of Celia’s which
had been left about, and then sat down.
With half-curious amazement, she un-
derstood for the first time that she was
wholly alone. Of course ghe had a holi-
day, and she could not read or write,
5o she seemed left utterly vacant. Aleck
had said he would come in the even-
ing, but he was going home next day,

. 8o she eould henceforth have no com-
panion but her work. She sat wearily
for a few minutes, almost ready to think
that life held nothing for her, and then
tied her hat on and went to see Robert
Rix.

promised, and told her he was sorry fo
her, talked for an hour or twe about
soience and what he hoped to do for
the people at home, shook hands cheer-
fully and went away, leaving her with
a headache and a sense of desolation
stronger than if he had not come at
all.

As for -Dick and his bride they fol-

lowed their own sweet wills for some

weeks. Dick had plenty of money, and

ride for a. day in the cars; and then get
a travelling-carriage fitted up, and:
lounge in that for a week, stopping at
gqueer old farm-houses for the nightg
pienieking in the woods, and sometimes
even camping out on the mountain-tops
at night. . ‘
After the first foew weeks they con-
cluded this was better than travelling
by rail; 'so Dick bought a sumptuous
carriage of his own, and hired a man
to do the cooking and travel in a
wagon with fents, provisions, and so.
forth. But they could not be con--
tented without still further variety; so-
sometimes they left the earriage with
the servant, and had o pedestrian tour
for a day, or cantered away on horse-
back. They would ride on indefinitely
into the deep woods, trusting to luck
for a shelter. They played all manner
of pranks, One night they could find
no place to stay in cxcept a farm-house
where several inmates were ill ; it was
raining too hard for them to camp out,
and the: people were so hospitable as
to let them stay, inconveniept as it
was, They found a boy poring over his
books at every spare moment, and dis-.
covered that he meant to be cducated,
though he said, with a hopeless sort.
of air, that he should never have money
enough to-go to college. “Dick, I'
should like to send that boy to college,”
gaid Celia. “Let’s do it,” said Dick,
gayly. “O, I forgot T was rich enough
for such things!” said Celia, laughing ;
and they agreed it should be done. 8o
from the next post-office they sent the

decently through college, though Dick
said it was a confoundedly small sum

luxuries. She was not given to quoting
Scripture and had left her Bible at
home, but it was too good a joke to
miss, so she scribbled on the envelope,
“ Be not forgetful to ontertain stran-
gers ; for thereby some have entertained
angels unawares.”

ceited,” said Dick, with a laugh.
% Yeg, it would have been more mod-

nothing that he thought of the smallest [est to give them the reference, but of

* consequence to do.

So they would!course I don't know it, and I shall be

) ‘ v
abundantly happy if the quotation it-

. ant, would deliver a free lectur® that

" and the bride and bridegroom spent the

|1ad a check large enough to pay his way -

for a fellow ; but Celia insisted on being’
Aleck came in the evening, as he ha% economical, and said that no boy of .
spirit would want to be indebted for

stition together.

“Yeems to me you are getting con- Perhaps other people who travelled |

T
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self is right.”

They seldom did such. expensive
"things,” But they managed to have
some fun. In one village they pre-
tended to be Italians, and begged a
shelter by gestures, and were convulsed
with laughter at the remarks made in
their hearing about the supposed for-
eigners. '

One day, when their jollity was at
its height, they drove up in state o a
little inn, and Dick had some hand-bills
gtruck off, announcing that Professor
Hippocrates, the renowned character-
reader, accompanied by Madam Zuc-
eoni, the scventh daughter of a seventh
daughter, and the best living elairvoy-

evening. And Dick read characters to
his heart's' content, and Celia told for-
tuncs all the evening.

“ It is Midsummer to-day,” said Celia,
one morning. “ Let’s celebrate.”

. Of course, Dick agreed, and they con-
cocted a plan to their minds. The
man was sent to 2 neighboring village
to buy groveries, and calico dresges, and
candles, and all manner of odd things,

day in making evergreen bagkets of
most capacious size. At nightfall Celia,
dressed in white, cast her hair loosely
abont her, disguised herself by droop-
ing garlands of green leaves, and the
entered the village. Dick filled her
baskets with the useful things, and she
carefully hung them at deor after door,
waiting af a little distance while the
door was opened, and then vanishing
like ‘a strange ghost, so that nobody
eould see how she locked and only knew
that a strange lady in white, with float-
ing hair, had left the gifts; and ag_she
left .them at the poorer cottages, you
may bg sure they were welcome. Then
they drove fast and fleetly out of the
town, which they never saw before or
afterwards, and left 2 little romance
behind them for the sober Yankee peo-
ple who had outgrown fancy and super-

among the mountains that summer will
remember the odd couple they were
continually meeting in the most fantas-

No one knew who they were, for they
stopped at no hotels, and met no one
of their old acquaintances, Their only
link to a past or future was the bul-
letin which Celia sent weekly to Alicet
“ Alice, my child, we are well and
glorified,” or, * Alice, my blessing, we
are well, apd have forgotten that thera
is a world.”

There could have been no stronger
proof of the love Celia boré her sister
than that she allowed even this ome
link with the world at large, yet Alice
would have remombered that a note of
a line, while it shows love, does not help
loneliness.  Lonely ag she was, how-
ever, she could not blame her wayward
sister, and was only happy that the dis-
cipline and restraint had been romoved
from a life where it chafed so gorely.
Towards the last of August Dick re-
marked one day that it was drawing
near election time, and that perhaps he
had better show himself among the
haunts of men.

“ True,” said -Celia, as if struck with
a sudden thought.  “ What are we going
to do for|a living, Dick? Thad actually
f‘01§o,tten that this summer could ever
[l "

“Well then,” said Dick, “suppose we
begin to take a genteel journey in our
best clothes, though I suppose they are
out of fashion by this time. Let's go

y |t Niagara and a few such places that’

you have n't seen, and meantime T will
write a proper' letter home, and you
shall correct the punctuation, and we will
say we are alive and well, so my eonstit-
uents can do what they see fit about
me.” He laughed a little, and then
added: ¢ After all, though, I believe I
won't go to the Legislature again, oven
if they will send me, because, you know,
you are radical and I am conservative,
and we might quarrel, which we must o't
-~ never.”

“Pooh !” gaid Celia, langhing ; “you
are you and I am myself, and we could n’t
quarrel. The ‘main thing is to work
honestly for whatevor opinions, and that
you do.” )

“ Bless us! you are getting conserva-
tive yourself, mine wife ; for what radi-
cal ever before owned that anybody elwe
could be right?”

tic costumes and in the gueerest places.

£

“«Ab 1" said Celia, I don’t believe
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much in your opinions, but I believe in
you.” :
Thereupon followed a demonstration
of no interest to the reader,

“So you want me to go to the Legis-
Iature, and leave you behind !” said
Dick, after a minute.

“Bad boy ! said Celia,- “ You know
I shall go with you.” ‘

“Well then,” said Diek, “if I am
elected, w& will have a gay winter in
Boston, and if not, in New York ; and T
will buy a house somewhere, and we will
begin housekeeping in the spring,”

“ Agreed,” said Celia; “let’s go to
the theatre every night this winter.”

“ And to the opera and concerts the
rest,” said Dick. “Of course. You
can’t be married but once — O yes, you
can, though, but that’s no matter, —
80 be sure and make the most of it.
Actually, Celia, I am flattered that you
want me in polities. I was afraid we
should have & kquabible when I proposed
it.” .

“You know I could o't squabble,” re-
marked Celia ; and Dick laughed in great
derision, which made the girl blush as
she remembered several passages at arms
between herself and her sunt Buckram
and various other individuals. L

“] mean with yow, of course,” she
sdded, in & moment. * You know no
one ig half 2 man who does n't do some-
thing for the world he lives in, and I
een see that your jforfe is politics. I
know your motives are pure, and that
you see clear, clearer perhaps as to
what we need to-day than Aleck does,
and. I think you and I should tend to-
wards the samé goal, though you per-
haps by wiser ways than 1.”

“0 Lud!” said Dick, with a laugh
to concezl his emotion, “ I have tamed
a shrew. You recant from Woman's
Rights then, and disown Darwin and
the rest of your horesies? T tell you,
mine wife, T thought you had n'f much
confidence in me.”

“Why did I marry you then 1” asked
Celia, Then she took him by the ears
and turned his Head away from her,
while she added, “It isn’t precisely
you in whem I have confidence. It is

" in your angel, I think?”

“0 the ‘possible beauty that under-
Ties the passing phase of the meanest

thing,”” interpolated Dick, without look-
ing round.

“ Be still | ” said Celia. “ I mean that
I know you were madé to be the no-
blest, but I have sometimes thought
that the world had scorched you just a
trifle.” ~ '

She said the words in a low tone, and
did not look up. She did not, there-
fore, see the quick flush on his face, and
never guessed that no one had ever be-
fore said to him anything which had
cauged him half the acute pain which
those few words had done,

L

CHAPTER XXIV.

HE honeymoon was over; that is,

Dick and his bride had emerged

from the wild woods, and done up a tour

in proper orthodox fashion, and were on
their way home about the last of October.
Dick’s name was already up as a can-
didate for the Legislature, and they de-
cided to stay in New York till after
election, when they could make their
plans for the winter. But Mr, Stacy
the elder at last wrote that Dick must
come home and make one speech if .he
wanted to be elected, becanse nobody
had seen him for six months, and they
could not realize that he was still in the
flegh, ‘

“1 don’t want to go,” said Diek, «I
won't go. - They know my opinions
now, and my character, and what more
do they want ? Though I suppose they
think I have married a radical wife, and
may have progressed,” he added, with
his lightest laugh, .

Celia looked rather grave. She began
to think she had spoiled Dick, because
she knew that in previous years he had
scoured the country making stump
speeches and gaining popularity every-
where, and, since he was sincere, what
harm could there be in his “ defining
his position”? She wondered if his
gay summer had made him unwilling to
work, and if she was to blame.

On the contrary, he was ready to
work, he believed, but did not think a
sent in the Legislature worth any exer-
tion. In fact, he knew of no work just
then which seemed worth much, which'

'

ghows that he was mistaken in supposing
himgelf ready for any. There were
other reasons, howevet, which made him
unwilling to go home. Still, he said
He would go for one night. Celia was
to stay in New York, and he would re-
join her in a day or two.

"She found the day he went away
the loneliest of her life. She tried to
read @ little and gave it up, and lay on
the sofa dreaming. She was not very
well disciplined at her best times, and
her summer had perhaps unsettled her
a8 well a8 her husband.

About twilight a servant came in
with a letter for Mr. Stacy. Now Dick
had said, “T expect some important
business letters. So open them and
gend mo a copy, for I may possibly be
detained at home two or three days.”
Therefore Celia opened the letter at
once, and as it was twilight” she did not
notice that it was worn and bore a very

. old postmark. But before she had read

three lines by the fading' light, she
turned hastily to look at the outside,
and she was pale as death as she fin-
ished the paper. -

. May—, 18—

Ricmarp Srtaoy, — What do you
mean? What are youdoing? You are
killing me. I heard to-night by chance
that you are going to be married. I
dor’t belteve it. You are not go wicked
as that yet, but you are a villain, and I
could murder you, Why do I say that,
for I Iove you still dearer than anybody
on earth, but I am chilled through and
through and desperate from neglect,

" You could not have beliaved when 1

broke our engagement that I wanted fo
do it. You know it was because I felt
that you were forgetting me; but I
might have held you to it, and T must
now. You can't be so mad as not to
remember that the day you marry all
hope is forever cut off from me! You
stole my love, and you stole my inno-
cence, and you have wrecked my life.
They say your wedding-day is very near,
but you must save me, you must do it, if

- you have a single spark of manhood left,

even if* you sacrifice every hope of your
perjured life. Your sacrifice can never
equal mine. " Write to me at once, or see
me at No. —, Streot,

10
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‘felia had enough presence of mind
to' lock the door, and then she aban-
doned herself to her passion.  She
paced the floor with hasty irregular
steps.  She wrung her hands rough-
ly till they ached. She clutched her
hair; and drop by drop the blood
trickled from. her lip which she bit to
keep from soreaming. There was no
thought in her mind. She only knew
that the utmost horror happened to
her.

Aftor such paroxysms it was always
her impulse to throw herself’ down and
sleep heavily ; but now she remembered
suddenly that something must be dore
With that thought she stood still, she
unclasped her hands and let them fall
idly at her side. She noticed the blood,
and wiped and poulticed her lip careful-
ly. “Iam going, I am going,” she said
over and over in her mind. She had
sportivoly dressod herself in black in
the morning on aceount of Dick’s de-
parture. It wag the last dress she hod
bought for herself before the wedding
troussean. She took down a waterproof
and put it round her. She would not
take a bonnet, for she had none which
Diek had not given her. The letter sha
had thrust within the folds of her dress:
She opened the door, and meéchanically
drew out her watch to sce what time
it was. The hall lights flashed upon
it, and the diamonds which spelled
her name and Dick’s sparkled in deris-
ion. She wretched it off, rudely break-
ing the delicate chain, and flung it
back into the room. She heard it
break ag it fell, and could almost have
wept that she had ruined such perfect
mechanism so ruthlessly. Then she
locked the door, and went swiftly down
stairs and into the street. She met no
.one ; but a waiter, lounging at the other
end of the hall, espied her. It was rain-
ing, and she had drawn the hood of her
waterproof over her head, so he did not-
wonder at her appearance.

Not until she was fairly in the street

-did she realize. what she was doing.

She now knew that she must decide at
ones where to go, and that it was not
well for a woman who had never been in
New York befors, to wander about in
its streets alone all night. Even in the
depths of passion a woman cannot aban-
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don herself to it like a man, she gt
remember to be prudent. Doubtless a
hundred women would have turned
back, and after a night’s sleep would
have recovered from the blow, except to
‘taunt their husbands forever after, in an
matrimonial quarrels, with the knowl-
edge they held. And many another
would have burned the letter and suf
fered the matter to drop. For one
instant the helplessness of the situation
so thrilled her that she remembered
the possibility of going back, but at the
game instant she threw the key of her
door as far from her inte the darkness
as her strength would allow, and then
return was impossible. She drew her-
self into a niche in the wall, and thought,
desperately, with all the concentration
she possessed. It flashed across her
that there was a railroad station only a
block away. In the cars she would bo
safe through that night. She ran
swiftly to the station, and found a train
Just ready to start. She did not notice
wiich way it was going, but enterved it
just as the last bell struck. Then she
suddenly recollected that she had no
money. She trembled and knew - not
what to do, and in the mean time the
train moved on. She looked around
the car and saw no other woman,
There were, in fact, only half a dozen
men, most of whom had composed them-
selves to sleep as well as they might,
-pillowed upon the head-rests. She
could not beg of them, and if she did
what chance was there that it would
be of any use? Her thoughts always
moved quickly, and to-night her brain
seemed lightning, and the most impos-
mible and extravagant plans rushed
through .it, one after another. It was
almost a relief that there was some-
thing imperative to be decided at once,
8o that she might not revert just yet to
the blow that had ‘stunned her. But,
with all her thinking, she was still at
an utter loss what to do or say when
the conductor ¢ntered the ocar. She
wes sitting in the remote end of it, so-
she had time to notice how he passed
slong, .examining the tickets of the
sleepy men, who had stuck them in their
hat-bands that they might not be dis-
turbed, and ghe observed especially

dered at that instant that she had not
thought of feigning sleep when the con-
ductor came in, but now, at the game
moment, she saw it would have done
no good. Besides, she objocted to de-
ception. The conductor had not & bad
face, but he was determined on having
his dues.

He held out his hand for the ticket.
Celia looked down and said nothing,.

“ Ticket, ma’am?” he said, not grufily,

Celia looked at him with her wild
eyes, and answered, “ I have none and
no money.” ‘

He knew in a moment that no eom-
mon woman addressed him, and said
respectfully, ““ Did you lose it §

this train and T had no money, but I
forgot it tillal was fairly in the cars, I
had sometiMng else to think of Now

T must go, and if T ever can, I will pay
you.”

conductor, seriously. “I'm gorry for
you, but I can’t do it. How far do you
want to go?”

Poor girl | She had no idea in what
direction they were travélling, and if
she told him that, what could he think
of the urgency of her journey ?

“1 want to go through,” said she, in
& moment of inspiration.

“What! To St. Louia?” said the
conductor, in surprise and consterna-
tion. )

Celia wag tetribly annoyed. She had
fancied herself perhaps in a Boston ear;
but it was too late to retreat, and she
answered at once, * Yes, and I must go.
If you have no right to let me go free,

me money for my ticket.”
Her voice, always thrilling, wag wild

lest the others should hear her.

The eonductor looked thunder-struck.
“ What ! sald he. “Do I look asif I
could afford to give thirty dollars to a
stranger §

worked nervously, and she felt her wed-
ding-ring. Exasperated as she was, she
would readily have given it away, but
she thought in season of the names and

that he waked one man who had for-

dates engraved inside, and did not offer

i

gotten such a precaution. She won-

“No;” said Celia, “I kad to go on ‘

It iz against tho rules,” said ‘the

then I will beg, and I beg of you to give °

and passionate, though she spoke low

Celia was desperate. Her fingers i
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it. She had no other jewel of any kind
about her. Even her collar was fastened
with a black ribbon instead of a pin.

“If you put me off the train,” said
she, hoarsely and fiercely, I will crush
myself under it# wheels, and "you shall
remember that every moment till' you
die and after.” )

The conduetor was an ordinary man.
His one virtue was honesty, and he had
no vices. But he was roused and
touched by the appeal of this strange
woman at last, and he answered slowly :
“If T let you pass free, 1 should de-
frand. the owners of the line, and 1 have
not so much money of my own here
as you need. But I will give you
a_pasg, and when I get home T will
refund the money from my own purse.
But I can’t afford it, you see; so, if you
ever can, you must pay me for it, prin-
cipal and interest.” ‘

Blessings on an honest man! This

‘man was s0 honest that he believed it

poasible that the womfn foo was honest,
and dared to risk a great sacrifice for
her. He thought, with a sigh, that his
wife must go without her new dress
now, and Tommy could not have the
get of tools he had wanted so long, and
that he could not be so charitable every
day, no matter how much he was moved ;
but he knew that his wife was a foolish,
unworldly woman, and would perhaps
uphold him, So he passed on before
Celia had time to speak, his common-
place nature for once awakened to the
intense romance in the world. He had
never been to the-theatre in his life,
He thought it wrong. ,

. Thers was, howeter, one in the car
who bad been many times. Celia had
taken the seat next to the back one, and
did not know that some one had come
in behind her and taken the very last
seat. Low as she had spoken, the dia-
logue had been too passionate for him
not to hear, and he had seen her ges-
tures too, though not her face,

“ Admirable acting!” thought this
gentleman. “T espect that tragedy is
something real, or it would n’t have been
go well done; she would do well on the
sgage, though she would n’t have real
affairs to act in, and she looks just ready
for it.”. Then he laid his head back

. quietly and went to sleep.

)

Celia, for her part, did not sleep that
night, and this was & new experience
for her. She had met now, for the first
time, a grief which would not be stupe-
fied. . -~ :

It was like a night on the ocean with
its varying surges, She remembered in

-|a numb way the cause of her flight, but

fought off the vision of it as powerfully
a3 she was able, She thought her life
was wrecked. She did not realize her
father’s belief that no one sorrow can
destroy a life. With her, it was all or
nothing. She believed herself crushed
forever, and yet she did not commit

suicide. It was not reason nor religion, -

which prevented her, but a certajp’
blind instinet, welling up from HKer vig-
orous young life. The possibility did
not even oceur to her, except at the
moment she had spoken, to the con-
ductor, when she thought she must kill
herself, as there was no foothold for
her in the wide carth., She did .not
even remember to wish fo dio. Bhe
only knew hersclf wholly wretehed, and
that she must live, and so set herself at
work to eonsider how, But she had
never had a practical or methodical
mind, and had never showed decision of
character except in following her im-
pulses to their utmost, and now she
had no inward self-control, though pride
kept back the bodily paroxysms which
would surely have come to her had she
been alone, So her brain whirled from -
chaog to chaos, and she formed no plan.
She looked out of the window and knew
it was starlight, but the stars chilled her .
instead of calming. The engine shrieked
hideously, and its smoke suffocated her ;
they tore through a pass in the grand
‘mountaing, and the woods were on fire.
She feit herself one with the spirit of
the flame, and longed to be whirled up
in it to the lurid sky above. She felt
herself in hell, and thought it furiously
thrilling ; she conceived that to one
who had lost all there might be a fear-
ful, enchanting joy of despair, a wild
delight of passion, — that is, if one
should purposely, wilfully sin, and suffer
for it justly and irrevocably; but her
buffering was not that, —she had done
no wrong, but a sin had been committed
against her, and she moaned aloud like

a weak, miserable -woman. She felk




SOMETHING TO DO.

that she could have torn herself in
pieces the next moment for that be-
trayal (yet she thought no one heard
it), and she sat erect and rigid through
the remainder of the night.

It rained the next morning. The
conductor brought her some sandwiches
to eat, but she felt too il and wretched
{0 touch them; and told him she would
not be indebted for anything which was
not absolutely necessary. Such a jour-
ney and such a sleepless night would
have been sufficient fo wear out a
stronger woman than Celia, even if the
mental agony had not been added, and
no one could have believed her the
agne glrl who twenty-four hours before

_ had said good by to her husband with a
tear in her eye and a smile on her lip,
She looked like an old woman in her
dusty black dress, and with no bonnet
but the hood of her waterproof. All
the men in the car thought her fiftyifat
least, and the rumor among them was
that a favorite child was dying in St
Louis and she was half erazed with grief.
Ezcept the gentleman who sat behind
her, He knew that those Inxurions
magses of auburn hair, which he had
seen when she pushed back her hood to
cool her face, and the lady-like, unwrin-
kled though ungleved hand, belonged
to one very young; and he knew that
fow persons at fifty have not wom

_ out the first fervor of passionate suffer-

ing,
g'I‘he conductor gave her a pass and
Ieft the train, and at dinner-time, when
she began to be famished with hunger,
ghe suddenly realized that she was en-
tirely alone with no help. She had eat-
en little the previous day, being in
low spirits on account of Diek’s absence ;
g0 she began to feel real pain from her
long fasting. She was also excessively
weary, though she could not sleep. She
spread out her hands under the faucet,
and let the water trickle over- them.

She bathed her face and let it dry itself.

Her handkerchief must be carefully pre-

gserved. She went back to her seat, and
saw the gentleman who still sat behind
her. He had not been guiet till then.

He had breakfasted at one station, prom-
enaded at another, and dined at another,

He had slept a great deal the night be-

fore, and was accustomed to such jour-

neys, 8o he Iooked as fresh as the people
who had just entered the train; and
Celia, who had heard the door behind

her open and shut all the morning, did °

not guess that she had had the same
neighbor all the way from New York.
Indeed, she would not have thought of
him at all, except that in the instant her
glance rested on his face she noticed
that there was something strangely fa-
miliar in his appearance.

The whirl in her brain was beglnmng
to subside, and she wondered in a vacant
way where sho had seen that face before.

An hour passed on, she was still won- -

dering ; but for the whole afternoon she
did not see his face again, and she be-
gan to feel s acutely hungry that she
could think of nothing else. When the
train stopped for supper, she could al-
most have stolen bread to satisfy her-
self. The gentleman behind her' rose
and- walked the length of the car.
Hig step and bearing were even more
familiar to her than the face, and she
remembered him instantly. He was the
manager of & theatre to which she had
often been with Dick in Boston, He
had been pointed out to her one evening,
and often afterwards she had seen him
walking on the street. Here, then, was
gome one she knew, and who did not
know her, and & way of escape seemed
open to her,

She had often wished, ever since her
first day at the theatre where she saw
Antonina, that she had been bred & bal-
let-girl. There was a deeply rooted
dramatic element in her which eraved
an outlet. Lately, however, she had
laughed &t herself, and thought how

much nicer it was to be married to -

the best man in the world and go
roaming about as they pleased; and

‘visions of a quiet home and fireside

had been much more alluring than
tinsel and false thunder. Now her lip
curled scornfully at the thought of a
home, and she felt as if some absorbing
occupation would be a blessing and .a
relief.

The car was by this time full, but
the manager had contrived to keep &
seat to himself. When he retuingd,
Celin, almost too weak and faint to drag
herself from her own seat, asked him if

she might sit with him a few minutes,
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as she wanted to ssk him something.
He assented, not perhaps so much
surprised as she supposed * he would
be, .

“ Are you the manager of the
theatre 1" she asked, thrilled at the
instant with the posmbﬂlty that she
might be wrong, :

“1 wag,” said he, now a little sur-
prised, “and [ still have somefinterest
in it.”

She knew enough of him by reputa-
tion to feel sure of her’ ground now,
“] am poor,” she said, “and circum-
stances have placed me alone in the
world, I am going to St. Louis or some-
where, I don’t know where, and T know
no one and have no place to go, nothing
tode. I can earn my living, if T can
find gomething to do, — some teaching,
or copying, or almost anything, ButI
don't know how to live in the mean time.
1 believe I could act if you would let

~me try. I suppose you hardly think I

could,” she went on rapidly, afraid to
have him speak yet, ‘“but I am almost
gire. I have had no practice, but I know
something about elocution, and I am
determined to succeed.”

But the manager knew 'she could act,
as well as she knew it herself, and he
answered kindly : T helieve you‘could
act, you look like it. I am in no need
of any one now, for my company
is merely travelling, and we make up
our number from the local theatres;
but then in a month we shall go back

" to Boston again, and I may need one

or two ladies for minor parta. The
salary will be only a trifle, but it will
got you food till you find somethmg
botter to do.”

. “You are kind,” said Ceha., fervently,
thoughin a distressed voice ; ““ but what
am 1 to do in the month o come 1”

“You can travel with the company,”
said the manager, “and if you can sew,
you can get odd jobs enough from the
actors to pay your way. ”

“I can sew,” said Celin, almost joy-
fully, “and I thank you from my soul.”
Then she went back to her own seat and
left him alone.

: The manager was so kind a man that

‘ it ig very likely he would have given the

same aid to any one of whose distress

had a feeling that in th:s case he was
not losing by his charity. He saw that
there was fire in Celia’s veins, and per-
haps genius ; and though an early train-
ing on the stage is absolutely necessary
to the highest results, yet she was young
still, and genius is omnipotent. At any
ra.te, he believed there were ten chances
in eleven that she could make ono of
the local stars in a fow years' time, and
might probably pay her way very soon.
So he composed himself to his nowspaper,
and she sat clenching her teeth to keep
back her hunger.

He did not forget her, however, and
brought her some food at the next sta-
tion, which he offered, saying ladies often
found it inconvenient to leave the cairs
at the stations, and if she was to Dbe-
long to his comparty, he must provide
for her. She was too hungry to be
proud, and ate it with an engerness
which almost brought tears to the eyés
of the man, who was old envagh to be
inured to most tragedies, actual or im-
aginary.

B s e,

CHAPTER XXV.

T the moment Celia was saying,

‘Circumstances have placed me
alone in the world,” Dick sprang gayly
from- a carriage at tho door of their
hotel in New York, and rushed lightly
up the stairs to surprige her if possible,
though he felt sure she was on the loolk-
out for him. If she still wore her'black
dress, he was going to say, “Fiel are
you in mourning for my return t” and
if not, he would say, “That is the-
way with- women ; the moment my back
wag fairly turned, you left off mourning
for me and dressed up gorgeously 1#
and 50 on. What a jolly evening he
meant to have!

He turned the knob lightly, then
with all his power, and then laughed to
think that he had n't reflected that she’
might be timid without him and lock
the door; sn he knocked, and shouted
through the keyhole, “It is the coal-
man.” Buf even now he elicited no
reply. He was annoyed as he said to
hxmﬁalf, “She knew 1 meant to come
in this tiain, and I wonder what she

he was so thoroughly convinced ; yet he

went out for, . Besides, there igs nobody
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for her to see, and she don't know the
way about.”

So he went down to the office and
asked for a duplicate key, as his wife
had: gone out and must have taken hers
with her. .

He opened the door. The watch lay
broken on the floor. He was startled.
It could not have ecome there of itself.
What did it portend? He felt that
there wags a myitery to be solved, that
his wifo's absence was not accidental,
that there must have been force, and
that no moment was to be lost. He did
not dare to think what he dreaded. He
searched their rooms carefully himself.
He found that Celia’s waterpreoof and
black dress were gome, but everything
else wagin order. In ancther hour a de-
tective was in search of her, with such a
reward promised that he felt his fortune
was made ; and i was to be trebled if
he brought her back that night. Dick
hated gossip, and had the inquiries at the
hotel made in the most eautious man-
ner. A week passed, and nothing had
been elicited, except that one waiter had
seen a woman in black pass out into
the rain the night Dick was at home.
He remembered nothing of her dress,
but it was something to know she had
gone alone. It looked as if she were
~ insane, yet she had been well when her
husband went away. The detective
privately guessed she had eloped with a
lover ; his first hint of the kind was re-
ceived with such a gesture that he dared
not bteathe it again; but he gave up
all idea of the reward, though he agreed,
for a generous sum, to keep up his
search for months if need be.

Twenty-four hours chahged Dick as
much as the same length of time had
changed his wife. If she had wished
to make him suffer as much as she did
herself, she had succeeded ; but revenge
had not been in her thought.

He telegraphed to Alice a few myste-
rious words, and told her he could not
leave New York, and she must come to
him. Even her face could not be calm
with such horror and suspense in her
heart ; yet she was not tortured as he
was, for she lived in a world in which
persons have an absolute value of their

always be to her the same, whatever
happened to her. But as days passed
on, and no clew was obtained to the

mystery, Alice went sadly back to her

scholars, and Dick set himself to con-

ceal his agony as best he might. He

made arrangements for the protection of

his wife if she ever* found her way back

to that hotel again, and then left New’
York. The police declared that she

could not be in the city; they had
searched every spot, and with that half-

hope he had to be contented. Ho ecan-
tiously had placards sent round the

country, describing her as probably de-
ranged, giving no names, anxious to
save any publicity. But, of course, the

oceurrences soon were known to his eir-
cle of acquaintances. - He had received
the first announcement of his election
to the Legislature in a passive way, not
realizing it, Afterwards he meant to
decline, but Alice urged him not to do
80
¢ Because,” she said, in her pathetiq
voies, “though we will not lose hope,
we can do nothing but wait, and work
iy the only thing that can keep us alive
during such suspense.” :

“But why should I even live?” said
Dick, brokenly. “Every trace of sweot-
ness has gone out of my life.”

“For what your life may be worth'to
others,” said Alice, in the free, control-
ling tone which showed the higher
powers of her nature were -gaining as-
cendency. “No one sorrow, though
the deepest, and yours ¢¢ the deepest [
have yet known, can blight 2 whole life,
FEven out of it, In some strange way,
may come to you the power of blessing
gome one else, and saving some one from

there is a God on the earth!”

“I don’t know,”, said Dick, wearily.
But he did not resign his seat in the
Legislature. He employed himself upon
his Iaw-books till it should be time for
the session, though with only half his
brain, He could not forget his wife for
a single moment, even in his. sleep. His
placards brought one bit of news. The

him word of the woman he had seen
who must go to St. Louis. But thig

own, which cannot be touched by any
brutality of the world, and Celia would

trace was soon lost sight of, for the
manager had insisted on Celis's wearing

© up in despair, though, of eourse, they

" of nothing else, and it was not until the

just such a sorrow. Believe me, Dick, -

conductor on the western railroad sent;

and should do exactly what he thought
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a hat during the Iast half of her journey,
and had taken her so completely under

right, and he could not actually promise
to vote for or against any measure till

‘his protection that no one thought of ; the time came, because he could not say

her as a single lady without a bounet.
Besides, she looked 80 old, and the plac-
ards described a young lady, If this
had been the only news from the plac-

rds, some result might have followed ;
but a dozen other people had seen young
ladies in black, all alone, looking as if
they might be insane, and so between
the dozen different tracks there seemed
no choice, and even the detectives gave

worked on as long as they were go well
paid for it. ,

. Dick and Alice were so troubled and
anxious about Celia that they thought

beginning of the session of the Legisla-
tare that Aleck’s absence set them won-
dering where he was. Alice had had
feeling that when he came she should
get over the terrible despondency which
was settling over her, and which she
could not deny when she was alone,
though in Dick’s presence she was al-
ways calm and high and hopeful, know-
ing the need he had of support. Dick,
too, had hoped something from the
presence of his friend. Yo he inquired
eagerly where he was, and learned that
he had been defeatéd in the clection.
Now a seat in the Legislature is not so
high an honor that the candidate from
“ Cranberry Centre ” need mourn very
long at not receiving the appointment ;
but Dick and Alice looked at each other
in consternaticn when they, - heard of
Aleck’s defoat, not only for thewr own dis.
appointment, but because they believed
he would be acutely disappointed him-
self. He had tried and failed, and he
was sensitive enough to feel that, though
not as most would. Then he ardently
desired to be in polities for the use of
his high philanthropy, and he was pre-
vented. Some one wid that he had
proved too radical for even his radical
constituents. “If he would have com-
promised an inch,” gaid this gentleman,-
“or even concealed his most objection-
ablo views for a little while, all would
have been well. . But instead, he gave
them his strongest doses of gunpowder ;
he zaid he, would have no eguivocation,

what new light he might have on it be-
fore' it came to the ballot, and more- to
the same purpose.’ He might have
known, after that, that of course he
stood no chance, yet he was evidently
very much surprised to find he was n’%
elected. Of course he is too plucky to
look crest-fallen, but goes about his doe-.
toring and so forth as usual.”

Dick was provoked, and thought Aleck
had acted like a fool. Alice said he
could not have done anything else, and
she honored, him, but in seorct she
longed for him.every hour. And so, in
their forlornity, the winter shut down
upon them.

———

CHAPTER XXVL

HEN Celia reached St. Louis, it

was raining and smoky and dis-
mal. But she 'was too unhappy to care
for that; she felt that nothing could
add to her misery. Dependent ag she
was, she could make no remonstrance
when she found assigned to her a large
room with three other ladies belonging
to the theatre company. She had
begged the manager not to tell any one
how needy she was, so she did not re-.
ceive the kindness from her new com-
panions that the knowledge of her
misfortunes would have inspired. She
proved s¢ uncommunicative' that she
exasperated them, and when she lay
down on the outside of the bed with
her dress on, for sho was entirely desti--
tute of a change of clothing, they-
openly rebelled and made some very-
harsh remarks in her hearing. - One:
of them even plucked up courage to
ask the manager what he wanted a
new hand for, when they had reduced
the company as much as possible in
order to travel, and complained that
Celia was 80 ill bred that no one wanted,
to occupy the room with her. The
manager was gifted . with the power of .
management, and though he was kind,
he would bear nothing like questioning -
from his troupe, so he. peremptorily
‘advised the girl to mind her own af

fairs, and sent her back in a meeker
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frame than that in which she had come
to him., Still he was troubled, because
he really did not know what to do with
his protégée. '

But Celia had abandoned herself
utterly to fortune; and fortune favored
her. The morning after her arrival, as
the actors were leaving the rehearsal,
Miss Ellis, the star of the second mag-
nitude, wag thrown down and badly
injured by a runaway horse. Now Miss
Ellis had been advertized- for -the
comedy at the Saturday Matinée, and
of course, the first star, Madame Réné,
who played tragedies, would not take
her. place. The other three ladies of
- the troupe, whe shared Celia’s room,
had all been arranged for the minor
parts, and there was really need of
some one to take Miss Ellis's place.
The mansger -did not quite feel like
trusting Celia in such a responsible
position for her débdt; but he thought
that if she could possibly take the part,
it would save all wonder among the
rest of the troupe ae fo his motive for
engaging  her, though of course the
eircumstaneces of the engagement would
be an aggravating mystery, and, if she
did well, they would all be envicus.
He thought the matter over carefully,
and fancied that Celia certainly had
genins ; even if she failed, it was only
the comedy, and excuses could be maie
for Mise Ellig’s nonappearance. It was
‘Thursday now, but he resclved on a
" ‘bold stroks, and called Celia to him.

“Mrs. Brown,” said he (it was the
name she had given him}), “could you
take the part of Kate in the comedy
for the Saturday Matinde? It wag Miss
Ellis's part.,”

Colia flushed and trembled. The
worst of outlawing one’s self from one’s
ordinary course of life, and” adopting
.one more weird, is that one cannot al-
ways live high tragedy, but must do
drudgery. "When Celia had thought of
being on the stage, she had fancied

gpirit of daring everything against peo-
ple’s opinions. She recognized herself
once more 2 weak, miserable woman,’
But necessity was her master, and she
had not chosen such a life for herself,
it had been thrust upon her; and after
a moment she realized that, if she sue-
ceeded, she would have taken a long

“T will do'it. Where iz the play 1" .
The manager felt his courage rise.
She believed it would be a terrible

never learned by rote readily at school ;
but she was happily mistaken, for this
was no dull history to be droned out
at so many pages a day, but a living
drama, and by energetically applying
herself she had committed her part
before the others came home from the
theatre in the evening.

This was very fortunate, for it took
away the mnecessity of letting her new
acquaintances know that this was her
first appearance on the stage, and both
herself and the manager hoped, if pos-
gible, that it might be believed that
she was an actress of some standing
that he had picked up on his travels
The manager knew enough of his busi-
ness to suppose she would betray her-
gelf in some gmall way, no matter how
well she succeeded, but then she had
impressed him powerfully with the idea
that she had genius, and he had great
confidence in that. '

Her compagnons de chambre stared the
next morning when she went to re-
hearsal with them, for they had not
guessed who wag to take Miss Ellis's

lace. She had not had a moment
alone all the morning, and she had been
too proud to glance at her book in the
presence of the others ; but she had car-
ried the whole play twice through in
her own mind, and she had lain awake
half the night planning her manner of
renderihg each passage. It may be

herself censured by people, but she had+supposed that she did not feel much

thought she should glory in that, and
she had imagined herself a tragedy
gqueen, deoing stariling and wonderful
things, and producing artful effects. To
play common comedy and sleep in =

like comedy ; in faet, it was never her
choice, though she had the power of
appreciating every shade of it. Dut
people are never so witty as when
entirely wretched, and, strangely enough,

rvoom with three other women had never | in all Celia’s life she had never heen so

entered her head. This disgusted her,

capable of acting comedy as she was

and seemed to take away her heroic .

step towards living. So she answered,

. had no idea where to stapd or what to

task to learn her part, because she had ~ " how much depended on what she did.

- manager bad counted upon as certain,

. chatabre murmured i her hearing,

SOMETHING T0 DO. a1

now. Besides, she had not often the
power of concentrating her mind very
long at a time, but now her over-
“whelming desire to escape from herself
made it possible. The manager gave
her a few hints privately as to the use
of her voice and her positions, se that
she might not show her ignorance at
once. .He kept near her all the time;
and it was necessary, for she had never
been behind the scenes in hér life, and

do. But sho was desperate, and knew

Her mind was so clear, so terribly in-
tense, that she remembered 'every word
of her part, every hint of the manager;
she realized just what tone of voice
could be heard in the farthest galleries,
and never once turned her back to the
empty anditoriure. It was a wonderful
performance, all things considered, and
showed an amount of talent which Celia‘
had never suspected in herself. There
wag not a break or a flaw in it, but it
Jacked just that divine spark which the

—the flavor of genius. He could do
no better. The placards were already
printed, stating that on account of the
aceident which had befallen Miss Ellis,
the part of Kate would be performed
by the famous actress Mara, —a ruse
fair enongh perhaps in a life in which
all is pretence. ‘

Now, notwithstanding it showed great
talent in Celia to do so much in so
short a time, she had, after all, done
no better than the rest of the peo-
ple in the play who had performed it
from childhood upwards; and, as the
clown of the troupe was not very for-
cible, the Kate had been the dependence
of the whole, ‘

The managor felt that she had done
vastly better for the first time than he
had dared to expect, but he felt that
the hundredth time she would fall below
hig éxpectations. The compagnons de

¢ Stupid ! and so old and ugly!” Celia
flushed & little, but half smailed to her-
self.  They repeated the play again
with the same result. She evinced the
same care, and made no mistake in‘any
way, but the performance was quite

her, however; told her she had done
well. He bhad determined to make the
best of a bad matter, and he was sorry
for her,

The next morning they  rehearsed
again in the same way. Miss Ellis,
who had heard from her eompanions
that the new star was of a very low
magnitude, graciously consented that
Celia should use her dresses and her
paint-brushes for the occasion, by the
payment of a small sum.

Celia needed paint to cover the effects
of her weariness and sorrow, and she
used it without scruple, though she
hated herself for the deception. Then
she tock down her magnificent hair and
wreathed it in fantastic ocurls, whieh’
would have been becoming to no one
else, but in which she looked as if
dipped in living fire.  Even then she
was not beautiful, but she was a thing
of passion, and though ladies might eall
her ugly still, no man would have done
80. When the manager saw her, he
said to himsgelf, * After all, she will do
something in the way of tragedy. It in
not strange a comedy should be so dead
a thing to her.”

But he had been mistaken. Celia
had studiously avoided emotion during
each rehearsal, because the stage was
so new to her that she needed to bend
cvery energy to making no blunders,

Now that her part and her posifions
were comparatively familiar to her,

she determined to throw her whole
nature into the play. She thought she
should not be likely to make great
blunders, and she cared little for minor -

ones if she could only play with spirit.
There was litile chance for passion in
this drama, but there wag a certain wild
frolicsomeness and abandon which is
perhaps most possible to a passionate
nature which has thrown off restraint,
and Celia. plunged into it with her soul,
and played it better than it had ever
been played to that audience. There
was & whirl of enthusiasm in the house,

and that notwithstanding she for-
got her stage manners half a dozen
times, stood with her back to the audi-
ence, spoke in & real whisper which’
could not be heard for an aside, and did
twenty things which showed her a nov-

pessionless. The manager encouraged
t 11

ico, But she was' bewitching., She
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looked so and acted so, and the mana-
ger was delighted. He cared nothing
about her mistakes, for it would be for
his credit now to confess that she was a
débutante. In fact, with her consent,
he stepped before the curtain at the
close of the Matinée, while the people
were yet cheering, and wondering they
had never before heard of this remark-
able Marn, and explained to them thr

little ruse, by which he had placed &

new actress on the stage. Then fol-
lowed renewed cheers, till she showed
herself for one instant, courteeued and
disappeared. a

For a single moment her heart beat
high with exultation. Her grace, her
striking face, her beautiful pronunem—
tion, her elocutmnary training, the des-
perate need which had made her do her
. utmost, — all these could not acecount
for her marvellons success, with such
meagre preparation ; and she had testdd
herself, and knew she had proved that
she possessed genius. She was of the
race of the gods.

But after that moment a dull, slck
feeling overwhelmed her, for she ha,d
loved. She had expended her whole
strength of heart in that love, and it
had turned to ashes. There was noth-
ing more left on earth or in heaven to
wish for, Her genius was good for
nothing, except to make her suffer, O
yes, ¥ was, — she could earn her dally
bread ; and the next day she had money
enough to send the railway fare to the
gonelt conductor who had befriended
. £T.

——
CHAPTER XXVIL

LICE had so few acquaintances in
Boston that she had not found it
necessary to tell any one of the eause of
her sudden journey to New York, and,
a3 soon as she returned, she resumed
lessons as usual, though she looked
paler and more fmglle than ever, and
there was something even haggard
about her face, which would have star-
tled any one who comprehended her char-
acter. She, the restful, was ill at ease.
But one day, éarly in December, as
she was leaving Mra, Craig's room, Miss
'I‘wxgg accosted her abruptly, and 1h—

formed her that Robert was at liberty
to see her, Alice blushed a little, for she
had searcely been to see him since her
sigter’s loss, feeling too heart-sick to try
to soothe him, Besides, Dora May
was almost always in the room, and for
some imonths Alice had noticed s cer-
tain hautewr and distance about her
that led her to believe herself to be dis-
agreeable in some way. Robert had too
muchs pride to call for her often, and
she felt that she must not neglect hlm
now. So she went in,

The young girl sat there sewmg.
She half bowed, without rising, - She
looked weak and ill. Robert pointed
peremptorily to the corner, and barri-
caded his visitor therein at once. Then
he mounted the table, and began rough-
ly: “Bo, Miss Wilding, you have given
np my acquaintanee, I see. You need
n’t begin to put on airs and think you are
too good to speak to a poor hunehback
like me. I won't be trampled'upon, and
you need n't try it. Just because your
sister hag married & rich man, — a rich
rascal, I dare say, — you are no better
than you were before.”

He knew, Alice hetter than that, of

course ; but he felt eross and he thought ‘

she would langh at him. He saw his
mistake in an instant, such a look of
distress and pain came over her face.
Neither of them saw the cold, dead look
that came into the downcast eyes of the
sesmetress at the same moment.

“Mr. Rix,” said Alice, gently, “I
hardly think you believe my nature to
be like that ; and though I have not been
to see yomu, 1i: has not been because I
have forgotten you.”

“Why then?” asked Robert, impa-

'| tiently ; but he added in a moment,

“0, you must forgive me. T believe
you have had some gorrow of your own,
and you could not attend to other
people’s complaints.”

He spoke gently, but Alice felt the
reproach and answered sadly: “Tt is
true that I have been self-absorbed.

Fven my seelfishness ought to have

taught me that I could not still my

own suffering except by caring for that-

of others,”

“0, what have I said?” asked Rob-
ert, in a broken, despairing tone. * You
must hiave suffered all before you have

“
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spoken a word, and I have felt that my
poor suﬂ'ermgs, that I have had a whole
life to get nsed to ” (this as if angry with
h1mself), “ were so great that you must

listen to them every moment patiently.

And you call yourself selfish, after all!
Ab, Miss Alice, you must forgive me

- for being %o rough.”

“You have not been rough, Mr. Rix,”

_ said Alite. “I have been inconsiderate

to you I will tell you now what my
gorrow is, and you will understand why
1 have not been myself.”

She hesitated a moment, as she
thought whether any harm could be
done by her revelation. She decided

-not, and it was better she ghould speak

of 1t herself than to wait till rumor

_brought it fo their ears. “1 wish you

would tell no one but Miss Twigg af

» present,” she said, and speaking dis-

tinetly enough for Dora May to hear.
She trusted people, and would exact no
promise of secrecy. “When I went
away 5o suddenly for a few days, [ went
to New York in answer to a telegram
from Mr. Stacy, my sister's husband. He
had been to his own home for one night
to speak preparatory to election, and
when he returned, he found my sister
gone from the hotel where he had left
her. There was nothing to guide him
to her. The watch he gave her on
their wedding-day lay broken on the
floor, and that seemed to sngpest vio-
lence ; but everything else waz undis-
turbed, and the door was locked and the
key was gone. He had left her in per-
fect health. She may have become sud-
denly deranged, or there may have been
force. No exertions have been sufficient
to bring us any elew of her, and we live
in torturing suspense.” She hiad spolen
in a low, ealm, rapid voice ; but when
she finished sho folt as if her whole
power of life had gone out from her in
the effort. She was pale, and trem-
bled from head to foot. Robert at-
tempted no consolation in words. He
brought her wine, which she refused, and

then water. It was several mirutes be-

fore she could move. Then she went
away without speaking, and half won-
dered why she had been moved to tell
the story when she might have con-
cealed it

When she ha.d gone, Robert Rix la.id

his head cfn the table and cried and
.sobbed for an hour. No one noticed
the young semmstress, who had fainted.
She gradually recovered conscionsness,
and went away to her little cold cham-
ber, herself cold and rigid.

Alico lay 2}t day on her wofa in o~
state of exhaustion. She had never
stated the matter to herself or Dick in
such plain words as she had this day
spoken. They had conveyed by glances,
by half sentences, what they wished to
say, and she felt as if she had fixed the
fate of her sister immutably by relating
the circumstances so fully.

At twilight Alice felt cold, and put
a little coal on the five. Tt flashed up
and lightened the roorn with a hopeful
radiance, and some one tapped at the
door.

“Come in,” gaid Alice, faintly. The
door opened, the light fell full on the
figure in black, and in another ;moment
the misters were in each other's arms.
Celia spoke first, in a tone which was
sharply, strangely self-possessed for her
to use. “ Alice, my dear, I hardly
thought how much I made you suffer,
but 1 eould not help it. Will you look
the door that no one may interrupt us?”

Alicoe obeyed with fear and dread,
“Celia, where have you been? Dick
and I have been too wretched to live.”

Celia shuddered at Dick’s name, and
could not speak. She held out the
soiled, tear-stained letter, and sat grim-
ly while her sister read it by the flick-
ering firelight.

“Thedirection—"began Alice, faintly.

“Yes,” said Celia, in a hard tone.
“ You see that —that — he knew Dora
May. The letter is true. You see by
the postmark it should have reached
him long before. I re*md it by accident
the night he was away.”

“ And left him of your own will}”
said Alice.

Celia told her story briefly, in an
indifferent tone. - .

“Ah!” paid Alice, distressed. “ Ca.n
you guesg the agony of suspense, and
leave him to suffer so 1"

“I don't do it to punish hnn, said
Celia, with a quivering voice. T don’t
want revenge. It is instinct. I can
never se:\#ﬁm again.”

« Could’ I — " said Alice.
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“ No ore can come between us. I
am still his true wife. I love him, and
he loves me. You don't understand,”
she -added, as Alice looked surprised,
“but if it had been otherwise 1 could

"not have married him, And love is
eternal.” . ~ ‘

“Then,” said Alice, eagerly, “he
could marry only you.”

“ Aliee,” replied her sister, sternly,
“for once in your life you are blind
and hasty. He could not help loving
me, but the sin had been committed
before, and he should have borne its
penalty. He could not marry her, but
he had no right to marry me. T be-
lieve in but one love, and the right 1,1:0
that may be forfeited.”

“ And yet can there be a sin which
repentance cannot wash out?” asked
Alice. : |

“It is (God who has appcinted the
laws,” ‘replied Celin, in a hard tone.
“No one can help poor Dora May.
Who then can help us?  Alice, I think
1've lost all religion. Now I know only
enough to obey thoso intuitions which
have cast me alone, famished and cold,
on a loveless world.”

Alice took both her sister’s icy hands
in her own, and, looking at her with
clear eyes, said : ““ By and by, Celia, you
will know that God himself is enough
to fill and satisfy every soul he has
created ; but, 0 my darling, I could
shed tears of blood for you!”

As she spoke, Celia started spasmofli-
cally, for they heard the footsteps which
they knew too well, saddened as they
were, ascending the stairs, Alice
Tooked half pleadingly at her. " “ No, no,
no,” said Celia, trembling in every limb.
And there came a knock at the dobr’

“Is it you, Dick?” said Alice, sum-
moning all her powers. But she had

" to try several times before she recoverad
her voice sufficiently to be heard out-
side. '

“Yes. May I comeint”

“Not tonight,” said Alice, gently.
“1 am not feeling very well.” .

“Then good night, my dear sister,”
he said, and went away. His voice
was calm, but very grave. It touched
a chord in Celia’s nature, and she was

“ Alice, what would zow have done1”
- % Marriage is for eternity,” said Alice,
yet feeling the case could never have
been her own. :

¢ But on earth?”

“The physical tie must be broken, —
snapped,” said 'Alice, instantly ; “but,
O my dear! I believe you are cruel to
leave him in such torture of suspense.
You ghould have told him why you
left him,”

“0,” gnid Celia, in agony, “then I
could never have left him at all! Be-
sides, I know him well. If he knew I
went away of my own will, I believe it
would infuriate him and ruin  him.
Now he may be nobler.” Her voice
was choking, and she hurried away.

‘She was only spending a day or two
in the city. Of course she could not
risk acting there ; but she had taken ad-
vantage of the manager’s coming there
to make arrangements for a Southern

tour to come and set Alice atrest, And’

then she went away, leaving no trace
behind.

+
CHAPTER XXVIIIL

é LICE found herself in a hard posi-

tion after Celia was gone. She
must see Digk, and know his terrible
suspense and anxiety, seem to sympa:
thize with it and yet not relieve it.
She regretted that she had not com-
pelled her mister to allow her some
word to him. She sometimes thought
ghe would tell him that she had had
word that she was safe, though they
could not see her or know more of her,
But' she dared not do that. She knew
that if he once suspected that she knew
anything of the matter, it would be
impossible for her to conceal anything,
and she felt bound in honor to Celia
while she felt gumilty in her silence to
Dick. . It was hard for her to meet
him in a familiar, sisterly way, and
betray nothing of the vepugnauce she
felt for his sin. Celia, who had parted
from him so utterly, did not think to
what her silence subjected Alice. Yet fo
Alice this daily intercourse was far Tess
trying, not ouly becanse she did not
love him, but because she looked at his

able to shed tears. By and by her fhce
goftened. !

sin in a different light. It seemed ter-
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. rible to her, perhaps as much go as to

Celia, but she could understand that
one may do wrong thoughtlessly and

' repent it bitterly, and may deserve

pity and forgiveness. Still, as Celia
said, life had become hopeless for Dora
May ; why should it not be hopeless to
him also? He had not so much to
bear as she. And what a strange retri-
bution had met him | — the conseguence
divectly of his very own act, though he
did not know that.

The task of Alice was easier than it
would have been had she known the
truth at first, because now Dick had
almost ceased to talk about hiyloss. He
strolled in, looking wretehedly, glanced
at her always keenly, as if he hoped

. she might have some good news to tell,

talked listlessly a few minutes, and then
went restlessly away again. Her pity
for him olmost made her forget that
his punishiment was deserved. Several
wesks went by in this way.  He was
doing nothing in the Legislature, he grew
sterner and sadder every day. Alice
saw, with pain, that he was being ruined
by grief, and she determined to make a
great effort and talk to him about it.
He came in at twilight one Sunday
evening, and took a seat near Alice at the
window, They watched the great stars

-shine out in the heavens one by oue,

in the winter sky, It waslike an evening
hardly more than a year age when he
had overtaken Celia as she’ hastened
home with her Christmas presents.

“Dick,” said Alice, “what are you
doing in the Legislature?”

‘“Nothing,” he answered moodily.
“Now Aleck is out there is nobody to
stir us up, and, for my own part, I don't
think I should know if they were doing
anything.” ‘

Alice looked at him intently a mo-
ment, and then said, “I believe you
are doing wrong.” '

“Wrong}” said he, uneasily, “I
hardly know what thit mesns. 1 think
how I am going o endure, and have
not much space for my conscience to
trouble me. Let me but be relieved
from suspense (I think I could bear to
know she i3 dead), and I should be fit
for something.”

“But that casnnot be,” said Alice,
slowly and sadly.

“What !” said he, fiercely, “How
can you speak like that tome? 7 have
not lost hope yet.” ,

How she longed to tell him what she
knew.

“But even during the suspense there
must be some meaning in it which ‘God
has put there for us.”

“(Fod 1" said Dick, impatiently. «Tf
there is a God, he is crnel. How can
you expect the thought of him to help
me? You have not suffered as [ have,
and do not understand it.”

“And yet he does know what we
need,” she gaid, after a moment.

“Do I need this?” asked Dick, rais-

ing his haggard face. “I don’t pretend
to be very good, but T have never been -
a bad person. My peccadilloes don’t
deserve such torture ag this.”
" Peceadilloes | So that was his term
for blighting o life! Bob » moment
after she pitied him, for she saw the
black clouds gather on his face as he
said, ¢ Well, perhaps I deserve to suffer,
But of what use is mere retribution?
T am only erushed.” -

“Do not be,” said Alice, earnestly.
“If there is mo happiness left in the
world for you, there iz at lesst work
waiting to be done, and it is the part
of a brave man to do it.” ‘

“Iam not a coward,” said he, rousing
himself. “And I am willing to give
money in a patronizing way, and like
to bow to my inferiors, but I haven't
much of the true Sir Launfal in me,
I don’t think I could live just for the
sake of others.” :

Nevertheless, he had told the truth
whenr he had sdid he was no coward,
He was not even a moral coward.
His life had been so sunshiny, so free-
from morbid ingredients, that with all
his powers of mind, his ability in study,
and his grasp of a subject, he had never-
learned to reflect. The blow which had:
fallen upon him, — to him the most hor-
rible whick could fall, — striking him in
the most sensitive spot, had heen so
sudden, and had contained such sus-
pense, that it had stunned him,”  He had
kept hoping, even against hope, week
after week, that in some way the mys-
tery would  be cleared up, and he would
find himself a8 happy as he had been

before. While he felt this, nothing had.
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impelled him to think about any duty
for himself. But the few words Alice
said meemed to rouse him from his
stupor. That she had spoken so taught
him how narrow was the chance he
should ever know more-of his lost wife
than he knew now. It showed him
that her only sister had given up hope:
Then how forlorn must that hope be
to which he himself clung. He saw
distinctly, at a flash, that if he waited
till his suspense ceased before he did
anything, he should probably wait all
his life; and waste all his powers 1n
fruitless self-torture.

The winter wind blew keenly on h1s
face, the frosty stars shone clear and
lighted a path for him through the
snow, and he said to himself: “1 am
a man, and will bear my sorrow lik
a man, withont wincing. TInstead of
the happiness which I longed for and
lost, my life shall be spent in work, —
work which may perhaps bring to others
the blessing I have missed for myself
So help me God !

Unlike Alice, who began with God
always, he began with his manhood and
worked upward to the Divine idea.

He began at once to carry out his
resolutions. He worked early and late
on all sorts of legislative business. He
listened patiently to all sides of every
question, and endeavored to decide con-
goientiously on all. He introduced bills
and made speeches. His days and
nights were crowded with labor. In
his two previous winters in the Legisla-
ture he had made no impression except
a8 a promising young lawyer. Now he
began to be talked of as a man of great
politieal ability, and, moreover, as a con-
gcientions man. The combination of
the two might have led people to
consider him na lwsws nature, had not
hiz wealth, his patrician manners, and
his aristocratic connections made it im-
possible for any.one to.laugh at him,
even good-naturedly. He never gave
anybody a loophole to call him eccen-
tric. His somewhat conservative ideas
stood him in good stead too. If he
advocated the justice of a measurs, it
was a measure which seemed just to
-everybody, which nobody dared openly
disapprove. But there are many things

which everybody acknowledges, which

still no one seems disposed to advoeate ;

80 there was ample space for him to do

good. He had not an atom of the Rad-
ical about him, so he shocked nobody’s
prejudices, though he often fought

against their practical living, and so

made himself a fow enemies. He was
one of those men who are born with a
silver spoon in the mouth. He had all
the gifts and ail the graces. . He was
chivalrous, brave, and truthful; but it
cost him less to be truthful than if he
had,had a deeper insight or on-sight,
and had been stirred by the visions of
the future to attempt realizing them in
the present. He took “chort views,”
and saved himself from morbiduess smd
hig constituents from uneasiness. Yet
for all his gifts, for all bis “ silver spoon,”
this man had missed the perfect round-
ing of his life, the happiness which one
would have gaid was his birthright,
and all through one sin, though he was
unconscious of cause and sequence ! Per-
haps, whent he was left alone so cruelly,
he sometimes thought how he had left
ancther, and recognized that G'od had
meant his punishment to come in a
similar way, though he could not guess
how directly.

Work will comfort when everything
else hag failed, and in the fervor of his
own work, the success which attended
him, and the surety that through his
meang many were made happier, he
began to recover the tone of his naturs,
though its elasticity was gone. He no
longer bounded up the stairs, and played

merry jokes, and laughed and teased.:

The boyish grace was gone, as, indeed,
was right in 2 man grown. He had

left society entirely, and given up all -

amusements. His friends feared lest
his health should give way unless he
took some relaxation ; but he was better

than when he only brooded without'

wotking, and any scene of pleasure
would have awakened such painful feel-

ings that it would have been weariness

instead of rest. But & young man who
has lived to be seven or eight and twen-
ty without much care to make him pre-

maturely old, who has a vigorous con-

stitution, developed by all. sorts of
athletic exercizes, who hag known no
illness and has never overworked, has

such a stock of health on hard that it‘l
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must take a héavy blow indeed to pros-

. trate him, and he does not commonly

'die in & minute. .

So all the suffering and work which
had now come to Dick did not make
a very appreciable difference in his
strength, Only those who knew  him
best detected that he was a shade paler
and thinner than in the old days.

He did not care to. go home much.
His mother and sisters looked at him
in such pity that he was exasperated,
knowing that they believed the worst,
and the worst to them meant exactly
what it did to him, This enraged him,
beeauze he thought it the depth of wn-
charitableness for any one clse not to

‘overlook what he knew in his heart he

conld never overlook himself, Alice was
the only person who seemed to look at
things except through lenses. To her

every person was just what he himself

wag now, without reference to his past
and without reference to what the
gruelty, neglect, or force of amother
might have made him. 8o, if Dick
found himself longing to talk to any
one, he soon Jearned that it was only
with her that he could find any comfort,
She was thus forced to live in some
messure a double life, being the confi-
dante of both her sister and her sister’s
husband. She wished to write to Celia
and tell her she could not bear it, but
she did not know how to address a let-
ter. Celia believed that a correspond-
ence, even under a feigned name, might
lead to her discovery ; and, besides, she

~had never cared to write letters, and

felt that it would now be intolerable.
As if to make her position as hard
ag possible, Alice was thown in close
contact with Dora May, the third actor
in the tragedy; but, as has been said,
Miss May had avoided her ever since

“her sister’s marriage. Tt was, at first, a

relief. to her. She folt guilty as she
thought she knew the reason for the pa-
thot in the face of the young sewing-girl.
It was by accident, —an accident so cruel
that it had shattered the lives of those
dearest to her, —and yet she almoat felt
as if she were in some way to blame.
Then she wondered why this strange
sorrow had been allowed to befall her,
and she saw it was meant that she

she tried so earnestly to be so, that, in
gpite of the reluctance on both sides,
she finally won the young girl to her
again. She thought she could not help
her much except by drawing her out of
her morbid loneliness, and yet some-
times the conversation would take a
turn whieh made it possible for her to
say words of real comfort as if by chance.
It was imposaible for any one to be long
with Alice without feeling how sincerely
with her the past was actually past,
and that she took persons at their pres-
ent intrinsic valuation,

Dora. began .to lose the depressed,
shrinking lovh ohe had worn, ~—she
could not lose the sadness, — she began
to develop neéw encrgies and to find new
interests. For a long time she had felt
that all she could look forward to in the
world was simply to earn “enough to
keep her alive ; now she began to ques-
tion whether it might not be right and
well and happy for her to try to im-
prove herself in all ways, even if there
was no one to notice her improvement,

‘or to care, So she began to read, and .

found herself gradually becoming more
and more interested in many subjects of
which she had Known nothing before.
The world broadened before her. Yet
who shall say it was not hard ?

#If I be dear to some one else,
Then I should be to myself more dear.
* Shall T not take care of all that I think,
Yea, even of wretched meat and drink,
: If I be dear,
If T be dear, to some one else §”

But to be dear to no one! Besides
the sadness of it, how it paralyzes | Poor
Dora! She needed all the strength and
encouragement which the friendship of
a girl like Alice counld give her.

And Alice, she was poor and alone.
The teaching which' gained her daily
bread brought scarcely anything more,
gsince it would have been hardly possible
for her to teach anywhere and gain less
influence than in. her present position,

and influence was her grand aspiration,

She wag doing in sueh incidental ways
more to bless her fellow-creatures than
she dreamed, If we could caleulate in-
fluenoces as we can a logarithm, we might
find comfort when we have utterly failed
in what we undertock with pure mo-

should be a friend to Dora May; and

tives.

'
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At last, however, Dick, with his usual
kindnegs, found a place for her in a

large private school, where she couldj

teach more according o her ideas, and'
where her salary was sufficient for all
her modest wishes. She eould indulge:
quietly in small charities, which made,
her almost as happy as the large ones in
which Celia had revelled on her weddmg
tour. She could hear as much music
and see as many pictures as she pleased.

And she could spend. a month among
the mountains in the simmer. Sfie was
certainly the most beautiful of teachers,
and found in her work the inspiration
which a poet finds.in poetry or a mu-
sician in music.  She had all she needed
to make her happy. She was happy, and
tried to be entirely so; but to & girl of
twenty-two a home all alone does nob
seem a rich and bounteous existence,

however good and high it may be.

e e

CHAPTER XXIX.

- LECE’S disappointment in politics
was not the only one he had to
endure. This in itself was sufficiently
keen to o young man who enjoyed po-
litical life, and who had courage to he-
lieve that the world could not do with-
out him, He was angry, too, that his
honesty had proved a stumbling-block ;
" and, hed his nature not been so large
and genial, he might have become bit-
terly cynical at this period of hig life.
But, determined to make the best of
the position, he went on with his farm
work and his physician’s work without
stopping to lament over what wes ir
remediable, when lo, he began to discover
by degrees that he was rapidly losing
‘his practice. This was not because he
was a less skilful physician than he had
always been ; indeed, with his constant
study and experience, he was becoming
very sure and reliable in hig profession.
He was forced to admit to himself re-
luctantly, becanse he believed in man-
kind, that his patrons were deserting
him solely becanse he held such radical
views. This was a harder test for him
than the defeat upon election day. He
could believe that persons might con-
scientiously differ from his opinions, and

.

think it dangerous to give him the .

power of making laws for them, buf
that any one should be so bigoted as to
make hatred of beliefs a ground for ha-
tred of himself struck him as amazing.
Do not believe that he was a Verdant

Green, but he was a man of deep and .

wide faith.

He was unconguerable. He -might
have been idle fairly, for he had a,lmost
finished his farim work for the winter, so
confident had he been of being in the
city. . There was no work which he
must do, 8o he was obliged to seek for
some. Begides, he needed to use econ-
omy. -So he proposed to discharge his
hired man, and do all his work himself,
But Aaron, knowing of no other place
which he wanted, agreed o stay and do

‘chores’ for his board, if Aleck would
tezch him something about chemistry
and agriculture.  His  enterprising
Yankee spirit had caught fire from hig
employer’s, and he meant to “know
gomething.” Aleck liked the plan, for
then he could conscientiously take more
time to study himself.

“By the way, Aleck,” said Aaron, in
the rural republican style, “1 think
you might chirk up. Nebody’s been
very sick yet ; but when they are, I'll
bet they 'd a mighty sight rather have
you than go all the way to the West
Village for that old fogy.”

“] thought so too at first,” said
Aleck ; “but 1 heard to-day that half a

dozen of' the leading men in town, Read-

ed by Squire Jameson, have proposed to
a new physieian, Dr. Armstrong, to
gettle here, and have pledged themselves
to see that he iy supported for a certain
time if he ian't sufﬁc{cnﬂy patronized.”

Aaron whistled in amagement. “How
plaguy mad they must be at you! I
guess they ain't gomg to forgive you
right away.”

“They can't forgive me,” returned
Aleck, looking proud; “for I won’t be
forgiven, since I don't deserve it.”

“Well,” said Aaron, with 8 beaming
smile, 1711 bet on you.”

Aleck smiled too. ¢ Perhaps I shall
make a fortune off my farm, now that
I’ve nothing else to do,” said he. # And
then I can go whene T pleass, and work

my way up again.”

“You will, if anyhody," said Aaron,~
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“but I think it’s plaguy mean that a
smart honest chap like you is down so
far now.. I g'pose you could n't see any
few light on the woman guestion and
50 on, ~_could you now 7

Aleck langhed. %1 don’t see any new
light, at any rate.”

“0 well,” said Aaron. “I sposed
you'd donu what' you thought was right,
and that nothing could alter you; but
if you only could change in some few
things, or, at any rate; make up your
mind to keep mum about them when it
ain't going to do any good to say any-
thing, it would make s sight of diffor-
ence in matters and things. Kvery-
body knoWs you are smart, and when

they first elected you to the Legislature’

the whole town was as proud as & pea-
cock of you. Gracious! don't you ve-

.member how they cheered 1"

Aleck winced. He did remember.
At that time he had ‘been rather unso-
phisticated, and, though he way not a
vain fellow, the applause which ‘had
followed his speeches and the annoince-
ment of his election had made his heart
bound with pleasure. His whole life
had stretehed before him and the pame
to win. Now, in only two years, his
whole life seemed to stretch before him
and the game was apparently lost,

“ Everybody can’t be a knight-er-
rant,” said he, cheerfully, “so let any-
body who is faint-hearted keep his
opinions to himself and get on peaceably ;
but, for my part, I shall never want any
favor which iz to be had by sacrificing
my right to say what I please when 1
please and where I pleage.”

And that wag the end of the ma.tter
for that time nt lemsts The old h(mﬁs—
keeper, Aleck, and Aaron were left to
themselves in the plain farm-house for
‘the winter. The men studied, and the

. housekeeper sewed and read by herself

and with Aleck, who had a mania for
making everybody about him interested
in ‘what interested him, * He had not
entirely lost his friends, to be sure.
There weré some men in the town who
agreed with him in many ways, and
still others who respected him while
they differed from him ; but the money,
weight, influence, and ‘education of the
town were all against him,

He smiled a little’ and with ]ess bit-

12

terness than he might have done when
his poor patients also' deserted him.
Before the new doctor came they were
all stanch friends of Dr. Hume, not-
withstanding his unpopularity among
the leading powers. But when Dr.
"t Armstrong arrived, and proved himself
a good, skilful phyaici&u, and unwilling
to take fees from the poor though he
was in such demand among the rich,
they suddenly discovered that, since it
would cost them nothing to desert Aleck,
it was right that they too should be-
ware how they encouraged such dan-
gerous political opinions.

Parhaps Aleck thought rather rue-
fully sometimes of the cosey little chats
of the previous winters and the happy
quartette who had assembled in Alice’s
little sitting-room. Perhaps he some-
times envied the trio, whom he fancied
happy without him ; for such care had
been observed that the news of Cclia's
disappearance had not found its way
into the papers, and Aleck never cor-
responded with anybody. We do not
invariably know what we are envying,

In the spring he went to work upon
the farm with & will, He made great
changes in it, believing that if he de-’
voted himself to the raising of early
and choice vegetables and fruits, he
might, soon be well-to-do in the world.
But troubles do not come alone. A
terrible drought, lasting nearly all sum-
mer, destroyed, one after another, all

‘his plants, and he found his purse

far more slender in August than it was
in April, though it had not been plethoric
then.

“A bad look,” smd Aaron, glancing
at the parcleed field, in which their last
hopes had withered, one evening, “1I
should like to have some rain, but I
guess it's too late for it to do wus any
good.” '
. ¢ Yes,” said Aleck composedly 3 “but
we have the satisfaction of knowmg we
have managed well, and we are not to
blame.”

“T must say you take things cool,
said Aaron, “I have n't seen you eross
once.” ‘

“It wouldn't do any good to be,”
said Aleck, with a smile. . Besides, I
don't want to be. T am willing to own
that I don’'t know what iz best for me,
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and T sha’ n't fret about what the Lord
gends.”

Nevertheless, when Aaron had gone
home and Aleck stood alone looking at
his desolate fields, his mouth settled
into a sad, grave expression. He walked
carefully about, searching for any little
shoots which were not yet quite with-
ered. He found very few, and as he
came back to the spot he started from,
he sang softly to himself, with a comi-
cal ook : —

¢ Years have passed on and I have n't saved a
dellar,

Evelina still lives in the green, grassy holler ;

I ghell have money enough to marry her never,

Bo I should n't be surprised if I loved her for-
ever.”

Lo .

CHAPTER XXX,

IT wag g brilliant night in one of the
Southern cities. The brilliancy with
which we have to do, however, was not
that of the stars, but within the theatre-
in which Celia had an engagement.
She had been winning more and more
applause in each of the neighboring
cltie]i, 80 tlhat thTehhouse wag crowded to
gee her play. ¢ play was a tragedy,
and she entered intopit ywith her t%-fw{re
soul. The applause was prolonged and
deep, and her courage rose, She forgot
herself entirely and became the hapless
_queen whom she represented in very
deed.- She was called before the cur-
tain again and again, and bouguets of
the richest flowers fell at her feet. She
bad had success before ; now it seemed
that she was creating a furor. Night
after night this went on. Every night
the house was more and more crowded.
She had no time, to think of anything
else, for she was constantly occupied in
learning new rdles, — not an easy thing
for a beginner like her. Luckily, she
had the geniug to improvise when she
forgot her part. People were all asking,
“Who is shel” “Mrs. Brown” did
not prove a very satisfactory answer,
but it was all they could obtain, On
the night in question, as she gathered
up her bouquets she caught a glimpse
of something glittering in one of them ;
she looked at it again, and found it to

behind the curtain, and no amount of
applause could bring her back again.
She had been in the city a week, and, ag
we have said, she had been too thor-

time to think. But now, as she turned
into herdressing-room, everything rushed

face.

_“ And has it come to this 1" she said,
with -curling lip. “Have I so far for-
gotten myself, even in a place like the
theatre, that a stranger dares to treat
me go ?— 1, the wife of Richard Stacy !”
She absolutely writhed at the thought.
She had believed that any woman of
purity and spirit eould always so act
that no man calling himself 2 gentle-
man would dare to make advances to
her. It was a little thing, to be sure,

only a gift from one carried away by
her acting. She always reccived the

should think she would wear jewelry
given her by a stranger! Meantime
the young man who had thrown the
bouquet was just as angry as she, with
less canse. His eagerness to see her
was heightened by the repulse. He had
the nature of a hunter. S¢ he curbed
the rising passion, and sauntered leisure-
ly behind the curtain, where he was
already well known. '

“That ‘Mara’ of yours is a con-
founded good player,” said he to the
manager. “Can’t you introduce me?”
“ Of course not,” replied the manager,
with some scorn, “I never introduce
actresses to young gentlemen,” —a
glight stregs_on the last word.

“0,” laughed the young man, “you
need n't 'be so ruffied! Of course 1
shall see her, so it is a mere question
of time, " You ecan help-me or not, as
you please.” o

* See here, young man,” replied the
manager, sharply; “I won't have you
going on in this way. If those whom I

be o bracelet of gold and jewels, With

enguge choose to make friends for them-

sudden anger, she dashed it upon the
stage, in the sight of the whole assem-
bly. However the giver may have felt
at such treatment of his gift, the rest
of the aundience applauded, guessing at

the reason ; but Celia had disappeared | suppose,” said the young man, with &

‘manager, shortly.

oughly busy every moment to have

to her mind at once. She locked her .

‘geniug, and you bristle up at-once.
door, and paced the room with a blazing

“let-girl ; she has a temper like wildfire

and she might have thought of it as -
. manager, coolly ; * and if you do not go

flowers in that spirit. But that any one -

"long as he liked.

" he did not go.
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gelves, that is none of my affair ; but if
anybody attempts to annoy them or
intrude on them, I shall protect them.
¢ Mare’ is wholly under my care.”

¢ Then ‘Mrs. Brown’ is only a myth, I

furtive glance. , )
«That is nothing to yon,” said the

¢ Qho! then I see how things are,”
said the young man, with a light laugh.
«J only wanted to be acquainted in a
friendly sort of way with a woman of

I think I understand.” ‘ :

“And I think yow are a fool,” said
the manager, “and I wow't have you
about. I can tell you one thing, if you
are the puppy who flung the bracelet,
you need never expect to advance one
whit farther in Mrs. Brown's good gra-
ces than you are now. She isn't a bal-

and s will like iron.”

“ What language do you use to me?”
stamamered the young man, red with
rage. :

“ Better than you deserve,” said the

at once, I shall take measures to put
you out.” C
The young man deemed it prudent
to get out of the building as fast as
possible, but saw nothing to prevent
his lounging in the shadow outside as

The manager knocked at Celia’s door.
He hesrd 2 rustling within, but no
answer. He knocked again, and this
time he spoke. Reassured by his voice,
she opened the door and stood there
looking haughty and angry.

“Mrs. Brown,” said the manager,
“the fellow who annoyed you so has
been to me just now.”.

“With an apology}” asked she,
proudly. :

“ No,” said the manager, “he wishes
to see you. I took the liberty of refus-
ing for you.” T

“Wellt” said Celia, wondering why

“He is an obstinate sort of fellow,
who does not like to be balked,” added
‘the manager; “and I suspect that
‘though T have ordered him out of the

waiting for you. I warn you to be on
your guard”

“You think T shall not be safe alone
in my carriaget” said Celin, her eyes
glittering dangerously.

1 think the fellow will try to speak
to you,” said the manager. “I cannot
go home with you now myself, and T
therefore spoke to Siedhof, and he will
accompany you, if you wish.” '
“Thank you,” said Celia, “you are
very kind” ; and in a voice as low as a
breath, she added, “Do such things
often happen to actresses who do not
encourage thera ?”

“(, you need not be frightened!”
said the manager, good-humoredly.
“There are plenty of silly fellows who
can’t be made to understand at first
that their attentions can be unaccepta-
ble to any one, You will probably be
annoyed more or less by such, it is the
penalty you pay for acting well ; but no
harm will be done.”

Celia shut her teeth together that
she might not blaze out. She was
learning to keep a watch upon herself.
«Tell Mr, Siedhof I am ready,” she
said in a moment.

Mr. Siedhof was an old, bald-headed
musiian to whom Celia had been
drawn &t once by his devotion to music
and hig beautiful politeness. She was
glad the manager had chosen him for
her escort. As she went out, leaning
on his arm, a figure drew back baffled
into the shade, and they seated them-
selves in the carriage unmolested. .

“Young lady,” said Mr. Siedhof, with
the slightest possible German manner
and accent, “you played.well to-night.
I found myself glad to use my. violin in
your service.”

Celia sighed wearily, She meant to
say nothing, but her heart was very full.
She had never learned much self-con-
trol, snd she hod an instinetive focling
that Siedhof was to be trusted ; so, al-
most before she knew it, she found her-
self mpeaking.

T wigh, Mr, Siedhof, that I bad nof
played well. I have believed, that, the
more genius one displayed, the safer one
must be. T have proved the contrary.
1 never played so well as tonight, and
never met with such humiliation.”

building he is still lwking outside,
N 7 :

“Ah! you mean the bracelet,” said
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My. Siedhof, quietly. ¢ My dear young|you everywhere. You will show your-

lady, you must not lay thap to heart. |self a brave woman in being above being -

You are not to blame for what some one | troubled by it. Owerlook it, but ’do not

else does.”
¢ T feel to blame,” cried Celia. ¢ That

geem angry.”

“That may do for calm natures,” an-

a man who does not know me should |swered Celia, “but how_‘can it do for
. dare to give me a present. What must|one like me? O Mr. Siedhof, all my
Ihavedone? How must I have acted 1" |impulseslead me always towards flight !

“You have acted right, young lady,”

said Mr. Siedhof, who never could call [ hof.

her’ Mrs. Brown, perhaps because he

“T1t is braver to stay,” quoth Sied-

“T will stay, said Celia, affer a mo-

could not believe it her true name ;|ment of hesitation, and”you must help
“vour mistake was in believing that!me to bear what I must.

genins can be comprehended by those
who have not its germs.”
“Tt i3 no genius then,” mpid Celia,
quickly. “That which is really large,
and not one-sided, must comprehend the
smaller in it. And then I kave made
an impression and the wrong one, 1
despise myself.”
¢ Do not so,” answered the German.
“ Nover despise yourself for what an-
other does to harm you. You played
well and truly. I heard you and I
know. DBecause a man was prosent
whose soul was go small that he saw
only the brilliancy, and not the depth, of
the play, you should not blame your-
gelf.” -
“You are kind to tell me that,”‘sa,id
Celia. “1I believe you must be right,
and am glad to feel that perhaps I need
not secorn myself, though I truly think
that the best genius ought to reach the
roughes$ natores.”
«The roughest ¢ Yes,” said the Ger-
man, with a flashing eye; ‘but not a
mean and polished nature, in which
there is no nature, but only art.”
“Tell me the truth, Mr. Siedhof,”
said Celia, earnestly, “have I any-
thing more to fear from this man?”
«Y do not know him,” replied he,
“put T fear he will not be contented to
fail so entirely in attracting your atten-
tion. You need not be afraid of him,
but you may be pnnoyed for a little
while.”

# 8o the mamger zaid,” said Cela. |
“ What shall I do? Shall I give up my
engagement and go away and find some-
thing else to do?” '

% Not so,” replied Siedhof, quickly, to
check her impulsiveness. “You are

“Very well” said Mr. Siedhof. “I
thought you had courage.”

But they had reached Celia’s hotel,
and the conversation was brought to a
close. )
Celia’s room was a good, large, airy
one ; but as she was to stay in it only a
few weeks it contained no little home-
like ornaments, simply the hotel furni-
ture and fwo immense trunks for her
wardrobe. The room and furniture
were sufficiently handsome, for Celia’s
succoss had beon such as to ensble her
to live in comfort ; but the whole effect
was dreary and lonely in the extreme.
Poor girl ! she had never yet really had
a home since her father died, and now
she had given up the hope of ever hav-
ing one ; so she was contented to sleep
all she comld, and to spend her days
in ‘committing to memory her rdles,

herself so busy that she had not much
time to think how lonely she was; and

kept her vigorous when she must have
died without it. _
She undressed immediately and went
to bed with a fierce determination to.
think no more of the occurrences of the
evening ; but she found herself unable
to sleep, and tossed and turned all night,.
listening to the sounds of gayety in the
adjoining rooms which were kept up for
hours. ' )
These rooms were also occupied by
an actress who.wes playing in o vival
theatre, and whose reputation was of
much longer stending than - Celia’s.

the hotel for a few weeks, her rooms
had nothing of & forlorn or uninhabited
appearance. Her parlor was adorned

meeting only a fype of evil, not an indi—
vidunl. Something of this might assail

with every little knick-knack which

and at present, at any rate, she found .

with her, as with Dick, intense work .

‘ought to be a little allowance made for

* outstay the other, but Miss Hiinten
‘managed very adroitly amd sent them

Though she too was only staying at -
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tagte could devige or money could buy.

Her flowers were grouped effectively, so |

that the whole room seemed to blossom
with them. Celia always threw hers
carelessly into a bowl of water, in a
heap, ' . '

The other actress was not alone ; she
was surrounded by a gfonp of half adozen
young men, who were partaking with her

CHAPTER XXXT.

8 might be supposed, Celia’s an-

noyances did not end in a single
evening. For a week she was perse-
cuted with notes in everyl shape and
conveyed: to her in all ways, — by post,
left at her hotel, handed her by some of
the supernumeraries about the theatre

of a very elegant little supper. They|who had been bribed to see that they

were all well dressed, young, and hand-
some, and full of wit. The young lady
was worn, but she had skilfully re-
paired the ravages of dissipation by
paint, and looked very brilliant, and
said the gayest things, constantly, in
ihe pertest way. The young men ad-
dressed her variously, each having a
different pel name for her,  “ Net-
ty,” and “Tony,” “ Antoine,” * Nina,”
“ Annie,” were the various changes
which they rang upon her Christian
name of Antoinetta, while one addressed
her brusquely slways as * Hiinten.”
She wag still dressed ag at the theatre,

In o costume between a gypey and o
ballet-girl, and she langhed, danced, and
sung, with the: utmost freedom, She
was an arrant coquette, and found noth-
ing easier than t{o make all the six
young men hate each other and love
her at once, and each to think that she
loved him and regarded all the rest as
bores.

. Celia, tossing in anger,on her bed, be-
came still ‘moro angry as she now and
then heard snatehes of the flippant eon-
versation. It was actresses such ag An-
toinetta Hilnten whe brought about such
annoyanees to actresses like Celia. It
is to be feared that the latter did not
excuse her even on the plea that she
seemed to be thoroughly enjoying her-
self and entertaining other people, while
Celia was gloomy and solitary. There

that. ) :
The six young men wished each to

all off' at once. When they were gone,
ghe locked and bolted her doors, walked
up to the pier-glass and looked at her-
self intently for a long time:; She
turned away with a weary and sad face,
drank esgerly a glass of wine, and went

reached her, concealed 'in bouquets, till -
she dared not receive any flowers at all.
Bhe could not help reading some of
these, for the handwriting was dis-
guised in various ways, and she could
not be quite sure, without opening them,
what was their origin. The young
man declared his passion in sufficiently
strong terms, and she was infinitely dis-
gusted and would certainly have taken
refuge 'in flight but for Siedhof’s ad-
vice. - |

“Do mnot lower yourself by letting
him see that he troubles you,” said he.
At the end of a week the young man
gave over the pursait, finding that he
received no sign in reply, and endeav-
ored to take his revenge by hissing
Celia off the stage. He was unsuccess-
ful, however, here also, for, though a
few of his companions joined him, the
city in general were too much pleased
with the new actress to allow such a
thing to go on ; so the young man was,
in the end, obliged to betake himeelf to
the rival theatre and find what consola-
tion he might in the society of the sirens
of the ballet, being, however, firat held
up to scorn and well shaken by the sar-
casmg of Antoinetta Hiinten, whom he
had graciously intended to allow the va- -
cant place in his heart, but who had
heard rumors of his unreciprocated af-
fection and treated him accordingly.
Celia was left in peace so long as she
remained in that city, and doubtless
her conduct in this affair saved her from
many disagreeable things; but as she
went from city to city, winning ap-
Plause among those who knew nothing
of her character, it was some time before
she was entirely free from importunities,
It gradually became known, however, that -
it was useless for any stranger to attempt
to see her, for she would receive no one,

to bed.

and, her character once established, she
found herself by degrees let alone. To-
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v
wards spring the troupe resumed its
journey northward, making a stay of
some weeks in Baltimore. She noticed,
the very first night she played, 2 small
man sitting near the stage, who seemed
guite carried away by the play. He
had & good plessant face, of - much
strength and also real sweetness, She
felt at once that it was a face she could
trukt ; and as her powers always in-
creased when she saw her audience en-
thusiastic, she naturally found herself
Playing almost at him. He was in the
same place the next night and the next,
still intent and earnest. She began to
find real comfort in seeing him. He
did not Iook like an Aabifué of the theatroe,
and yet he was always there. On the
fourth night she saw that he held a
bouquet in his hand, and when, at the
close of the fourth act, several bouguets
were thrown to her, she marked well
which ecame from him. It was the
. sweetest and most delicate of all, of
white spring flowers and petals just
tinted and veined with pink and blue,
mignonette and pansies and viclets,

She locked at it with a curious ex-
pression. *“He is a pure, good man,”
said she to herself, *and he has chosen
hig flowers to suit his own taste; but
he does n't understand me if he thinks
such an offering. emblematical of the
fiery voleano in my heart. Poh! he
does n't think of emblems at all. He
looks like a practical man, though the
theatre just now seems to be shaking
him 3 little out of his nature.”

A week passed away. The little man
wog still in his place, and at 1ast he
plucked up courage to go behind the
gecenes and inquire for the manager.
“8ir,” said he, blushing, “would it
be posgible for me to be introduced to
‘ Mara’?”

¥ No,” said the manager, “*it ig quite
out of the question ; she sces no gentle-
men whatever.”

“But of course she must have some
acquaintances,” persisted the little man.

“ None,” said the manager, shortly,
#and she wishes for none.”

“I am so sorry,” said the little man,
in evident distress.
go much, and I wish I could know her.

get out of the theatre? I have never
been behind the scenes before, and am
turned round.”

The manager looked at him again
more carefully, scarcely repressing a
smile, for he saw that the little man
was really as innocent as he appeared.
As he showed him the way, the Iittle
man spoke again,

“Would it annoy her if 1 sent her a
note 1"

“71 don't know,” said the manager.
“1 am afraid it would.”

#T know what I will do,” gaid the
little man.
and perhaps she will consent to see me.
Will you give it to her for me?”

ciously than usual.

« T will wait,” said the little man.

8o the manager knocked at Celia’s
door agaiv. ‘“There is a gentleman,”
said he, “who wishes to know if you
will see him,”

“ Why did you bring me such a mes-
sage?” said Celia, angrily. “You knew
very well what I should say.”

“Because the person who sent it s
a gentleman,” replied the manager, “and
evidently knows so little of the world
that T was ashamed to let him see that
I suspected he could have any but the
best of motives. He has been at the
theatre every night you have played,
and I think you must have noticed him.”

Celia hesitated, and then took the
card which the manager held out. ¢ Mr,
John Home, 1214 Street.”

“ Where did he sit to-night?” she
asked, ‘

“He has had the same seat every
night we have been here,” replied the
manager, and then proceeded to de-
seribe its situation. _

Celia did not reply at once, but at
‘last she laid the card on the table, and
ggid, “Tell him I thank him for his
interest in me, but that I néver see
gentlemen and will make no exception
in his favor.” S

S0 Mr. Home was turned away more
hopelessly and deeply in love than he
had been before. He still appenred

«] like her playing | every night at the theatre, and some-

tires threw the most delicate bouquets,

But, of eourse, I would v't intrude for { but he made no further attempt to be
the world, Will you show me how to!introduced. '

" read that girls who have lost all hope

. Service undertaken from such a motive
“1 will send her my card, .

“Yea,"” snid the manager, more gra-
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Celia was now much less busy than
she had been the first of the seasom,
She was appearing in the same pieces
ghe had been playing all winter and had
nothing new to learn, so that her days
were in danger of becoming tedious,
The gnawing disquiet at her heart forced
her to do something, She had often

of a happy life sometimes find peace
and escape from reflection by going
among the poor; and, little as this was
to her taste, she determined to do ii.

might easily have ppoved disagreeable
to the recipients ; but Celia had in deed
and truth so warm g heart, was so
easily touched by suffering, and so ready
to help when she had once conguered
her repugnance to entering close, dirty
rooms, that she avoided thiz danger,
and though her residerce in the city
was necessarily so short, she had already
found quite & little cirole of poor peo-
ple who welcomed her.

One day she went to visit a little
sick boy, the son of & respectable kind
of woman who supported herself by
taking in washing. Celia carried a bas-
ket of grapes and oranges, and also a
bouquet which some of her admirers
had sent her the evening before, little
%uessing what its destination would

N

“0, how beautiful!” gaid the little
boy, “and how kind you are, Mrs.
Brown!” She was called * Mrs, Brown *
among the poor, and they never dreamed
that the kind lady in black was really
a popular actress.

“I hope you won’t care,” said the
little boy again; “but, if you don’t,
I wish you would let me give these
flowers away.” |

“Of course, Charley,” replied Celia.
“X shall be glad to bave yon do juss
what you like with them. To whom
do you want to givg them ?”

“Mpys, Pritchard is sick,” said the
boy; “she’s been sick ever so long,
and now I expeet she’s in consumption.
She was raised in the country, and I
expect maybe flowers would look good
to her. She lives in the next house.”

I can find a place for, 8o you can keep
these, and 1 will bring her gome more. -
If she has lived in the country, perhaps
the wild-flowers will pleass her hest,
and I have a whole basket full of mosses
and little spring-flowers. Do you think
she would be willing to have me call,
or shall I gend the things?”

Notwithstanding her missionary work
among the poor, Celia still retained
certain heathen ideas as to the impro-
priety that a person, for charity's sake
alone, should force herself upon them,

“If she’s anything like me, I expect
she’d rather you’'d come yourself,”
said the boy.

Celia was glad of it. Tt would help
fo.wear away the tedium of the day.
So she went out and purchased another
basket of fruit, and, returning to the
hotel, took also the basket of flowers.

She found Mrs. Pritchard quite alone.
She lived with her daughter, who sup-
ported them both by working in a mil-
linery establishment and had to be away
all day. Of course the invalid was
very lonely. She did not absolutely
want care, bécaunse the children of an-
other family living in the house looked
in, from time to time, to see what she
needed.

“ And then,” added she, “ there is a
good, kind young man wheo goes about
among the poor, who comes here to see
the children, and, when T am able to sit
up, he comes in and reads to me such
sweet books,”

She was delighted with the fruit and
flowers, especially the flowers, because:
they wero such e &he had found when.
8 girl, Celia was tonched by her lono--
liess and stayed some time, talking
with her, and promised to visit her
again the next day.

Now it so chanced that Celia hed:
scarcely gone before the young man.
spoken of came in, and the first thing:

-1 on whieh his eyes rested was the basket

of flowers, at which he gazed in a some-
what bewildered way; as well he might,
for his name was Mr. John Home and
he had himself arranged every leaf and
petal the evening before, and had seen
to it that they were conveyed intact to

“Yes,” said Celia, *“ I have no doubt
she would like some flowers; but I

have a great many at home, more than

the actress with whom he was so vio-
lently in love.

“0,” said Mrw. Pritchard, “you did




SOMETHING TO DO.

't expect to see such beautiful flowers
here, — did you $” :

“ Why, no,” said Mr. Home, &till in a
maze. “ Where did they come from ?”

Then, of course, followed the story of
the morning’s visit. Mrs, Pritchard
said she knew nothing about the lady
_except that her name was Miss Brown,
and that she visited the poor a great
deal. She dressed in mourning, and
had said that she was only staying in
the eity a little while. Mr. Home was
more unsophisticated than the young
man who had asked if Mrs. Brown was
a myth. He had never heard the ac-
tress-called by any name but * Mara.”
By that name she appeared upen all
the play-bills, and he never had thought
of falling into conversation with any of
‘the other members of the troupe in re-
gard to her. If he had thought of it,
he would have at once seouted the idea
-a8 dishonorable. So the name “ Brown ”
with Mrs, Pritchard’s mispronunciation
of the prefix, conveyed no idea to him ;
but he was too sure of the flowers to
doubt that either directly ot indirectly
they bad come from “Mara,” and he
‘wag quite on the gui wre with excite-
‘Taent.
the Sunday-school book that he had
brought for Mre, Pritchard without due
appreciation of its excellent moral, But
he read it nevertheless, for he was a
‘conscientious young man, and would lei
nothing interfere with doing a kindness
to another. He managed to find out,
‘before he went away, that Miss Brown
was expected the next morning again,
#though’ he could not learn the hour,

Accordingly he made his appearance
wery bright and early, hypoeritically
alleging as a reason that he had more
leisure than ugual, and would be glad
to finish" the book he began the day
‘before, thus allowing himseelf a long
time to stay, Mrs. Pritchord was, of
course, delighted, and everything went
on smoothly.

About eleven o'clock he found him-
self upon the last pgge of the book, and
was dismayed at the idea that all his

" manceuvring had been in vain, when a
light step came up the stair and 8 gen-
Ele hand knocked ot the half-opened

oor.

Poor Mr. Home! He blushed violently,

It is to be feared that he read.

and could hardly sit still as Mrs, Pritch-
ard said “ Come in,” and the stately
figure in black approached. Celia wore

a heavy crape veil, and she did not see’

that a stranger was present until she
had taken n seat. The instant she saw
him she recognized him, and knew that
he recognized her, but it was too lute
to retreat. S

“ Mies -Brown,” said Mrs.  Pritchard,
“this is Mr. Home, the young gentle-
man a5 I told you aboutas is so good
t0 me,” ’ :

Celia bowed very distantly, and Mr,
Home dared not.show that he knew
her. His courage sank a0 many de-
grees-in an instant that he would have
gone away immediately if he had not
been head over ears in love; so he
could do nothing but stare at her.

Celia inquired composedly after Mrs,
Pritchard’s health, gave her some more
fruit, and then said she was too busy
to stay longer, but would fry to come
in soon again, purposely making her
promise indefinite,
away.

Poor Mr. Home! He was in a des-
perate state, and yet he dared not follow
her. But then it came home to him
almost with agony that this meeting
had ‘been s most extracrdinary eoinei-
dence, and that it was not probable
that fortune would ever so favor him
again, and he screwed his courage up,
and, bidding an abrupt adien to Mrs
Pritchard, followed the lady of his love
as fast as he could go. -

“ Miss Brown,” he said, as he
reached her side, “I beg your pardon,
but I must speak to you.”

Celia turned. She could not find .it..

in her heart to look haughtily at him,
because she felt how .pure and simple
he was.

“Well#” said she, pausing.

“1 don't know what you will think,”
said he, with an agonized blush; “but
if you knew how much T have wanted
to speak, to you, you would forgive me.
I know you would mot see me when I
ssked the manager to take my card to
you, but, now you have seen me, it is
different. I have tried to make up my.
mind not to annoy you, but now it
seems as if we had met almost provi-

dentially,” |

Then she went '

-about you.
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#Well,” said Celia, a8 coolly as she

could, for she felt that she trembled,
“gince we have chanced to be imtro-
duced, if you have anything of impor-
tance to say to me, I don't know that
I have any objection.”
. Mr. Home stopped short. It was not
ensy to say what he had to say after
such a business-like beginning; but he
knew it was his only chance, and &0 he
said it. &

“Miss Brown, don't think I expect

ou to understand me, or:feel the same,
and I know I speak very abruptly, but
T have seen you play, and —and — and
—why, 1 love you. Don't speak quite

. yet,” added he, as she drew herself up

with a look of secorn. “I know it is
dreadful for me to say it here when you
have néver seen me before, though I
have seen you so many times, but don’t
think I mean to trouble you. -I had to
say this, because you won’t give me
any chance to see you, and 1 thought
— perhaps if — you knew how I felt,
you*might be willing to let me see you

. sometimes, and #0 get acquainted. I

don’t suppose you would care anything
about me ever, but you see you don't
know me at all now, and so you can’t
be sure.”

If Celia’s troubles had been less veal,

she would have laughed aloud at this.
Ag it was, she wags inexpressibly touched,
though angry. o

“Mr. Home,” said she; looking full in

- his face, “I am in the habit of reading
character, and I know yours now as

well as I should in a year’s acquaint-
ance. Those traits which I cannot
comprehend now I never could, if I
should know you a lifetime. - We part
here” )

“0, do not wmay that!” cried Mr.
Home, plucking up a spirit. “ How
can you know me? You do not know
half how 1 love you.”

“Mr. Home,” said Celia, her eyes full
of treuble, “ I will tell you what I think

was g year her senior, and she had seen
life} “to know precisely what your own
aimg and intents are, You are dazzled
by the first plitter. VYou believe you
love me madly now; but » few years

hence I should not satisfy you, in your
R 13

You havg not yet seen!
. enough of 'life” (it was “true, though he

quiet home, with your good father and
mother and your peaceful brothers and
sisters,” {she spoke very slowly, and
she saw by his quick breath that he
urderstoed what she meant,} # any more
than you would satisfy me.”

It was strange what an influence
those few strong words had on him, It
‘was like a cool hand on a feverish brow.
They seemed to bring him back to him-
self, for it was a fact that he had never
been to the theatre till the night he
first heard Celia play, and that all which
had followed had been as unlike him-.
self ay possible. But a love like that,
however abnormal, could not be checked
in one moment, and he snid entreat-
Jingly: “You may be right, 1 don’t know,
Your eyes seem to pierce 'through my
soul and see everything. But O, do not
say you will not let me see you, that
you will not give me even a chance!”

“Mr. Home,” said Celia, again look-
ing stralght into his eyes, and making
a . revelation which she would have
spared herself had it not been impera-
tive, “I am married.” :

“0 God, what have I donel” said
he, starting back ; and, to do him justice,
it was not the feeling that he had whol-
ly lost her which made him 8o distressed,
but the thought that he had wawittingly
committed a sin,

“ Forgive me, if you ever can,” said
he. “I thought they called you Miss
Brown, I never thought of this. Can
you forgive me1” :

“Yes,” said Celia, *heartily. And
when the time comes, a3 it suraly will,
and soon, that you understand that
your feeling to-day was only a fever-
heat, T hope, if you can, you will see me
and tell me so. T do not want to think
that I have spoiled, or oven maimed,
your life,” :

“You are very noble,” said he; “and
I wili not even go to the theatre again
to see you play, or to Mrs. Pritchard’s
while you stay in town.”

“We pgo next week,” said Celia,
half smiling upon him. *Goed by, my
friend.” '

“ (@ood -by,” faltered he, and there
they parted.

Celia said fiercely -to herself, “ Why
do T never touch happiness in myself
or otherst”
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CHAPTER XXXIIL

NE day in spring Alice saw an

announcement in the papers to
the effect that one of the theatres had
made an engagement for the closing
weeks of the season with “ Mars,” the
new tragedienne, and with the Queen
of the Bailet, the well-known Antoinet-
ta.” The announcement produced a
strange effect upon her. Sho was glad
that she might have a chance to see
her sister again. She fesred thet though
the Legislature had. adjourned, some-
thing might oceur to bring Dick to
town at the wrong time, and she found
herself wondering what influence “ An-
toinetta,” the idol of Celia’s early dreams,
bad had upon her when brought into
actual contact.

On the morning of the very night
when they were to appear, she received
. ® little note in a disguised handwriting,
saying that the players bad arrived in
- the city only the evening before, and
that, owing to the pressure of the re-
hearsals, she could not see Celia till
after the play. But a ticket was sent
to her, and Celia promised to see her
taken care of at the close of the enter-
tainment. As the twilights were getting
long, Alice felt that she would be quite
safe in going to the theatre, and with
considerable agitation she found her-
self anticipating seeing her sister act.
The play was called “Elva” and this
afforded no clew teo its nature. She
wondered what it could be which should
introduce two such incongruous charac-
ters.

The ecurtain rose, and from that mo-
- ment till the end of the play everybody
wes bewitched, It was a play not at
all aceording to Gunter; it was not a
tragedy, though it ended with the sui-
cide of Leonora, who was represented
by Celia, and it had too much pathos
for o comedy, yet it was full of wit and
sparkle, and the ballet was very fine.
To Alice it possessed the intensest inter-
est. 'With all her belief in Celia, she had
never guessed half her dramatic power.
She had a hard and bitter part t3 play.
Alice heard some one afterwards say
that the drama had been written with
special reference to Antoinetta, who
took the part-of Elva. Leonora was a

‘passionate, revenpeful mnature, full of
intrigue and plotting. Bad as the char-
acter was, Alice folt a gleam of satisfac-
tion in seeing how perfectly her sister
carried it out; and Celia had geniug
enough to throw shadings of tone and
expression into the whole in such a way
that while she was in sight she carried
the sympathy of her audience with her,
notwithstanding the fierceness and hor-
ror of her deeds. Elva was a dancing-
girl, Leonora's rivel. There was oppor-
tunity for many graceful ballet-scenes,
and Antoinetta was a perfect dancer.
Also, she had been educated on the
stage and had real native geniug, so
that it was natural she should outshine
Celia, who had had only a few monthg’
practice. -Alice looked at hér with a
great deal of curiosity to see how well
she fulfilled her early idea of her. ‘She
found that she was as absolutely fasci-

eyes, and yet she was deeply disappoint-
ed in her. She had always kept her in
memory as one true to her art, and*who
would be incapable of swerving from it.
In one way this was correct, for every-
thing she did was done in the imost
natural way, and she did not rant. Pep-
haps it was required by the exigencies
of her part, for she appeared in some
scenes disguised as a boy ; but she had
a kind of swaggering air at times, pretty
and taking, to be sure, yet somewhat
opposed to Alice’s ideas of high art.
Alice almost blamed herself for feeling
so, and thought it was the result of the
mixed nature of the play. Celia and
Antoinetta were brought into too sharp
contrast ; if it had beem a complete
comedy, Antoinette’s air would not so
have snnoyed her. It seemed as if
Celia felt so too, and was actually play-
ing against her with the same rancor

itself felt among the audieuce, though
porhaps few realized just where the
trouble lay. Antoinetta was the favorite,
and her part a beautiful one and too
well interpreted not to call forth great
applause ; yet, on the other hand, Celia,
unknown, and supporting a hateful char-
acter, still delighted them, and she
gained so much sympathy that at the
dénouement half the relish of Elva's

triumph was lost in pity for Leonors,

nating a3 she had seemed to childish

that she assumed. The discord made

SOMETHING TO DO. " 99

and the climax of the play was destroyed.
However, both the actresses had done
so well that the drama was an over-
whelming " success.

If Alice could excuse Antoinetta’s
mgnner ad being necessary to her ren-
dering of Elva, she found it harder to
escape the impression of her face. ) It
was exquisitely chiselled and sparkling
and brilliant in its beauty; but it was
peinfully apparent how highly it was
rouged, and there was a mocking ex-
pression on the lip which almost hid its
intense pathos. - :

At the close of the fifth act ome of
those peculiar attendants at the theatre
called Supes appeared at Alice’s side
and told her that Mrs. Brown was ready
to see her. She started at the name,
she had forgotten that Celin had as-
gumed it; but she roge and followed
him behind the scenes. Her sister, with
her hair dishevelled as in the last suicide
scene, drew her into her dressing-room.
» After the first greeting was over
Celia said, “ Now, Alice, what about my
acting 17

“It was grand,” replied Alice, “yet
it makes me shudder to think of it.”

“Because it was too intense?” said
Celia, half smiling. “I tell you, Alige,
you can't gness kow I have learned what
it is to be happy. From the moment I
bogan to act in tragedies I have known
@ fierce delight which supplies the place
of what T have lost — no, no, no, but it
is glorious 1

" “That was not the troublé,” said

Alice. “You did not seem happy to
me to-night, you seemed vindictive. I
felt as if your hatred for Elva was a

- real thing.”

“Ttis,” replied Celia, proudly. “ Elva

. 18 the incarngtion of Antoinetta herself,

The play was written expressly for her,
and. it is exaotly like her” -

“But why,” said Alice, in sastonish-
ment, “do you hate her go much? Is
she 50 very different from your early
dreams ¢

“ Alice,” said Celia, *first tell me
this. You know the object of the play
is that Elva shall carry the house by
storm by showing her actual purity
under very suspicious circumstances,
Now did the play to-night fulfil this

. O_bject §”

“No,” said Alice, ¢ your genius frus-
trated it, for everybody felt your own
truth, bad as you were, and to me, at
Teast, there seemed a suppressed under-
current of feeling that, notwithstanding
the triumphant explanation of every-
thing which had seemed against Elva
during the whole affair, she was some-
how wrong; and yet she played truth-
fully too, but I had an uneasy feeling
that she was, affer all, standing on a
lower level than yourself, ineapable of
the same heights. But I am your sis-
ter, and may have misjudged.”

“ I don’t think you have,” said Celia,
coolly, “for you were prejudiced in favor
of Antoinetta, and I must have accom-
plished my aim or you would not have
guessed it. Her genius is too great for
me to overcome her wholly, and, more
than that, ghe 4 true in her acting, and
especially true to kerself, for she does not
stand on a very high plane ; and in show-
ing myself instead of playing the part
given me, I have only put her just where
she belongs.”

# I don’t understand you,” said Alice,
in a grieved tone. *Your life in thea-
tres must have changed you very much
it you find pleasure in injuring a rival.”

“A rival!” said Celia, with an angry
flush, ¢ Alice, you ought to know me
better than to believe me so mean as
that, Tt is not with the hope of eclips-
ing her that T play as I do, but becnuse
I believe her character false and rotten
g8 the character of the Elva she rep-
regents, and I.will do the little that
lies in me to stem the current of cor-
rupt taste which can applaud that.”

“But why do you feel so?” asked
Alice again.  “ May it not be that your
instinctive feeling about her is a wrong
one, and that you are injuring one who
needs your pity$”

“ My feeling would be as strong if I
had depended only on my intuitions,”
replied Celia, “though I might be mis-
taken ; but then I have not depended
upon those alone in this case. Antoi-
netta has the reputation, not only among
actors, but in the world at large, of be-
ing in every zenst of the word a ballet-
dancer. Just at present she is the
mistress of an idle, artistic sort of a

young fellow who wrote the play of
Elva,” \
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“How terrible |7 said Alice, shocked.
“Still, we ought not to judge harshly,
Celia. They may conscientiously be-
lieve that a eivil tie has noth;ng to do
with a true marrlage

“0Q Alice, how unsophzstma.ted you
are !” said Celis, exasperated. “ Do you
think even that would not be wrong1”

“1 think it would be very, very
wrong,” replied Alice, earnestly, “for it
would be an error in judgment that if
believed in to any great extent would
flood the world with sin; and the very
purity of those who got the example
would make the example stronger.

“Bo it would really be more wrong
than for worse people to do the same
thing ?”

“No, for every action should be
judged by its motive, and not by its
effects. And actual purity well make
itself felt, no matter how much it may
at first be misunderstood.”

“Well, said Celin, impatiently,
“there is no use in ta.lkmg about that,
for it has nothing to do with the ques.
tion. Antoinetta is not simply one
man's mistress, but she has had lovers
ever since she wag a child.”

“( Celia,” said Alice, “that is too
gad to say!”

“ It is more than sad,” said Celia. “I
am 5o enraged every time I have to act
with'her that my only comfort is that I
have a part in which I ¢an show how I
despise her. If T were hot actually de-
pendent on myself I would not do it.

But the manager is determined to have

Antoinetta, and even if T were well
enough known to command another sit-

- uation, after all' his kindness to me I

can’t leave him,”

Alice was silent ; g0, after 2 moment,
Celia inquired, * What makes you look
80 shocked? In 'my place you would
feel as I do.”

% No,” said Alice, slowly ; “bad asshe
is, I could not despése her.”

“Because she is so beautiful,” said
Celia. *“ Her pretty face takes every-

body in, but T should have expected zou |.
-to distinguish between right and- wrong

better than that, and anybody can see
at & glance that she is bold as brass. I
can have all charity. for one who has
been misled, but not for one who is
misleading others,”

“Jt is not the beauty of the face
which touches me,” said Alice, “though
it is exquisite ; but it is the depth of
sadness in it.”

“Sadness!” maid Celia, scornfully.
“That is the effect of havmg s false
face, —nobody will believe anything
against you! I tell you, Alice, I know
her and you don’t, and she iz as gay
and shallow a pa,inted doll as lives.”

“Because she is gay, it does not
prove her shallow,” said’ Alice; “and

no one with such genlus ghould, be,

called a doll”

“That is the most charitable con-.

struction of her, though,” said Celiay
“and as for her genius, I admit she
has art, but I don’t think hopping up
and Inttmg her heels together a dozen
times before alighting, and singing com-
ie songs ina kﬂlmg’ way, is any proof of
genius.’

“Celia,” said Alice, looking ciosely at
her sister, *I have gometimes thought
that yon are too high to be broad ; hav-
ing been on the mountain-tops, you see
ro beauty in the valleys. You helieve
that power consists only in doing a
great thing well, but it is just as truly
shown in doing a smaly thing perfectly,
and sometimes even more, for we feel to
the heart the reserved force, and that is
what I feel in Antoinetta. I doubt if
you could play the parts she does”
(“I would nt,” interpolated Celia), “at
any rate ‘there was 10 proof that you
could in your playing to-night; but I
felt all the time Antoinetta was playing,
that, had she chosen to take your part,
ghe could have done it just as well,
though perhaps she would n’t have been
so vindictive.” ‘

¢ Sure enough,” answered Celia, “and
there is a reason for that, for, though
she might hate me as mmch, I suppese
she is incapable of hating my character
as much, But, Alice, what do you
mean? Why are you forsaking your
poor little desolate -sister, wilful and
wrong as she may be, for a stranger?”

“I1 am mnot doing that,” said Alice,
“though T don't like to zee you so
harsh, and perhaps you are not, after
all, What you have told me of Antoi-
netta in go terrible that I eannot blame
you much, though I think her sins may

not be without palliation.”

B R
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 Not blame me muck 7 ” interrupted
Celia. “Why do you blame me at all ?
Would you have been pleased to find

‘me a friend to Antoinetta §”

“T1 don't know,” said Alice. ¢ Cer-
tainly I should not wish you to choose
guch friends, yet there is something
about her vghxch intensely interests me,
and I feel as though she has great pos-
sibilities in her, if she only had a friend.
Did you ever tell her about the flowers
we sent her so long ago?”

“0Of course not,” said Celin. * How
absurd you are, Alice! It is my neces-
sity to keep my disguise, and that would
have betrayed my name and half my
circumstances at onee ; and, had I been
ever so free, I do not Wlsh to fraternize
with Antoinetta,”

“But I do,” said Alice, half musing.
“1 find myself so irresistibly drawn to-
ward her that I want to speak to her.
Will you introduce me t” .

Celin sank down in a chair, yaxed and
despairing. “I will do what ‘you like,
Ahee, of course ; but this soems to me a
curious greettng for » sister.”

“ Celia, my darling,” said Alice, em-
bracing her, “I am sorry if T have seemed
unkind or uninterestgd to you. Noth-
ing in the world is of such value to me
a8 your affection,” -

“Nothing?” said Celia, curiously,
and Alice, the quiet Alice, looked down
and colored. ““Come, Alice,” said Celia,
seizing her sister’s hand, “I shall not
be in so good & mood sgain very likely,
so make the most of this opportunity.”

. She drew her into a large antechamber

where the actors were talking in groups.
Antoihetta, apparently just ready to go
home, for she wore & cloak, stood jest-
ing with several young fellows. Celia
approached her, and’ with great dignity,
notwithstanding her déshabitle, maid,
“Miss Hiinten, if you are not too
much engaged, a friend of mine wishes
an introduction,” ;

Aritoinetta stared, but answered.good-
humoredly enough : “ Well, young gen-
tlemen, I believe I am not engaged to
any of you, so good night,” and she fol-
lowed Celia to the part of the room
where Alice stood.

“ Miss Wilding, Miss Hunten, said
Celia, and, furning abruptly, she entered

her own dressing-room.

Alice blushed deeply with the effort
of speaking to a stranger, but, summon-
ing all her courage, she said in her own
| sweet way : “ Miss Hiinten, I saw you
play when you and I were both chil-
dren, and I have always wished to thank
you for the enjoyment you gave me,
but I have never seen you again till
now. 8o I begged my friend Mrs,
Brown to introduce me,’

“ How long did you have to beg my
very good friend, Mrs. Brown1” asked
Antometta, hftmg her eyobrows sar-
cagtically.

Alice” did not notice the question,
though it annoyed her, but she went
on, anxiously remembering that she
must not betray her sister.

“My little sister and myself heard
you at & Saturday afternoon Matinie,
and we felt so sorry that we had no
flowers to give you that the next day
we gathered an armful of cardinals and
gentians and sent them in a box of
mosses to you.”

Antoinetta started. “What!” said
she, “ Alice and Celia Wilding! I have
the little note you sent still” ; and then,
as if afraid of seeming serious a single
moment, she added, “It was such an
unsophisticated little piece of eomposi-
tion that even at that early day I saw
the joke, and kept it.”

Alice’s eyes filled with tears. “We
hoped the flowers would please you,
but, as you say, we were unsophisti-
cated. At any rate, you gave us a
great -deal of pleasure and we thanked
yO\l

“0, they Jdid please me,” eaid An-
tometta,, carclessly, ““.Blasé poople are
always most pleased with unsophisti-
aated things. . Don’t you think it must
be an odd fesling to be blasé?” ‘

“ A very sad feeling, I should thmk n
said Alice, earnestly. “If you reully
feel 5o, I wish you would come and see
me and take as much comfort from my
unsophistication ag you can. I live alone
in No, 7T X Street. I teach some
hours every day, but 1 am almost
always at home after nightfall.” .

“Heigh-ho !” said Antoinetta ; “yon. ~
are & rara aus. Perhaps I shall come,,
so good mght to you.” She turned:
riegligently away, and Alice was obliged.
 t0 seck ber-sister alone.




@ chair. Heavens! do you think I

CHAPTER XXXIIL

# A- LADY to see you, miss,” said
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nothing.

) the maid-of-all-work in the lodg- | Antoinina,  “It is impolite to make
ing-house to Alice. “She did n't send |me talk for myself. I can address the

her name, but she is dressed in black.”

“Agk her to come to my room,” | tfle-G-tfte,”

said Alice, thinking it must be her

Alice was looking at her;- and in an

sigter, but wondering why she had not |instant she half coloved and said in a

come directly up stairs,

The lady entered and bowed pro-|enough téte-a-tées with women.

foundly, but did not raise her veil ‘ill
the door had been closed behind her.
Althougl in black, she was dressed very
differently from.Celia, who, always per-
fectly neat, cared nothing for any dress
except a pgorgeous one, and for that,
uow, only on the stage. The visitor's
dress was plain, yet it had a very im-
posing air, for her train was of enormous
length and she managed it with the
utmost grace. Her veil was of crape,
and so thick ag wholly to conceal her
countenance, while in length it almost
matched her train. Every article she
wore was of great elegance, and thongh
she was not tall, her figure and bear-
ing were very striking. She raised
her veil and showed a proud, clear,
beantifal, pallid face. The confour
of the features was exquisite, and
scemed strangely familiar, yet Alice
could not tell where she had seen it
before.

* Don't you know me, Miss Wilding 1”
said the young lady. “ Well, I am not
painted to-day.” Her delicate lip curled |
with scora.

“ Antoinina!” said Alice, quickly,
holding out her hand,

“ Antonia- Hiinten, — yes,” said the
young lady, without taking the offered
hand.  Then, glancing around the
room, she added, “Do you- really live

all alone “in this sweet, guiet, pure
Tittle room 1"

““Yes,” snid. Alice, “alone unless I
can find & visitor, and I am very happy

to see you. it here in the easy-chair, |

will you not?”
© “No, I will not #it,” said Antonia,
pirouetting on one toe, “at least not in

could talk to anybody seated in a
Christian way like other people?” She
perched herself on o little table, with

vexed tone, “ At least, I have had few
I mee
you are like the rest of them. Perhaps
you are sorry you invited me here.”

“No, indeed,” said Alice, earnestly.
“T should not have asked you to come
if I had not really wished it. If T don’t
talk to you, believe it is owing to my
awkwardness, and not from want of
interest in you.” "

“Want of interest! By no means,”
said Antonia, sarcastically, and with an
expression of wormwood on her face.
“The saintly benevolence with which
young ladies who are immaculate look
at ballet-girls should not be called want

the last three words in her most
stage-struck manner. ¢ Most people
don’t approve of ballet - girls, though
they stare themselves blind looking at
them.”
“That is wrong,” said Alice; “every
one should be judged for himself, and
not for his occupation,”

“Good sentiment!” « said Antonia.
“A very proper thing to say, but con-

fess that you think yourself a good deal
purer then 1.7 '

if she was not going to be able to say
anything, Antonia was on such dan-
gerous ground. : '
“Oho!” laughed Antonia at her si-
lence, and then, with her bitterest look,
she added: “I suppose, on the whola,
you are judging me for myself by
what you have heard from other people,
This is & beautiful and just world |*
Alice felt so condemned that she
spoke at once. “Forgive me. No one
has a right to let herself be prejudiced,
and perhaps I have.” '
“(Quite ase much as ‘perhaps’ I
should think,” remarked Antonia. *Miss’
Wilding, you think yon are perfect,

her curling lip and her mocking smile.

of course, though perhaps you eail
yourself & ‘miserable sinner,” but you

Alice was at a loss Wﬁ&t to do, and said

“Won’t you talk to me?” continued’

perquet, but I am not uceustomed to

of interest, far from it.” She drawled

Alice was in despair. It seemed as .
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are unjust, hard, and crucl. Do you

suppose a ballet-girl ever lived of whom
the worst dnd most shameful things
were not said, whether they were true

. ornot? ¥ou ought to know enough, to

have charity enough, to guess that in o,
hundred cages the tales are wrong,”
She spoke with such vehemence that

" Alice felt that she had in truth been

very unjust, notwithstanding all she
had heard. _

“The reason you invited me here,”
gaid Antonia, “was because you wished
to do me good. That shows a despica-
ble, contemptible nature. You wished
me to be humbled, to be made to feel
your superiority, and to have yourself
the pleasure of feeling how much better|
you are than I. I have come purposely

‘to tell you what a Pharisee yonare. You

would be very kind, I have no doubt. 1
suppose you never thought what un-
kindness it i to trample down one's
pride.” ] ’
. “You wrong me,” said Alice, looking
very much disturbed. “ And T believe,

* 88 you do, that one can hardly do much

good to anybody if drawn to the work

- by no othor motive than to do good.”

“Ah!” said Antonia, Yifting her eye-
brows, ‘“that is not what most persons
think, It is all the more .meritori-
out to work for those they despise, and
T puess -you believe so too; you look
like one of the ‘universal brotherhood’
kind of people.”

“1 can hardly explain just how I do

fecl,” maid -Alice. 1 would help any

one whom I had power to help, But
then I feel this too, —no one has power
to help every one, and we should re-'
gpect the reserve of any nature not in
eympathy with our own, and not force
ouraclves upon it in the mistaken hope
of doing it good.”

“You are o little better than the rest.
I suppose that is the reason I took the

" 4rouble to tell you your faults. Yet,”

and she grew hard again, “ that does 't

affoct the fact that you meant to do me:

good whether you meant to be rude
enough to gain my confidence or not.
And I tell you, you are a Pharisee. A
few people in the world have arrogated
to themselves the business of settling
what is the unpardonable sin. Let one

lon.
Antonia’s face softened for 8 moment, |

make the least slip in that direction,
though pure as an angel in every other,
let one 'yield to a temptation which
might make the sun stand still, and the

doom is announced forever. They are
the offucouring of the earth. Then

‘we pious, cruel, mean people will do
gaod to them, We will let our dainty
feet walk through the mud to thens,
we will flash our white tobes through

{ their grimy dwellings, and be glad to do

it for the satisfaction of feeling that
they are mud and that we tread on
them.”” z : _

With color in her cheeks, Alice spoke,
“Because we know that the mud is
of elay and sand and moot and water,
and clay crystallizes as a sapphire, and
sand as an opal, and soot as a dia-
mond, and water as a star of snow, and
we know we may walk in white in the
city whose ‘foundations are garnished
with all manner of precious stones.’” *
Antonia loocked thunderstruck for a
moment. Then she chasséd across the
room, then she stopped, and, tossing her
dress over her arm so a8 to show her
exquisite arched foot, she began a most
difficult pas, which was =o irresistibly
funny that sven Alive laughed 11l she .
crieds Antonia, however, preserved per-
fect gravity till she had finished. Then
she stopped short in front of Alice with
her hands on her hips, and remarked :
“ How much do you get a line for your
poetry, Miss Wilding? They ought to
pay yeu well, for it is renlly very
charming. 1 am deeply interested in
your faseinating conversation. . Pray, go
on.”

“ How can 1 go on,” said Alice, “if
you believe me insincere? ™

"“That sounds well,” suid Antonia,
bowing in a patronizing way. “ Do go

” .

Alice was silent, really vexed that
she wag so wilfully misinterpreted. An-
tonia folded her arms. “ Miss Wild-
ing,” said she, “your pretty little
illustration was calculated fo throw me
off the track, but I have n't yet forgot-
ten what I came to say, and I am going
to say it till I make it plain enough for
you to understand. I wish you to

* This idea of the mud is from Ruﬂkin, but

of course Alice could ngt quofe him by name
in such a conversstion, ™

-
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know that one sin I8 a8 much a sin as
anothet, and that you are no better than
I am, than I should be if the stories
about me were true. You sin according
to your temptations, and some one elge
according to hers. Because you live a

life which Pharisees like yourself have
agreed to call right, you think you dre
right. It is arbitrary. You are as bad
actually in the sight of Heaven as any
girl of the town. That is what I am
determined you shall understand.”

“Yes,” said Alice, with a half-gmile.
“But what if I had not yiclded to my
temptations as others have to theirs?
What thent” -

““Ah! now you begin to show your
nature,” said Antonia, scornfully.” «]
thought you would not endure that
without asserting yourself,”

“ Remember,” said Alice, with pride,
“that I have not yet said that I have

not yielded; but yow know nothing|.

about it either way, and have no right
to say that I have. I should be a
hypocrite if I said I believed myself
the-greatest sinner on earthpbut” (she
now spoke gently again} “I am true when
I say that T know enough evil of myself
to make me think that perhaps in the
eyes of God I may be the greatest sin-
ner of all” .

Antonia looked at her searchingly.
“1 almost believe you are sincere.
What did you mean by saying you
thought little good could be done ex-
cept to those in sympathy with one, or
something of that kind? T suppose you
don’t fancy yourself in sympathy with
. me, — do you " )

“I thought T could uaderstand you
perhaps,” said Alice. “I don’t mean
that I thought myself able to read you,
or learn any outward act of yours which
you do not choose to tell ; simply that
I could comprehend much in~ your
nature.” ‘ -

" M—m,” said Antonia. “Don’t you
think, on the whole, that it was rather
presuming to take it-for granted that
you were to do me geod instead of my
doing you good $”

“I think all good dome is mutual,”
gaid Alice. .

“Pooh!"” gaid Antonin. * Whatever
might have been the result, the motive

motive was the good I was to do you;
if 80, it was a mighty selfish one.”

Alice could hardly kelp being amused,
“What motive may I have then,” asked
she, with a smile, “if I may neither
wish to bestow or to reccive good ¢

*“You niay make no attempt to know,
any one from any motive at all, eoept’
that] ygp a.z;{a attracted. Get over the.
everlasting desire to pry into other 3
ple’s aﬁ‘q.i%s.” o peo—g

“I suppose'T must have been wrong,” ;
seid Alice, perplexed; “I mugt have |

you, and T am totally at fault.” !

added no more, Alice said, sadly, «1I .
hope you will forgive me if, by want of

tact, 1 hive wounded you, and believe -
that it was not wilful unkindness on
my part.” : ' . ?
Antonia began whistling thoughtfully. |
*Then she stuck her bonnet on one side |
of her head and began a gay little prom- |
¢nade, singing meantime a comie song :
for which she had gained great applause. |

with her arms akimbo, and with the |
same mocking look she had worn in .
playing the part of Mephistopheles in |

a jolly green 'un!”- There was such

enunciation that she was able to.use

approaching cosrseness,

“A babe could take you in, mum,”
continued Antonia, bowing in' an exag-
gerated manner.  “You lack ordinary

read character admirably exeept for the
fatal fact that you don’t suppose it pos-.
sible for anybody to tell a lie. I guess
you might have managed to understand
even me, if those unfortunate tales
about me had been true; and to make
the matter ¢loar 40 your one-sided com-
prehension, I don’t know but I may as
well state that they are true, and worse
ones, I dare say.”

She looked at Alice and laughed to
sco her distress. “ What if they are $”
she continued. * Just as wrong things

is the main thing. I hardly think your

w

are true of you, though not the ‘same

been, for I fancied T might understand | -

“Perhaps I might give you a clow, | .
though,” broke in Antonia. ~But as she | -

As before, she stopped before Alice ' '
* have a right to turn up their lofty noses

the burlesque drama of Faust, she said: | -
“On the whole, Miss Wilding, I don’t |
mind giving you the clew. O, you are |
absolute perfection and delicacy in her !

any slang phrase without in the least

understanding. I dare say you wounld .-~

i

things probably. * What do you make
of that¥” o
«Y believe it anay be so,” said Alice,
¢ peeause 1 have no right to judge you.
And yet I should be untruthful if 1
did not say that I think you are doing
very 'wrong. If I do wrong too, that
capriot make you Tight, and I huve
certainly listened patiently enough while
on have berated me to claim that you
will let me speak so to youw” -
“Yes, you have,” said Antonia, “I
will forgive you on that account. Tt is
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than a complete metamorphosis of soul
and body would answer.” .

l« 0" said Alice, “I believe that
there are possibilities in your nature
which you hardly suspect. Only be -
true ‘to the highest in you.”

“ Miss Wilding,” said Antonia, bend-
ing forword in her eramostness, “if you
had judged me harshly I should have
told you that you were unjust and cruel,
yet J know — O Miss Wilding, I wonld
gladly lay down my life this moment if
1 believed myself worthy to touch your

only fair; you have earned the righti hand !”  She turned suddenly, and left

to lecture me on the heinousness of my,
gins, though it is supremely foolish, be-
couse you know nothing about them.
Suppose I do fulfil the popular IlOthIE
of o, ballet-girl, just where is the harm ¥’
She spoke carelessly enough, yet
Alice thought she dotected an under-
current of earnestndss, ‘ :
« In degrading the holiness of love.”
«M—m,” said Antonia. * That may
be an open question.” As for the Aols-
ness of love, what do half the people
who are married care about that? Yet
they are pure as snow, of course, and
at-us, poor creatures.” : )
#Then they degrade it too,” said
Alice ; “but that does not prove you
right” . : )
“What a queer chick you are!” said
Antonia, pretending to be lost. in con-
templating  Alice.

the roowa and the house before Alice
could speak to her.

e

CHAPTER XXXIV.

BLIA stayed only a very short time
O‘ in the city. She had not dared to
make a long engagement, ag she could
not be certain of Dick’s movements, and
she had an excessive repugnance to play-
ing with Antoinetta. The latter, how-
ever, was engaged for some weeks, and o
it happened that one day, walking on the
Common, Alice met her face to face.
She wore the same black suit she wore
when she had made her merqorable
visit, and was effectually disguised so
far as most of her friends were con-
cerned, but, of course, Alice knew her

« What o fanny|at once. They had nearly passed.each

world this would be if everybody were as | other when Antoinetta stopped. “ You
Jogical as you and acted up to his own did not mean io recognize me}” she

convictions! I really begin to thinksaid in a proud, mocking tone.

that you don't believe that custom and

«Y thought if you wished to speak to

tradition have the power to make one | me, you would,” said 'Alice, stopping
thing right and another wrong arbitra- | too. .

rily.” .

“Q yos,” said Antoinetta. I did

« certainly don’t believe that,” said |not wish to speak to you, 1 meant
Alice ; “yet” (and her voice became |never to speak to you again. But Fa{:‘e
full of earnestness) “my whole nafure | has made us mget, and makes me speak,
cries out to me that you are doing very, | I suppose.”

very wrong, and I beg you, I entreat

Alice was silent. - She was always

yon, by all the nobleness in you, that entirely at a loss what to say to this

you will be true to yourself.”

strange girl, except in answer o a di-

A quick, impatient flush crossed An-|rect question. It vexed Antonia to gee
tonia’s features and then faded agein. |this, and yet she would have been in-
“True to myself1” she echoed, with cenged by any ca.spal rerhark, or by any
a withering look; “ I ¢m true to myself. | question which might show & cﬂrlosxtyl
You had better urge me, as the Method- | about her affairs.

ists do, to change my nature, if you

« You will not speak,” saidshe. Ah

hope to do me any good. Nothing less well! but I must say several things to
' 4 : .

¥
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my nature, I ghould have turned from | been ill & day in my Life; and it was very
them instinctively, of course.” irksome to stay by myself. Somebody
O the bitter, bitter smile! asked me to go to the theatre with him
« However, I did not turn away,|to while away the time. He said he
possibly because I never saw anything | would bring a carriage for me, and as I

you. Would‘;_you mind wolking: with | bave a fancy to tell you thai whiehl‘

mel”

- E,AIice hesitated would make some people pity me.”

for it Shz W’; Ifte-d fohge il:ﬁzd herelf “And you are determined {:,hat I
" i : A

her belief that nothing extem&lnc:.fx i:;::: shall not pity, but Juatlfy you,” sa.idi

. N A]i -
Jure us, and yet it was hard to be asked ce, guickly.

R o g i et i

R R e B e R e e

. would have made no difference with

to walk in open day with such s woman as
this, True, it was not probable that
her companion would be recognized by
‘ia;ny'on.e. Still Alice thought it would
e insincers to agree to do anythin
ghe should be ashamed to have kynowng:
And with Antonia sincerity was her only
hope,
“I will walk with you,”, said sh
“but you know that it eould nof beé
pleasant for me to have my friends
know it. Will you go home with me
and talk with me there {”
A spasm of pain passed from head to
foot of the ballet-girl; but she an-
:E::‘?d, & Ym,lnf tell the truth, and
is gome comfort, Y i i
b es, I will go with
They seid nothing more #ill thejr
were in Alice’s room, = Then Antoinetts,
threw back her veil and began.
“You as].i me to be good, that is,
good according to your ideas. And yet
gou show (Iine ho;;r the past must always
rag me down bei illi
walk with me.” y‘ ne awilling &0
“The past or the present?” said
Alice.
“ What do you know of my present, —
or my past cither, for that matter,” said
Antonia, impatiently. *“Suppose, for
the sake of the argument, that I had
determined, just afier our last talk, to
change my way of living entirely, and
had kept my rosolution till now, it

zy;:l” when I asked you to walk with

“Because I can ree such a little way,”
replied Alice. T can’t read your ;lv(:;{;?
or know your motives. It would be
natural that you should feel thet I am
unjust and that you have been hurt :
but I'think the ‘comfort of knowing the
reality would have sustained you.”

5 A_l.1, I wondetr if it would {” gaid
Antonih, musingly. ¢Perhaps so, be-
cause I am proud. Listen to me,” she
added. “T am going to tell you some-
thing about my life, You are unjust,

“Perhaps. Listen, at any rate, .
mother was a ba,llet~dé.uc?er, a -ggg
dancer, but not a good woman, not yet
& very bad one,—as good to me’ as|
mothers in general, 1 suppose, bringing|
me up in her own code, which is all that.
any mother does. As a child, T loved |
her.  Ihave not always loved her sirice, |

it would have made to me if she had been |
a different woman. But I know now
that she was n’t 50 very much to blame. '
Her mother had been a baliet-dancer
and o back through penerations. We
have a proud pedigree, though obscure
in name, since we trace it entirely
through the female side of the house, —
house, by the way, we have had none”
. There was supreme bitterness on her
llpg and in her voice, and she conld not
resist the impulse to tuck her dress into
her belt and begin a swift, whirling
dance, snapping her fingers above her
head to imitate castanets. She stopped
I a raoment, however, and said, “ Is it
best to go on 1" - :
-1 wish you would,” said Alice, “but
you must do as you like.”
“0 well, in 2 word, we have all
been illegitimate children, with the
usual characteristics of such, It would
be mean and eruel in me to blame my
mother for having heen like me because
she was trained as I have been. She
wag excessively pretty and a- great flir
that is, she would ha‘;{e been ag'éreat ﬂi:i’;
if she had been & rich man’s daughter ;
but, as it was, she was wome,——wha‘é
people cull worse, but I suppose her.
motives were about the same, lové of
admiration and power. I inherit the
samo traits, I find it very jolly to flirt.” -
. The haggard look .which came into
her eyes as she spoke did not make it
seem as if her words were true,
“1 was familiar when a child with
many things which I ghall net venture
to sheck) you by repeating. They .
seemed natural enongh, and not hideous
as they would to a child who looked at

but less so than other people, and so I

ter. If there had been anmy purity in

' took part in were scenic entirely, and I

when I have reflected what a difference’

them only after loarning something bet- ,

to contrast with my life. I learned mu-
gic and dancing and writing, but as for
reading I had no great taste for that
except in a dramatic point of view, and
we never had any books. The plays I

pever heard a single tragedy, not even
a comedy with a moral, till T was fifteen.
There were plenty of such plays at the
theatres, of course ; but T liked admira-
tion, and unless I was going to play my-
gelf I thonght it would be stupid to go
to the theatre, which I knew only in its

could walk with a little help, it was easy
enough to go. It was strange that I had
never been before to see any play in,
which ¥ had not a part; and 1 was so
ignorant that I did not know that the
young gentleman would mot have ven-
tured to take me if he had not beena .
total stranger in the city. Ithought I
should enjoy going. ' o
“«( well, the play was a third-rate
sort of a thing, and the acting not very
oood ; but the story seemed to me abso-
lutely new. It was of a girl who kept

dismal look behind the scenes. I had |herself pure through all temptation, and

a great many gay things in my life, but
I never had one element of what you
would call purity till I was fifteen, I
was quick and bright, but it was n't in
me to think much, so while T seemed to
_have seen o great deal of the world, 1
was in absolute ignorance of any raode
of life except my own till I was fif-
.teen.” J
She stopped here, as if .astonished at
having said so much in a sober manner,
and whistled the- Mocking Bird with
the most exquisite and comical varia-
tions. o ‘
¢ And when you were fifteen ?” asked
Alice anxiously, when she paused.
* «Ah1” meid Antoinetta, lifting her
eyebrows, “ you expect the love-story is
coming in here. That is the part that
interests all sentimental young ladies
g0 ; and then they pity us, O, so, —and
then marry our lovers. But, for my part,
T did wt fall in love at fifteen, and I guess

married the only man she had loved at -
the close, Original, was n't it

She opened her eyes and laughed &
bitter laugh. _—

« And what did .you think?” asked
Alice, almost breathlessty.

“What did I think? Oh1” There
could be no mistake. A blush, a real
rosy blush, spread over Antoinetta’s face.
There must have been reserve in her
nature to make it so hard for her to
tell that which had affected her so much.
1 thought that if I could start pure
then, I could do as the heroine did. 1
knew I had will and pride enough for .
that, and then— I knew the past was
irrevoeable.,” ‘ ‘ '
Her wvoice suddenly quivered. She
seemed to try, almost with dgony, to -
prevent herself from ' faltering in her
pride, but she gave way entirely, and
with her face bowed in her hands she
eried aloud, still struggling to control

I never did. T dow’t know as 1 can tell | herself, but sobbing in terrible, half-

you what happened to me when I was
fifteen.” .
Alice dared not ask.
“Qn the whole,  will tell you what
happened when 1 was fifteen.”
She paused again, and Alice almost
believed she had gone to sleep, for she
had leaned back in her chair and closed
her eyes for so long a time, Suddenty,
however, she resumed, but without
opening her eyes. .
- <1 gprained my ankle one night, not
badly, but enough to make it impossible

represged waves,

Alice felt her whole soul overflow
with sympathy, and she could not resist
the impulse to throw her arms about
the convulsed figure; but Antoinetta
pushed her away, and through her sobs
articulated “ Wait.”

It was many minutes before ghe be-
catue quiet, but at last she was able to
speak. /

« 1 would have died before I would
have spoken to you, if Ihad known -
that T should ghow you this,” said she;

to dance for several days. I hadnever

“but now that I have spoken, I must -
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say the vest I have to say, and yow
must pot say anything, =
“1 was not ignorant in every way,
but I had never known before the price
the world puts on what it calls virtue.
After this, my senses were sharpened, and
I soon learned the whole. I knew that
I might go on as I had done for a hun-
dred years, and that in the eyes of other
eople I should be no worse than I was

then. I had done wrong, and that was,

. the end for me.”

“The world iz severe,” said Alice,
“but not so hard as that: Al are
ready to forgive one sin, — at least, all
charitable people.”

“ Possibly,” said' Antoinetta, with
darkening eyes; *“but mine had not
been one sin. I had loved no one.
No one can forgive that kind of sin1”

She raised her voice as if to ask a
question while she made the assertion.
Alice found it harder and harder to say
anything of comfort to her, She was
forced to reply: # It is right that the
distinetion should be made between love
end that which debases it. It is, it
ought to be, gasier to excuse that which
merely trespasses upon a legal right
than that which iz in itself wrong.
There may be a true marriage. when
the tie has not been sanctioned by a
clergyman, thongh I believe it is not
often so,.but — ‘

““You need not say what,” said An-
toinetta. “I know very well what you
mean. That is what makes me so hor-
rible to myself. If I had sinned from love
alone, do you suppose I should count
myself impure 7 '

Alice thought sadly of Dora, and
knew that the remorse would have been
as bitter, though the sin would have
been so much less. Is it when we have
done a deeper wrong that a lesser one
seems nothing ? ‘

“*] have that in me,” continned An-
toinetta, “which would make me able
to stand up gayly against the whole
world if T felt myself right, If I had
ginned for love, even if I counted it
gin, I should hold my head up high —
high ; but T am ashamed to have done
a — low thing,”

Her voice sank, her head drooped,
she looked hopeless in her sad beau-

“It is not the sin, you see, which
weighs upon me,” she continued, “nor
the - shame before the world, but the
shame to myself.”

“If that is it,” said Alice, suddenly,
“ you need not lose hope. Be what you
wish you were.” ,

A strange look crossed Antoinetts’s
face. The spirit of caprice again pos-

three or four minutes. Then she ‘said :
“I dido’t finish my story. T told
you that I thought all these thoughts.
at that time and concluded that I was
completely gone. If I had been pure

changing my way of life, since nothing
could change the past. 1 liked the
gayety of it too. Buf since I am telling
the truth for once” (the bitter laugh
again} “I will confess that from that

liked the glitter and excitement, have
purposely involved wmysclf decper and
deeper to keep from thinking, but 1
have n't enjoyed it.”

“ And now you are sorry,” said Alice,
simply. .

“1 don’t know,” said Antoinetta, with
an impatient gesture. .1 don’t believe
I want to change. No other kind of
life could suit me so well, miserable as
this is. I was born for & dancer. See
here 1”  Bhe raised her long black
dress above the ankle, It was an ex-
quisite ankle, andsher foot was beautiful,
slender, and arched.

“You gee I was meant to dance. It
is in every fibre of my being, mental
and physical. You are beautiful, Miss
Wilding, that is, your face is beautiful,
but what can a person with a flat chest
and an ankle with a bone in it like
yours” (she glanced at the foot of .
Alice, who wore a short dress and stout
Ioose boots) ““know about the thrill 7 feel
when the bewitching music begins and
1 find myself flying through space with
an ecstasy as if I had wings, and see
dimly the thousands of eyes which glow
as I float, and feel the soft rain of roses
about me?” She had spoken with great
excitement, and the color came quickly.

ty.‘

Then, she, stopped as suddenly as .she

sessed her, and silently, in a musing
way, she danced sbout the room for

then, I think I should have stayed. so;
but- I saw no particular -reason for -

moment to this I have never found
myself thoroughly enjoying it. I have
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had begun, and seemed ashamed to
have said so much of her feelings. But
ghe tossed her head and went on: “I
suppose you think I am ridiculous, but
I have geniug, though of a kind you
can’t. appreciate, and it is presump-
tion in you to ask me to give up my
bre” . :

«T  ghould not dare ask it,” said
Alice. “ You are mistaken in thinking
I over have. Every one who has genius
fulfils his duty only when he is carry-
ing out that genius. You ought to
dance. Do you feel dancing and the
rest of your life to be inseparable 1"

“ How can they be separated }” said
Antoinetta, with energy. ¢ The same
traits which make me a good dancer act
to rpake me a thousand other things. I
mi;%nt be converted, or something, but
all my old friends would give me up,
and of cowrse uno church body would
patronize me while 1 dance.”

“You would n’t wish it,” said Alice,
amiling, . :

“No, I should n’t,” said Antoinetta ;
“hut you see T should lose'all compan-
ions, and that would kill me. I am
gocial in my nature. Icould have been
the greatést belle in the country if I
had only been brought up differently.
I can't be alone. I Aate to read, and 1
won't think.”

- % We can never do a great right with-
out being willing to suffer for it,” sald
Alice, earnestly ; “ and though you don’t
think it, you would find compensation,
g full compensation, in knowing your-
gelf pure in your own soul.” '

“Ah, yes!” gaid Antoinetta, with a
quivering “voice. “Do you suppose 1
ever could feel that if I lived pure for a
hundred years t” ‘

“Yes, I know you would,” replied
-Alica; “ you would learn that God has
made it impossible for any past to crush
ug.”

“ Miss Wilding,” said Antoinetta, in a
thrilling tone, “I never believed that
such hope and faith ‘conld come into

my heart as you bring to it, but O, you |

do not gucss what yon ask of me} 1% i8
that I shall put away all pleasant dreams
cut of my life. I wagborn to love, and I
‘can never marry.” -

“Q, you cannot tell,” began Alice,

T am not speaking at random.
You won’t understand, because I must
seem so different to you; but I could
never marry a man who did not respect
me. .Even in the wild life I have lived
I have been so prond that I have forced
people to respect me. I suppose you
think there might be some large-souled
man who would pity me perhaps enough
to marry me. 1 think there are no such,
and, if there were, I would die before I
would marry a man who did not set me
like a star above him., You see that
could never be.” . : ‘

“ Perhaps not,” said Alice. I think
I was wrong. You must not look for
happiness, though I am sure it will-
coma to you when you look for it least,
or something higher. Just think what
it would be fo be really as high a8 a
star, though no one called you .one.
And how much higher is the star which
risés from the earth-than the one which
has always shone in the heavens !”

“I faney the mould would always
eling to it,” erid Antoinetta, curling hor
lip. “Moreover, to change the subject,
I have a lover at this present moment.
I suspect I might have loved him if he
had been the first. So you ses my
way would not be an easy one. ' Good
night.”

She rose-go swiftly that Alice had
barely tiose to seize her hand and de-
tain her while she said ;- “I do not ask
your confidence, I do not ask:a prom-
ise ; but O, I beg you to be true to the
nobler life awakening in you, and I
promise you that I will always and
everywhere be a friend to you, that I will
love you, and. respect you, and help you
ifI can.” ) '

“You have helped me; but we walk
different ways. I do not want you for a
friend. It would be ridieulous for me -
to make & promise which I should break
to-morrow. By-by.” She laughed and
waved her hand coquettishly as she
broke away from Alice’s grasp and ran
lightly down stairs,

Nevertheless, when her lover next
ceme to her he received the unprece-
dented message that she was engaged,
and would he have the goodness not to
repeat his call, As the worst construe-
tion is often. put on the best deeds, he

but Antoinetta stopped her sternly.

believed she had proved faithless to him.

:
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CHAPTER XXXV.

“ OBERT,” said Miss Twigg, * that
Nickerson has just sent his boy
round to say he has some new paintings
to show you, and he wants you to go
down to his studio this afternoon,”

“Don't want to see ‘em,” growled
Robert, fiercely.

“Yes, you do” said Miss Twigg.
“You shall go in a close carriage, and I

will take care that nobody sees you.”

Now Robert did particularly wish to
go. He had no other place of amuse-
ment to which he could go, for he would
never show himself in public; and he had
no friends to visit. - Moreover, he was
passionately fond of pictures, and Niek-
erson painted well. Then Nickerson
was always polite to him.

“Pid he say nobody else would be
there 1" asked he, still ungraciously.”

% Of course no one else will be there, |
He never admits any one when you go.”

“ Afraid they could n't appreciate the
pietures for looking at me, I suppose,”
said Robert with a grim smile, though
he knew full well that Nickerson’s mo-
tive was wholly a kind one.

However, he went ; Miss Twigg stand-
ing guard for a quarter of an hour be-
fore he started to see that no prying
gyes should obtain a sight of the mis-
ghapen being. When they reached the
studio, she helped Robert up the stairs
into the anteroom, and then left him,
taking that time to do some errands.
Robert knocked. Usually Nickerson's
voice answered instontly, but to-day
Robert heard a hasty scuffling sound,
and his heart sank in terror lest some

“one else should be present. In a mo-
ment, ‘however, Niekerson opened the
door and held out his hand with even
more ‘than his usual cordiality, but it
was evident he was somewhat excited
- and disturbed. Robert looked about
suspiciously, but saw no one.

“ Perhaps you don’t want to see me,”
said he, in his grating voice, “ but you
ghould n't send for me then.”

%0, I did,” said Nickerson, uneasily.
“I want to show you this new little
sketch of mine, worked up from one of
my summer studies,” He spoke hastily,
and drew Robert’s attention to the

haste his arm brushed against a pile of
papers, and one of them fell to the floor,
carrying with it a tiny woman's glove.
Robert looked at it sharply and paused.
“Ralph Nickerson,” said he, “you
are playing me a trick. There iy some-
body here, some one who will see me,
though you know how I feel about it.
Tell me the truth. To please a silly
wothan’s fancy, you have promised to
give her a sight of the hideous dwarf!”
His voice rose frirly into fury as he
went on. ‘

“Good Heavens!” said Nickerson,
“ you must think me a monster to con-
ceive such a thing, You shall know
the truth, rather than believe that.
There is a lady in the next room who
come to me very unexpectedly to-day,
and she wishes not to be seen as niuch
as you do. She also wishes to leave
this house at once.
not to look at her while she pagses
through this room, as she must, she
will promise not to look at youw.” .

“ And how shall J know whether she
keeps her promise?” asked Robert,
suspiciously. .

Nickerson was about to reply angrily,
but the sight of the dwarf's piteous face
touched him, and he said, *Conceal
yourself behind that drapery, and that
will answer the purpose.” -

Robert did as he was requested, and
Nickerson went into the inmer room,
and spoke earnestly for several minutes
with some one within. Then Robert
heard footsteps in the room, and then —
alas, for human nature! but Robert
was  motbidly sensitive—he peeped
through 2 little hole in the curtain, and
just caught one glimpse, of the retreat-
ing figure, — a lady, richly and stylishly
dressed, but her face was averted and
covered with one of those lace veils which
gcarcely conceal the face at all. This
veil, however, must have been particu-
larly selected, for though it looked like
others, it bad a certain thickness of
pattern which served eompletely to hide
the countenance of the wearer.

In a moment Nickerson lifted the
curtain, and said in a weary tone, “Well,
Robert, she 18 gone.”

Robert looked reproachfully into his

face. There was sometimes & wonder

other side of the room. But in his

. kind to him before,
H you will promige

ful power in the eyes of this misshapen.
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creature, though he had not a single
beauty to compensate for his deform-
ity. Co

“ Well, well,” said Nickerson, after a
moment, ‘ what is the matter with

0[11” )

Robert Iooked over from head to foot
the handsome, graceful figure of the
young man. “ You call yourself a man,”
said he, in his roughest tone.

“ Exactly,” replied the young gentle-
mar.  “1 am sapparently not 4 woman,
and T don't pretend to belong to a su-
perior race.”

“1 hate you,” growled Robert.

“Come, come,” rejoined Nickerson,
impatiently. I can't be insulted, even
by yow.” o

“ Even by you.” Robert winced. Niek-
‘erson had never said anything so un-
The dwarf’s head
dropped on his breast, and the tears
filled his eyes. Nickerson saw it, and
with his nsnal eareless kind-heartedness
said : “ Ah well, Robert, you must n't
be vexed. You don’t know the world,
you will allow. I am a man of the
world, and you can’t expect me to be
good according to your standard. I am
pretty imuch like the rest of mankind.
I just told you that I don't pretend to
belong to a superior race.”:

Robert stood for a moment with an
air of dejection, and then said slowly
and sadly, “I have often wondered
why yeu did 't marry, Nickerson.”

“Bother!” said Nickerson. “ Why
ghould I marry? I am not rich éncugh,
either. 1 have enongh money to live
in an exceedingly cosey style as a bach-
alor, but not enough to live in such good.
style with a wife and a parcel of chil-
dren. My painting will never bring in
enough for that, and I don't think 1 am
fitted for blacksmithing or anything
else that would provide pennies. Be-

;. 8ides, Bobert, being a bachelor is an
" extremely” comfortable way to live, I

have a cook who knows every peou-
liarity of my taste, and T suppose, if I
bad s wife, the poor thing might want
half her dishes cooked in ancther way,
8o there would be a complication to
begin with. -And so on and on, there
would be some new asperity comingup
every day, and T am ‘so good-natured I

be wretched and miserable accordingly.
I like my freedom rather too well,”
“How ig it?” asked Robert, in a
nervous, timid way, ¢ Did n't you ever
fall in love " : ‘ *
“ Bless your heart, § fall in love with
every pretty woman I'see! T have lost
my heart to thousands of girls ; but it
has a remarkable faculty, like some of

- | those horrid crawling things you read

about in natural histories, of boing no
sooner fairly gone than it sprouts out
anew in as good condition as ever, all
ready to be conquered by the next
charmer,” :

“But you know what I mean,” said
Robert, beginning to lose his temper
again,

“ T am not at all sure that T do,” said
Nickerson, with composure. “I1 sup-
pose you have some ridiculous idea of
love gained from novels. I have never
-experienced it, so, of course, my evidence
is only negative ; but I guess I am jus-
tified in calling it bosh, because 1 have
a peculiarly susveptible temperament, —
artispic, you know, — so I guess, if any-
body* ever could go through such ridie-
ulons performances, I should be the
one.” ‘

A great tear gathered and rolled
slowly down Robert's cheek. e dashed
it angrily back, ashamed that his weak-
ness and deformity had taken from him
even that sign of manhood, tearlessness.

“What s the matter!” said Nick-
erson, now in genuine astonishment,

Robert forced himself to be ecalm,
and then answered mournfully : * The
power of love has been taken away from
me. I long for it in a sick, wishful
way, but to me it can never come. A
woman may be tender to me, may pity
me, but she can never love me. Nor
can T love. 1 suppose that absolutely
to love there muat at least be the pos-
sibility that it shall be returned; that
there must be a moment of hope, no
matter how quickly the light of that mo-
ment is quenched. It is-a ‘mercy to me
that the power of loving is denied, since
the power of being loved is so eruelly
withdrawn. But, O Ralph Nickerson,
that o man fresh, young, strong, hand-
some, on whom every eye would rest
with joy, whom a woman might love at

should yield, of course, all the time, and

first sight, whose form is so beautiful
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that one cannot believe his soul less so,
O Ralph, that such a man should so
have debased his soul that Ais power of
loving is also lost, that power for one
grain of which T would cheerfully lay
down half my life, is enough to make
the very stones weep !”

Ralph paced impatiently up and down

~the studio. ¢ Well, Robert,” said he, in
g few minutes, “I don't mind confiding
in you " (still that repulsive emphasis on
you), “though I am proud enough in
general, I am vexed to the core to-day.
The young lady who was just here came
on a far more moral errand than you
think. She has been lecturing me too,
and between the two you may suppose
I am beginning to realize my sins, or, at
-any rate, my sufferings.” He smiled
airily, and rather langnidly.

% Nevertheless, Mr. Rix, you have hit
-the nail quite on the hoad, I have been
in love so many times that I have no
power of loving. I should be ennuyed to
«death by any woman in a week. The
only reason that any flirtation of mine
lasts longer is that I know the character
of my insmorata so well that there is
piquancy in seeing how long I can keep
her from turning traitor to me. A
woman ] was sure of, —bah! how in-
gipid she would be! T should have no
call to exert myself to please her, and
fhould therefore miss that healthful
-petivity which all natures require.”

« And to gratify this evil passion
you will not only debase yourself, but
mislead those you pretend to love!”
-gaid Robert, indignantly.

“Not so fast, my dear - sir,” said

TRelph, “That is just the way with
-all you saintly creatures, because a man
has done one wrong thing, you straight-
way suppose him to have done all. I
won't plead guilty to more than my
actunl share of sins. I have debased
myself enough, I allow, but as for mis-
leading any of the actresses and ballet-
dancers, and so forth, that I have known,
1 have a higher opinion of their shrewd-
ness than to ‘think I have revealed any
new depths of iniquity to them.”

“You own you do wrong, and yet

keep on,” said Robert, wonderingly.

“ Why, yes, most people do, though

some palaver and persuade themselves

the truth, though, T was just going to
reflect on my ways as you came in,
having had, as I told you, already one
lecture on my evil courses to-day. But,
after all, cui bono 77 ‘

“Why not?” said Robert, with ea-

gerness, ‘ :

“( bother!” :said Ralph, “for the
reason 1 just mentioned. 1 have lost
the power of actually loving anybody,
and therefore marriage would be too
irksome an experiment to try, and you
can't expect such a wretch as 1 -to
reform under any other conditions.”

“But perhaps you would feel differ-’
ently in a little while,” urged Robert.
“Perhaps, if your mind were turned in
o different direction from what it is
now, you would find among the many
pure women you know some one whom
you would love.”

Ralph laughed with o Little bittormons.
“ My dear Robert,” said he, ““ 7 see no
women., The world is still a little
askew in this nineteenth century. If
you are as rich as Croesus, as handsome
as Apollo, and as talented as Webster,
you may stand a chance of getting into
society, such as it is; but what is

with kid gloves on in a drawing-room
next day. Intensely stupid; yet there
have beer gome saints who have per-
severed (I was taught in my childhood
about the perseverance of the saints)
till they have pierced through the
gocial strata and come to a rational
acquaintance in the end. But gen-
erally even such perseverance is not

gery in the process for me, even if I
were sure of being well paid. A per
son out of society might as well be out
of the world so far as any opportu-

est young girls is coneerned. T see
plenty of faces which look attractive,
but though I have a moderate share
of brass and small-talk at hand, never
a one do I get acquainted with. Of
eourse not; men and women are not
thrown together in any rational way.
However, that isn't the rub with me,
for though I have demonstrated the

that they don't -do wrong. To tell you

decent way, I suppose I should believe

T
'

" it posgible, however contrary to reason,

- gure of it.” ’

that? A dance at midnight, and a eall -

. — smut.”

rewarded by finding anything very at-
tractive, and there is too much drud-

nity of becoming acquainted with mod- -

. Abstractly I admit that an impure

impossibility of knowing anybody in.a
Robert, mournfully. -
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if that were the only obstacle.”

He paused with a shadow on his
handsome countenance, and Robert
waited anxiously, -
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“Well, no, not just for' the world’s
opinion ; beeanse it would be easy
enough, I dare say, to make a change
of residence obviate the necessity of the
world’s knowing anything. Italy, for

“Suppose I make a clean breast of | instance, is a pleasant place, especially

it to you,” said he in a moment,
lightly laughing. #1 Aave known one
girl of whom I did not tire. She was
new and original every moment, and
fresh and beautiful and charming and
witty and affectionate and fifty more
things.” Lo

“And did not she love yout” asked
Robert, in a voice full of sympathy.

“0 you simpleton!” said Ralph,
kindly. “Well, yes, perhaps she loved
—loves me. T have no proof to the con-
trary. I should n’ in the least wonder
if she would marry me. On the whole,
I think she would, though I am not

“What then?” asked Robert, won-
dering, ‘

“0 well, I would n't marry her. I
would marry any old maid -— Miss
Twigg, for instance — quicker. Robert,
my innocent, this girl, the only girl I
never tired of, iy, in eommeon with .a
dozen more. whom I Ague tired of,

“Well,” said Robert, boldly, “so are
you, if you come to that. I believe, from
what you say, you must have been as
bad as she.”

Ralph flushed in an instant, but did
not look angiy. “Very true, Robert,
and there the matter lies in a nutshell.
If I werea reformer, or a philanthropist,
or a milksop, I suppose I might say we
were square, and let it go at that, But,
unfortunately, I am of the earth carthy,
and though my reason teaches e, as it
does everybody else, that a man sing
equally with a woman, I have no mind
to make myself a laughing-stock for
the world, who decided ages ago to
heap -insult and degradation on the
wornaf and call the man a clever dog.

man has no right to marry a pure
woman, but practically I have found a
life of pleasure exceedingly agreeable,
and yet, if I ever marry, it must be the
most immaculate of her sex.” .
“Just for the world's opinion!™ said

for an artist, and I might go there;
but — well, the woman 1 could marry
must be my goddess. I must respect
her beyond everything ; and, dear crea-
tures ! even if they demand the samse
thing, it is easy encugh to make them
respect any man, no matter how bad
he has been, —1I suppose because they
will take one for what he now is, and
not for what he kas been. And then
most of them will bow down and wor-
ship without inquiring about the re- . -
spect at all. The poor things in gen-
eral have much a deathly stupid life
that they are glad of any change; and
then they like to sacrifice themselves,
and, besides, children are a compensa-
tion. So a man may set his standard
~as high as he pleasey, and he need not
fear that the ideal she will object to
him, becanse he don’t come up to fer
standard. . I faney there is something
intringically in the nature of the case
which makes it more wrong for a wo-
man to do wrong than for & man; at
any rate, o the world thinks, and I am
satisfied.” .
“But you don’t seem satisfied,” said
Robert, doubtfully.

“True,” answered Ralph, with a flit-
ting smile. “Such is the contradiction
of human nature. ‘Virtue is its own
reward’ used to be in the copy-hooks,
I don’t know how true that is, having
never tried it ; but I know its contrary,
that I don't need the world to punish
me for my gins, =said =sins having
brought their own punishment. I can
look forward te a pleasant animal life,
eating, drinking, smoking, and so on,
but 1 have incapatitated mysel from
any very high enjoyment. Some men
get to my pass and_ are saved by mar-
riage, but marriage is not for me, I
have an indefinite remembrance of a
pre-existent state in which I understood
what marriage might be, and that pre-
vents me from undertaking any sham,
So here I am, and you see my pitiabla

15

condition, Robert.” He smiled slightly,
and with a tinge of bitterness. ‘
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# Can nothing help you ?” asked Rob-
ert, carnestly.

“No,"” said Ralph, with composure.
“I have thought the matter over, and
I find it can’t be dome. I have n't
energy and will and goodness enough
to help myself up; and the only person
who could help me—as I said before,
she can't help me. So 1 shall drift
slong, and get as much fun out of
life 'as I can without too much exer-
tion. Come, Robert, look at my pic-
tures, or that ogress Twigg will be
back for you before you have seen
‘them.”

“I don't care about them,” gaid
Robert, slowly. “They are only land-
scapes, and they don't mean much.”

“Yes,” said Ralph, moodily. «Of
course I should n’t attempt to paint
faces with such a soul as T have. And I
suppose my landscapes lack something,
that I haven’t perception to discover
the heart of a scene.  Well, well, well,
look. at them, at all events, so that
Twigg may not think you have been
idle, and worm out of you what I have
been saying.,”

Robert looked at the pictures without
speaking till the carriage’ returned:
Ralph, meantime, sat coolly smoking a
cigar of the choicest brand,

“I said I was cursed beyond every-
body,” said Robert, as he turned to
go; “but I would rather be myself,
monster as 1 am, than live for one day
like you.”

“ Vice versw,” remarked Ralph in an
undertone as the door clogsed. But his
face was very grave, he looked weary,
end he painted no more that day.

RN W—

CHAPTER XXXVL

NE chilly evening in the fall, Aleck
sat by his open fire studying as
usual, when Aaron came in with the
announcement that one of Squire Jame-
ison’s children was sick, and that the
Squire had sent for Aleck to go there
at once. He could hardly suppress a
chuckle as he said so, for it had been
many a month sinee Aleck had been
summoned into any family who were

able to pay for his.services.

quictly, hardly taking his eyes from his
book,

Aaron was thunderstruck, and insinu-
ated something about the child’s dan-
ger, knowing his employer too well to
use other argumenta. . :

“Their regular physician is a good
one,” said Aleck. But an hour later
the messenger returned and insisted on
seeing Dr, Hume himself. The ohild
was very sick, and Dr. Armstrong had
declared he dared do nothing more with-
out a consultation, Had the Squire
been a poor uninfluential man, though
twice his enemy, Aleck would not have
hesitated an instant. Now all his pride
was roused. And yet this strange
young man cared so much more about
doing right than for what the world
thought, that he answered in a mo-
ment, “1 will drive back with you.”

The child was really in a critical
state, and the only possible remedy was

had not dared to risk it on his own
responsibility. ‘ .

“Tt must-be risked,” said Aleck, de-
cidedly.

The other brightened at this confir-
 mation of his own view. .

“ We must not let the Squire know,”
gaid he. : .

“We must,” said Aleck. And when
the other shook his head he added, *“I
will take al{ the responsibility.”

¥No,no,”said Dr. Armstrong, ashamed.
And Aleck couldt not but be graveful tg
him.

The child recovered. The danger
was past that night, and Aleck did not
go to the house again. He had not
speken to the Squire while there, though
the latter had evidently wished to come
to an understanding. But'the illness of
the child had made it dasy to silence
conversation,

At last, one evening, the Squire, find-
ing that Dr. Hume did not call, or send
his bill, felt compelied to go to him and
thank him for his services and offer
payment,

“ I should prefer to be paid nothing,”
said Aleck, proudly.

“What|” said the Squire, looking
angry.

“You know that no momey could

“Tell him I can't go,” said Aleck ° . have tempted me to enter your house,”

~won't be under such obligations to
you.”

s so dangerous a one that Dr. Armstrong -

-in whom the leaven of gratitude had

man to be respected and that you are the
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said Aleck,
The Squire grew purple in the face.
“I will pay yow It is lawful. I

«T supposed not,” said Aleck. ¢I
don't force the matter, of course.”
" 8o he made out his bill as usual.

“But that isn’t enough,” said the
Squire:  “I told you, when I sent for
you, that I would make it anything you
said. Of course it was different for you
t0 eome than for any one else.”

“Yes,” said Aleck, “but the differ-
ence was not a money difference. I
shall not take another cent.”

“Suppose,” said the Squire, fidgeting
uneasily, -~ * suppose — ahern | — well
— what if T make you an apology ! ”

“I don't want an apology,” said
Aleck. - I suppose you did what you
thought right.”

“Q, confounid it!” said the Squire,
more and more discomposed. **You
are so everlastingly radical, I always
liked you well enough.”

. Aleck smiled in a queer way. ¢“No
doubt. But I confess I have yet to see
what difference my radical opinions can
make in my value as a physieian.” _
“Confound it ! said the Sguire again,

been working for days, and who was by
this time fairly ashamed of himself.
“Let bypones be bygones. I wish I
had n't done it now. But there is
enough business in town to kecp you
both busy. If you would only give up
two or three things that are of no prac-
tical importance, I would see that
you went to Congress next year, —by
George, I would!” ) -

“I should have no wish to go to Con-
gress except for those very two or three
things,” said Aleck. “And I would
never accept any appointment due to
your influence. [ never will bind my-
self t6 any views, and I do not wish you
to sacrificé your conscience on my be-
half.”

“ By Goorge! I believe you could be

trusted. I can't vote for you, especially

a8 you don't want me to, when you
have such horrid opinions. But T can
say, and say it heartily too, that yon are a

best doctor in the world, There, won't
you give me your hand on that ?”

Aleck half smiled and held out his hand,
He did not believe that dignity ever con-
sisted in refusing to forgive another.
From that day hiy affairs prospered,
Strange, is it not? that a wholly up-
right and honorable man can yet be in-
jured or helped so much by a man of
meaner mould ! That is that there may
be hope for the mean men, you see.
The Squire’s good word brought a troop
of Aleck’s old patients back to him,
and, ag far as money was concerned, he
found himself in a Hourishing condition,
He knew, however, that he should have
to live a. noble life for many years be-
fore that district would trust a man of .
his opinions to represent them in poli-
tics, and he felt how surely the vision
of his youth had passed away to return
1o more.

“Ah well, ¢The worker dies, but
the work goes on,” ™ he said to himself, -
and comforted himself thereby.

Dick Stacy, meantime, wag elected to
Congress, — a man of massive intellect,
honorable nature, and broad but not
dangerous views, He still belisved that
woman was made out of a rib of man.

. _
CHAPTER XXXVIL

HE actor of high comedy connected

with the troupe with which Celia
performed fell fll. It was a question
who -should take his place.

% Mrs. Brown,” said the wmanager,
“the Minstrels are having a little vaca-
tion now, and T might get one of them
till their building is repaired. Would
you object to that very much?”

As Celia believed in high tragedy, she
could not avoid an expression of disgust.
The manager had suspected bow it
would be ; but her services were g0 valu-
able that he did not want to éngage
any obnoxious person te act in a play
with her without saying something to
her about it. ‘

“T really dor’t see what T can do,”
continued he ; “there is a perfoct dearth
of comic actors just now, and there is
one fellow, Catherty by name, in thab

troupe who is irresistibly funny.”
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¢ Tt takes something more than being
funny to act a witty part,” said Celia,
with supreme scorn.

“Well, 1 believe this fellow has more
. in him. Bat, if you don't like my plan,
sugpest another.” The manager was a
little provoked.

“Do as you like,” said Celia. It
does n't matter much to me. I don't
suppose it will do me any harm to ex-
change a few sentences on the stage
even with a man I can’t' respect.”

The manager laughed a little, as he
went away, at the ourious ideas people
Have of what makes & man worth re-
gpecting or not,

The time came for rehearsal. Celia
sat in an arm-chailr, scliloguizing in a
tragic style, when her lackey, the ob-
noxious minstrel, appeared to deliver a
message. Celia started up to receive
him, but suddenly stopped short, trans-
fixed. All the metamorphosis of dress
-could not deceive her. In the coal-
black eyes and hair of the pretended
Catherty she recognized the eyes and
hair of her dismal cousin, Frank Buck-
ram. He reoognized her ab the same
moment, and consternation entered his

soul. He had been.away from the
paternal roof for many years, but the
wholesome maternal discipline had-been
g0 effectual that he shrunk with térror
even now at any reminder of it,

. Celia recovered in an instant. She

was not sure Frank knew her, and she
hoped he would not. So she advanced
and said the words of her part without
any further token of recognition; but
Frank, with trembling knees, Whlspered
to her, while she was speaking, “ Don’t
tell of me, — will you, Celia "

She almost laughed outright to see
him so ridiculously timid that he forgot
that she had any interest in keeping
quiet as well as himself. “Don't be a
goose, Frank,” said she, between her
sentences. Don’t let anybody see we
know each other, I will talk to you
by and by.”

Frank was irresistibly funny, notwith-
standing his perturbation. KEven Celia,
in the most tragic scenes, could hardly
keep a straight face. She had not
thought her lugubrious cousin ever had
half the wit in him,

“ What do you think of Catherty?”

asked the manager, in an offhand man-
ner, between the acts.

“ He. does better than I expected,”
said Celia, carelessly ; “but 1 want to.
talk with him a little about the posi-
tions he takes in some of the scenes and
the rendering of some passages.”

So, after the rehearsal, she sent for
him, But when they were alone, in-
stead of speaking about his rendering of
passages, she began: *You need not
be afraid that I shall mention that I
have seen you to your mother, for I
never see her. Please to be just as care-
ful not to let any one know who I

am. I pass under the name of Mrs.
Brown.”

“ St. Peter!” said Frank. “T forgot’
all about that, What under the can-
opy are you here for?} ’The last I knew
of you, you were at school,’

Celia breathed easier. It showed how
entirely Frank’s connection with his
relatives must have ceased that he had
heard nothing of her marriage or disap-
pearance.

“You know I always 11ked actlng,
said Celin, with a smile; “even when
we were children we used to talk about
it. But I want to keep it a secret as
well as you”

“What for?” said Frank. “You
haven't got any mother, and I don't
guppose Alice would care, — would
she ¢”

“ No,” said Celia ; “ghe knows it. But
I don't want other people to know it.
So don't say anything about it. If you
do, I will tell your mother where you
are.’

This ridiculous .childish threat dis-
turbed Frank, as she meant it should,
and he hastened to asseverate in a pe-
culiarly strong mamnner that he would
keep her secret to the death.

“T will tell you what, Celia,” said he,
when his peace of mind was vestored,
“ian’t this a good deal jollier than
being at home ! Though I don't kriow,
I should n't think there would be much

you do, and dressing all the time in
long black dresses and thick veils.”

“ “Fun t” said Celia, with her loftiest
scorn.  * What do you suppose would

tempt me to play anything JI.'lBt for
fun?”

fun in playing such doleful things as.

$
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Frank looked abashed. #1 did think
I had one friend,” ‘said he, in an in-
jured tone. “I am sure you used to
' like jolly things; and now you look
disgusted because L am a comic agt-
01_ »

« Well, T must say I am,” said Ceha
“T think the Minstrels are decidedly
low.”

“T don’t believe you ever.went to
hear them,” said Frank, plucking up
spirit. -

“I am thankful to say I never did,”
replied Celia,

“ Then you don’t know anythmg
sbout them,” said Frank. “1I tell you

it 18 the jollic:st place in the world, I

never had a single good time in my life
till T ran away and got into that com-
pany ; and now — Jimini ! — don’¢ we
get off jokes, though? and all the peo-
ple laugh, O, I tell you what, it is fun!
I suppose you wonld call it coarse,

though,” added he, in a moment of

candor.

“ T should think you would get tired
to death of it,” said Celia. “ How can
you keep -saying over the same jokes
night after night ¥”

“ Just the same as you pretend you

“ery every night,” retorted Frank ; “only

it. is a great deal better fun to langh.
But then the rest of them do get tired
of it ; but I never do. T suppose it is
because I had such an awful dull time
when 1 was little that I can never get
enough of the other kind.”

“Yes, I suppose.so,” said Celia, re-
lenting. “I don't blame you mueh when
I think of your childheod. But I think
from the way you played to-day you

. might do something better than low

comedy. I think you might play comic
parts still, but those which have pathos
in them too.”

“8t. Peter!” said Frank, “you don't
suppose I want to take to snivelling
a.rva.m, just after I have wiped my weeping
eyed of all the tears I shed when I was
a small boy ! Nodyou don’t, gir! Nog
if the court knows'herself, and she think
she do. T tell you, Celia,” (he dropped
. his voice, mysteriously,) “it is 1o great
" fun to me to think about sober things,
for 1 suppose the horrid things they
used to gay when I was little are all
true, though I don't believe a word of

them, I suppose the old fellow will be
after me some day, sure, but then I
don’t know a8 I ean help it. Before I
ran away 1 tried tremendously te be
converted, and I found I couldn’t. So
then T concluded that since I had got to
swing for it anyway, I might as well en-
joy myself the little time I could, and I
ran away, I suppose it is my own fault
that I ain't elected, but, you see, I can't
help' it, so what is the use of thinking
about 11:?”

“Shall you ever go home againt”
asked Celia, with some curiosity.

“I don’t believe I shall,” said Frank
“1 have pangs once in a while and
think I will; but thewn, -you kuow, I
could n’t stand mother's tongue. Yet
she is an awful good mother. My con-
science pricks sometimes when I think
how good she is, and how hard she tried
to bring me up straight, and how dis-
appointed she must be. 1 sometimes
think I will go and see her; but, you
know, if 1 did, there would be the end
of me, T should have to be converted
and be a Sunday-school teacher the
rest of my ife. Well, I know It 18 &
good thing to be a Sunday -school
teacher and have a through ticket to
Paradise, but, you know, that ain’t my
style. It would n't do to run away
again, but I know I should have to if I
once showed my face at home. So I
guess I shall let ’em slide.” .

Celia had always felt some interest
in Frank, because he was the only
wicked one in her aunt Buckram’s fam-
ily, and she trusted now that her influ-
ence might be sufficient to turn him
from hig evil ways, 1. e. to act high in-
stead of low comedy. But the mischief
of his education proved ineradicable.
Having had everything good and high
always presented to him in nauseating

 doses, he was forced to believe that he

liked low things best ; so at the end of
a week, when the building of the Min-
strels had been repairéd, he returned to
its congenial shades, and turned somer-
saults, went “on the flying trapese,”
danced a hornpipe in a hoop-skirt and
sang “ Captain Jinks,” and enjoyed him-
self.

Celia was dlsgusted but kept & httle
warm corner in her heart for him on ac-
count of the old days.
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CHAPTER XXXVIIIL

EARILY Alice turned the cor-
' ner of the little sguare on which
was her lodging. It seemed as if her
vitality had been drained to the dregs,
that she had imparted to others with-
out receiving for so long that her life-
power was wholly spent.

A quick healthy step rang behind
her. She did not look up. A hand
was laid lightly but firmly on her
shoulder, and a voice which always
spoke cheerfully and heartily said,
 Alice, 1 love you.”

Alice started as by an electric shock.
She turned and saw Aleck standing
close beside her. Though it was almost
dark, the deepening moonlight showed
kor fully bis grand, courageous fave, and
she noticed his sudden half-withdrawal
from her the moment he had spoken;
and he added, half with the air of a
naughty child who has been caught in
mischief, “0 well, Alice, I did n't
mean to begin so, but I vow I could n't
help it; and now, perhaps, to pay for
it, you won't let me im, though I came
to town purposely to see you.”

#*1 could n't be so inhospitable, then,
a8 to lock you out,” said Alice, shyly
and sweetly. “Come in.” But she held
herself away from him, and ran up stairs
80 quickly that he could not reach her.

The little room was neat, beautiful,
and pure in its arrangements, as it al-
ways was ; but there was something al-
most severe about it, perhaps because
the night was chilly and there had
been no fire in it since Alice went away
in the morning. But everything was
laid in order near the grate, and in a
minute a light blazed up from the
hearth, and Alice turnea round to see
Aleck looking at her with a pleased
face and his hat in his hand.

“I meant to tell you my secret in
my very best words,” said hepredden-
ing a little, “but Nature would have
her way ; 8o here I am, and you must
say something to me before I can say
anything mors.”

“You Zave told it in the. very best
way,” said Alice, a little hypocritically
it must be confessed. It is very
pleasant to find I have a friend, for I
have been very lonely.” . '

“A friend!” echoed Aleck, raising
his eyebrows. “ Alice, you know better
than that. When I say ‘I love you,’ it
means more than friendship.”

Alice hung her head and blushed
violently.

“Won't you speak to me?”. said
Aleck, in an amused and yet anxious
tone, ‘

“What shall I say?” said Alice,
with a sudden little dimple in each
cheek, — an unwonted sight, so long had
those cheeks been thin and pale.

“Say the same words I said to you,”
said Aleck, joyously.

Alice only grew more scarlet. “That is
expecting me to meet you half-way,”
gaid she at last, in confusion. )

“And that is right,” .eaid Aleck,
proudly. “And ¥ you do love me
you will not find it so very hard to say;
and if you don’t, why, then —7”

He stood erect, and A]ic% looked up
at him. The firelight fell' upon him,
and the moonlight streamed through
the window over her. The color re-
ceded from her face, and she was calm
and pure as always. “ Well, then,

- Aleck,” said she, and the little dimples

played once more about her mouth, “1
do love you.”

That_is enough to know, about that
evening,. ‘

CHAPTER XXXIX.

HE spring came, and with it Alice’s

" wedding -day. It was early in
June, nearly as Celia's had been, and
even simpler than that. They had no
guests whatever, and Alice wore a plain,
fine white muslin, and a delicate lace
veil. Her pupils- had sent her many
little tokens made by their own hands,
with which she might adorn her new
home ; but she had no costly gifts, nor
did she need them. The best gifts had
come to her. '

They had decided %o take no wedding- 7
Aleck was not yet rich enough.

tour.
to do things simply beeause he wished
it,, and Alice was worn out with the
city and teaching, and could imagine
nothing pleasanter than to be quiet in
the beantifal country town where she
had possed her childhood,

w

So they
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s went home that very day, after the

wedding.

How well Alice remembered the last
days she had spent in that place! She
seemed to feel her father's spirit near
her, blessing her on her marriage day.
Agron, dressed in his best suit, was wait-
ing with a carriage, and in the beauti-
ful twilight they drove along the little
street, N

“Where are you taking me?” said
Alice, suddenly. “ We just passed your
house. Oh, oh, oh!” and she seized
his arm to still her emotion, for they
were driving up the carriage-way of the
stone cottage, every room of which she
loved so well. ‘

Aleck smiled. The carriage stopf)ed.‘

He alighted, and held out his arms to
her, “Thia ig our home, Alice,” kaid
he, with a happy face, — “my bridal gift
to you.” ’

saild Aliee, ay he drew her gently into
the house,

Whaot dews of peace descended upon
that cottage! Since her father died,
Alice had always cared for others, but
though she had received large mensures
of Tove always, as such beautiful natures
must do, she had never known what
it was to be taken care of till now,
Aleck peremptorily forbade her, under-
scoring his commands because he was a
doctor, from doing anything that could
weary her, and so by degrees vitality
came back to her slight and overtasked
frame. She busied hergelf in arranging
her rooms in the prettiest and freshest
ways, in contriving the most: beautiful
adornments of flowers, in practising once
more the pieces she loved of the grand
old masters, from whom she had been
exiled almost during her busy lifs of the
last few years, and in taking long rides
with Aleck through the June woods.

“But remember, Aleck,” said she,
one day, “this is not going to last, or I
would n't do it at all, It is very nice
and blessed, I know, and as long as I
can pretend I do it for my health I
don't hive many pangs of conscience.
But with so much work to be done .in
the world, no one has a right to be
idle, and some day you shall see me a
notable farmer's wife.” ‘

“Never,” said Aleck, drawing her close

tohim, “If that had been right for you,
I should not have lived here alone two
or three dreary years. At least, I should
have asked you to come with me, Of
course, I 'don’t know what you would
have said.” '

Alice laughed happily, “I think
you might have asked me then, when
I might have helped you, instead of
waiting till you could give everything.”

“¢For you thizs work was not the
best,” 7 said Aleck. '

“Quote the rest, if you dare, sir,*
said Alice, stroking his hand softly. I
will quote it, properly changed : —

¢ ¢ Your love was the best,
And able to commend the kind of work
For love’s sake marely.'
So, if the world had n't prospered with
you, you would have defrauded me. I
thought yon were too broad to believe

1in needless self-sacrifice.””
“0 Aleek, how thoughtful you are !” |

“1f wasn't needless,” said Aleck,
“I could n't have borne to gee your life
crushed.”

“As if it could do anything but
expand and blossom and grow and he
life with you!” remonstrated Alice. -

Mo man, conservative or xadical, tran-
scendental or evangelical, could resist
that. So Aleck kissed her before he
went on. ‘

“But now, you see, when you are
quite well, you will feel free to do
whatever you like'in the heavens above
or the earth beneath, only don’t choose
the first, or the angels would lay claim
to you.”

“You know well what I want to do,”
said Alice. “I want to make my home

‘beautiful, in the first place, and I would

gladly, gladly do the actual work if it
weve necessary ; but as it isn’t I sghall
have time to teach a little too, some-
thing like literature or botany to :the
young girls in town, two or three times
a week,”

And wo it was. The blessing Alice
proved to those half-cultivated young
girls cannot be estimated. The world
must have been always botter for the
sweet inflnences which flowed out of
that quiet coltage,

Quiet, and yet there were old -and
new friends constantly coming there;
and ‘life was a hearty, healthy, happy
thing in that same little cottage.
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No Iife worth living is without its
moments of pain. Aleck’s great hope
of influence in the world seemed to be
dashed to the ground forever, and
Alice had her sister to mourn over.
But the greatness and peace of a true
love overshadowed them, and the
trusted always in God. '

e ——

CHAPTER XL.

ICHARD STACY walked with a

firm step through the streets one

winter night. He turned from the
broader thoroughfares, and found the
narrow one in which Robert Rix lived.
He counted the houses till he reached
No. 15, and then he paused for a
moment, f

“It is not too late yet,” he maid to
himself, with a look of pain, “but I
owe it to her, and I will do it

So he rang the bell, Miss Twigg
opened the door and glared at him as
if she had a pistol in her pocket ready
for any emergency. '

“Does Miss May — Miss Dora May
. —live here1” asked/Dick, ‘
“Yes, she does,”'said Miss Twigg,

suddenly appeased ; and most inconsis-

tently forgetting her usual cauticusness
ghe added, “I suppose you are the
brother she expected. Right up four
flights of stairs, and her door is directly
in front of you.”

1t was fortunate for Dick that Dora
was expecting her brother, otherwise
fortures would not have induced Miss
Twigg to let him see her without wit-
nesses, As it was, he went up stairs as
directed, almost to the top of the house,
The door was ajar, and he looked in a
moment before knocking. Dora was
very poor, and it gave him a pang to
remember the luxury in which he him-
self lived. The room was uncarpeted
and almost destitute of furniture: s
bed, & work-table, and a fow chairs wore
all. She sat by the work-table, before
the stove (she could not afford the
extravagance of an open fire), with her
back to the door. In spite of its
poverty, there was an wir of iaste and
comfort and happiness about the room
which surprised Dick., Dora had taste,

but he remembered that she had never
cared to -exercise it except when she
was happy, and he expected to find her
forlorn. The effect of the room, aside
from its perfect neatness, was dependent
entirely on the flowers in it. Ivies an
other vines covered the bare walls from
floor to ceiling. , Hanging plants, so
luxuriant that they hid completely the
rude boxes in which they grew, hung
in the*windows and from hooks in the
wall above, and roses and heliotropes
and violets bloomed all about the room
and loaded the air with crushing sweet:
ness, |
He knocked, and Dora said, “Come
in' rising as she did so, Her facé
surpriced him as much as her room.
He had guessed she would be thin and
pale, and so she was, and his conscience
reproached him bitterly as he saw it
¥rom what he knew of her he had
guegsed she would be careless in dress;
but the simple and rather rusty black
alpaca fitted her wasted form with
serupulous neatness, and she wore a
white apron and delicate blue ribbons
which relieved the wanness of her
countenance. 1t was the face itself
which surprised him. It was pale and
furrowed, and showed that, though still
young, she must have seen very bitter
sorrow and care ; but it was very sweet
and peaceful, with a certain indwelling
happiness which seemed as if it could
never be disturbed. That was the first

- impression only, for the moment she

recognized her visitor the face changed,
it hardened visibly, the corners of the
gyelids were drawn down with pain,
the pathetic mouth grew Dbitter and
proud, and all the peace was gone.
Her work foll from her hands, and she
stood still without speaking.

“Dora,” said Dick, in his sad, grand
voice, *“I have come to ask you to for-
give meo,” ’

“T have forgiven you,” she said, in a
dead way, without looking at him.

;%1 have thought sometimes,” re-

sumed Dick, “and lately I have

thought so very often, .that, althcugh
you broke our emgagement yourself, it
was not done willingly, but because I

had first neglected you, though I had

held to the bond.”
“You know that,” said Dora, bitterly.

>
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#J told you so in the letter I wrote you
before you were married.”
Dick’s astonishment was genuine,
“What !” said he ; “ I received no letter.”
Dora raised her eyes and locked at
him clozely for a minute, and then said,

““Ah! well, then, I ought to forgive

ouw.”

“What was it?” said Dick, anx-
jously, “It can’t be that ‘you renewed
the engagement. Though it had been
my wedding-day, I believe I should
have hoeded that}”

I helieved you would,” said Dora,
wearily, “and you robbed me of all

" faith when you did not send me a word

in answer. But you were not to blame,
and it is better as it is. I forgive yon,
0, do go away!”

The last was said with sudden energy,
ag if she could not hreathe another

-moment in his presence, all the old

agonies were welling up so fiercely in
her heart, yet possibly she was glad he
lingered.

“Dora,” said he, in his most persua-
give tones, which were nearly irvesisti-
ble, “you must first hear what I came
to say. I want to prove to you that I
wish to be forgiven. You know that 1
have no wife!”

Dora bowed her head.

“Dora; be my wife,” said he, “as
you should have been years ago.” He
attempted to seize her hands, but she
suddenly drew herself back, her face
scarlet and her eyes spajrkling with in-
dignation, '

“Richard Stacy,” said she, “I did
not believe you would insult me. I
have forgiven you very grievous wrongs,
but this is something I can never for-
give.” B -

Richard was thunderstruck, He had
imagined that he might receive reproach-
es; but he had not thought his great
sacrifice could be so misunderstood.
He saw at once that he had been in
error, though he could not tell exactly
where the faunlt .lay. ¢ Believe me,
Dora,” said he, sadly, “1 do not under-
stand what I have said to insult you.
I mean from the bottom of my soul to

. be perfectly true and honorable with

you.”
"Dora was silent for a moment. She
bad had long practice in keeping silence,
‘ ) 16 ‘

till her nature seemed quite changed.
She thought that the fewer words which
could be spoken, the better. But now
she was terribly shaken, and found the
inward pressure too great, and spoke, the
words coming 8o hot through her lips
that she felt as if they would stifle her.

“You have no wife, — you are no free
man! You have lost what you love, and
want the best substitute! No free wo-
man would marry a man that 'is not
frée. But Dora May is bound to you
hand and foot, you think. She has
nothing to lose, and a little petting will
make all up to her!”

If Dora had ever understood him,
she could not have imputed such mean-
ness to him, for he was really incapable
of it. She had once believed him saint-
ly, infallible, but _that was not under-
standing him.

There was bitter strife in his heart.
. .He was angry at the taunt, yet he knew
he had no right to be, and he understood
how a proud and sensitive girl, like
Dora, must feel.

Dora, you are wrong,” said he, “I
am virtually free, and can be actually
so-at gny time. It is seven yenrs since
—since my wife disappeared. The law
provides that after seven years one may
be free.” He repressed s halfsigh ag
he said these words. Tt was a hard
thing to acknowledge himself free and
let the hope of seeing Celia forever pass
away.

Dora noted the sigh, and a new and
strange expresgion passed into her face.
She bent forward slightly and said in a
compressed, unnatural tone, ¢ Richard,
do you love your wife 1”

Alas for Richard ! He had meant to
koop that guestion ouwt of sight. He
wanted Dora to believe that he loved
her. But he was truthful and answered,
“1 do love my wife.” :

“ Better than everything else in the
world ?” asked Dora, eagerly and rest-
lesaly.

“Yes,” said Dick, inwardly impatient,
but realizing more and more every mo-
ment what wrong he had done too much
to speak impatiently. i

Dora grew psle and turned partly
away, as she said, *“If you had been a
villain, you would not have waited seven

years before you came to me, and if you
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are not a villain, — you — must — be
~— making — a — sacrifice,”

She turned towards hini again and
lIooked at him steadily. He could say
nothing, she had divined the truth so
perfectly.

“Mr. Stacy,” said she, “T will never
marry you, and 8o you can tell me the
truth. Tell me why you came here
now when you did not come yoars ago,”

She spoke imperatively and he was
obliged to obey.

‘I have realized the wrong I did you,
and I believed that all which I could
offer belonged of right to you. I believed,
in short, that our old engagement was
binding.”

“But you didn't alwaye believe
that ?” said Dora, quickly, “Why not$”

There was a painful paunse before he
snawered.

“Though you broke the engagement
yourself, I know it was really I who did
it, though I would never have broken
its letter. The truth was that I saw
my wifs and loved her.”

“ More than that,” said Dora, slowly ;
“you did not love me. Before you saw
Celia Wilding, I knew that, though I
tried not to believe it. But I think
you were honorable and would have
married me if you had not seen her,
. Yet—yon did not love me, and you

don’t love me now.”

“There are different kinds of — "
began Dick,

“Yes,” said Dora, breaking in, with
some harshness, “and that has nothing
to do with it. You pity me, and your
conscience will not let you rest. - If you

" had never loved your wife, you might
at this moment love me, for you love
every woman while you are with her,
But you have known a real love, and
that makes every other one impossible.”

Dick was astonished to hear Dora
speak. Certainly, in all his knowledge
of her, he had never guessed at the
depths of her nature, —or had sorrow
developed what would always have been
only a germ had her life fowed smoothly ?

. Bhe showed a power of thought, of per-
ception, of analysis, of which he had
not dreamed. She showed strength and
self-control too, quite wnlike the Dora
whom, for her pettish and impulsive

jof love,

“Oh!” continned Dora, T am very
sorry you came, for I was calm before,
But now that you are here, I must tell
you what these years have taught me.
You ought to know.” ‘

She stood still a moment to collect
herself.  She bowed her head, and per-
baps she prayed. When she spoke
again, her face and voice were calm.

“I think’ one can realty love but
once. I think you must have been con-
scious ' all the time, that, though you
were in love with me, I was not «il
you needed.
I loved you.” (A faint color yose to
her cheeks.) ¢ Perhaps if T had never

else. It was right that our engagement
was broken ; but if you had aeny con-

needed, the wrong was there, in leadin,
me to love you. If you did it blindly,
then there are such things as fatal mis-
takes, in which people do not sin, but
have to bear the consequences of sin.”
Here she paused and looked up sud-
denly. f
“You can tell me which is true.
Were you conscious or not 3”
“I was determined not to be,” said
Dick in a broken voice,
“I thought so,” said Dora, cold and
pale.  “One need not sin in the matter
\Ah, well! you would have
done wrong to marry me after you
knew. Perhaps you were wrong to
marry any one else. But' all this is

not the lesson these years with all their

remorse and shame have taught me,
I know now that the wrong I did was
not in ijtself a sin, because I loved
you. With you there was sin,

“But I thought T was doing wrong,
and that made it wrong, Besides, we
ought to keep the laws which are neces-
sary for society. . ; S
“ 1 still feel the shaine, hidden as it
is from the world. 1 know that the
lower nature once conquered the high-
er in me, and that can never be changed.
Yet it is the very thing from which I
take courage. Can anything which is
past affect us forever? We are worth
to God just what we are at this moment.
We might at this moment, perhaps, have
stood higher, but the spot where we

ways, he had nicknamed # April.”

now stand is certainly our own, No

though I find it hard to understand

With me it was different., -
lines : —

seen you I might have loved some one

sciousness that T was not what you.

 form. Even if you knew your wife to

. ing could be too hard. God will keep
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one gorrow, no one sin, can blight a life-
time.”

Dick seemed almost to hear Alice
speaking. ‘

“I know myself to be pure now,”
said Dora, “1 must suffer, for I did
wrong, but I will not be ecrushed,
I will not lose my selfrespect; and

why God could let me have this weight
to bear, I try to help and pity others so
much that I may some time be thanlkful
even for the sin in my life,”

- Through Dick’s brain floated the

¢ Standing on what so long we bore
‘With shoulders bentr and downcast eyes,
‘We may discern, unseen before,
The path to higher destinies,
Nor deem the irrevocable past
Ag wholly wagted, wholly vain,
If, rising on its wrecks, at last
To something nobler we attain.”

“ And so, Mr. Stacy,” said Dora, with
more sweetness in her tones than be-
fore, “ ware you actually free, you could
not help me. I can be satisfied only by
what T am myself, not by any outward

be dead, that you do not love me
would make it a sin in you to marry
me.  And as for me, I would not resign
the life I now lead, I loved you, I
hated you, —1 do not care for your
Jriendship now. 1 do mnot love you or
hate you; you are as the dead to me.
I can only be pure now by leading this
lonely life. There are those to whom
I am of use, and those who are of uca to
me, but Jove T have forfeited. Yet I am
happy.” '
“Dora,” said Dick, reverentially, ¢ I
ghall always bless you for what you
have raid to-night. My &in is a thou-
sand-fold greater than yours, yet for me,
too, it is true that all depends on what
I am now. Tam willing to bear what
it seems may have been sent in judg-
ment. And, Dora, thongh it is no pal-
liation of my offence, T may still receive
the comfort of knowing that it was not
allowed to crush you, but has made you
8o high and pure that I am unworthy
to touch your hand. If I can ever serve
you, be sure and let me knowit. Noth-

8o he went away, and Dora—she
had done her duty and was happy in it,
she would not have altered her decision,
but still she had beer mistaken in aay-
ing that she neither loved nor hated
Dick, and that he was to her as the
dead.

o« [
CHAPTER XLL

ROM time to time Celia consented
\ to act in New England, for though
her preference was ususaily so strong
for the South and West, when Mr.
Stacy was in Washington for the winter
she felt safer at the North. It was now
moré than seven years since she had
first appeared on the stage, and her

.| genius had been so thoroughly trained

and developed that she stood very high
among tragic actresses. Tho necessity
which there was in her to go out of her-
self made it possible for her to throw her-
self vehemently into her rile, anid helped
her to gain a more intense power.

She was now onc¢e more in Boston.
She had taken the opportunity to meet
Alice, whom she still scarcely ever saw,
aud only in circumstanses of the great-
est secrecy.  Alice had gone home
again, and Celia resumed her customary
rezerve, and only showed the fiery heart
within when she was acting.

She was oneevening playing Marie An-
toinette, — a play. she particularly liked
because it dealt with strong passions
and little with the passion of love. As
she came upon the stage, and waited a
moment for. the applause to cease before
she spoke, she glanced rapidly round the
theatre, and with e thrill of fear and
delight at once, she saw, seated in the
eentre of the house, looking directly at
her, no other than Richard Stacy.

Once she would have fainted or had
hysterics at such sudden emotion. But
she had served a seven years' appren-
ticeship in selfcontrel, and did not
even shrink or start. It was strange
that amid all the thousands of specta-
tors that one white, grand face alone
should bave blazed right out at her.
She had often mused and wondered if .
Dick had not chanced some time to see
her act, careful as she had been to avoid

you, as he has.  Good by."

him. She knew how impossible it was .
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for hier to distinguish faces in the sea
 of them which was turned towards her
every night ;- but she felt sure at this
moment that the magnetism between
“them was foo strong for her not to
have realized his presence if they had
really met before. He must see her, he
had come for that very purpose, and
-he could not fail to know her. It was
agony, it was bliss. The moment of
respite was past, and she began to speak.
She had never in all her life played
with sneh power. The whole house
wag electrified. She was in such a
frenzy that she hardly knew what she

did. Among all the faces she saw but.

one, — a white, severe face, She could
not look at it, but it seemed to grow
and grow till it filled the whole audito-
rium, and all the rest were only there
a8 a framework to it. She dreaded the
end of the first act; but there was
no confusion, and when she came again
on the stage, the same face was in
its place, immovable. Dick, too, had
learned self-control in geven years. She
began to feel a strange mesmeric influ-
ence stealing over her under the in-
fluence of that rigid gaze. She grew
cold, and thought she should fall. Once
the necessity for being quiet would have
made no difference with her ; she would
have fourid it impossible to be so. But
now, by a mighty effort, she shook off the
spell, and acted with redoubled energy.
Act after act slipped on. They seemed
interminable, and yet the end had come
before she had had an instant to think

. what she should do next. But when

the curtain fell she knew not a moment
was to be lost. She had worn a plain
black dress in the last scene, and, hastily
snatching a thick veil and throwing a
heavy cloak about her, she left every-
thing behind her, fled through a side
door, and found herself in the night
air alone.

She hastened on as fast as she could
without attracting notice +ill she
reached the nearest railroad station.
She had before learned that one is safe
at night in the cars, and she had never
- failed to have money about her, ready for
any emergency, for the last seven years,

“Where do you go?” said the con-
ductor,

She remembered the station. She

had 8 confused idea of having heard
that a town named L was on that
road, how or where she had heard it
she could not tell, and she mentioned
it, and paid her fare. Then she idly
wondered wwhere she had heard the
name., She felt that her cloak was
damp and her face cut, and she me-
chanically remembered that she had

come to the station in a driving, sleety

storm. She begin to fedl weak and
dizzy after the excitement and expos-
ure of the evening. The bell sounded
a long way off, but the whistle scemed
to shriek and screech in her ear all the
time,

In the cold gray dawning the irain
stopped an instant, and the conduector
told her that this was L She had
quite forgotten till then that she was
to stop there. She dragged herself~
wearily out of the car and looked
around. Tt was a duoll morning, but
the storm had ceased, if indeed 1t had
ever extended to this remote village.
Few pecple seemed to De stirring, and
tho station was not yet open, ag this
was an express train which did not
often stop and had done so only to ac-
commodate Celia, She saw an old
tavern standing not far away, and began
to walk towards it. Then she grew
suddenly too dizzy to see, and fell pros-
trate.

Just as Celia found herself alone with
the midnight, Richard Staey, with com-
pressed lips, walked behind the curtain
and asked the manager to say to the
actress that Mr. Stacy wished to see
her. There was something in the stern-
ness with which he said it that made
the manager feel that he had a right to
gee her, yet he answered, as he always
did, “ Mrs. Brown never sees gentle-
men”

“Strangers ! ” gaid Mr. Stacy.
should suppose not. I think she

The manager went away, and ret
in a moment to say that he could not
find her, but she must be in the build-
ing, because all her dresses for the
evening were scattered about in her
dressing-room: 8o Dick waited, Ie
was pale e death., He hardly knew
what he felt. He was ag sure that he
had seen his wife as if it hed been only
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yesterday that they had parted; but
he dared not guess what this strange
meeting meant. It flashed across him
that she must have left him of her own
accord, or she could not have failed to
come back the moment she was free.
But this he could not believe ; for he
knew that she was true, and the love

ghe had shown him could not have béen,

feigned. Then he shuddered as he
thought of the only other explanation
possible, that she had been so -harmed
that she was too proud fo return fo
him. He waited an hour in this terri-
ble suspense, concentrating in that hour
the accumulating suspense of seven
years. Then the manager said that she
must have gone home without seeing
any one, though it was strange, but
perhaps she did not feel well, and so
had hastened away. He gave Dick her
address ; but at the hotel she had not
been heard from. Her star was sud-
denly quenched. The next day the

playbills announced that a severe indis-

" position would prevent “Mara” from

appearing, that evening; but when a
week had passed on and still there was
no trace of her, the “ mysterions disap-
pearance,” with all Dick’s efforts, could
no longer be kept out of the papers,

—_—

CHAPTER XTIT. -

HEN Celin again opened her

eyes, she found herself in abed, —
a soft white bed in-a neat; airy room.
Surely there is kindness in the world,
so many a wanderer who fally ill in the
street wakes in a comfortable home ;
but alas for those who wake where
they fell! ' '

There was a cheerful wood fire in the
room, and in front of the fire a cushioned
arm-chair in which a girl was sitting
with her back turned to the bed. There
weré several windows in the room, and,
looking through omne, Celia saw a gray
sky with idly drifting spow-flakes. It
seemed to be growing dusk, but the fire-
light played over the white draperies
of the chamber with inexpressible cheer.
A vase of dark-green holly with red
berries stood on a little table near the
girl, and by it lay a book, which she

had evidently been reading until the
darkness began to fall, Now she was
looking at the fire, and in a moment
she half turned, so that Celia was
able to see her profile, It was a strik-
ing, almost a startling face. It looked
like the facé of the dead, and yef con-
tained suggestions of uneonquerable
vitality, The skin was of unflushed
whiteness, the eyes large and pale.
One might have called them lifeless,
yet ther® was intensity in them. The |
brown hair wag pushed carelessly back,
and showed the perfect brow: of a wo-
man who had a soul, and the large
mouth had a pathetic curve. The face
was far from handsome, but such that,
once seen, it could never be forgotten,
Celin, whose penetration was quick,
watched it with interest, though she
wag too weak and confused to think
much.  Naturally she would have
agsked “ Where am .I%” but she could
not bring herself to disturb the deep
gaze into the fire. And then as her
conseiousness came back to her, and she
remembered what had happened, the
old proud shame returned, and she
thought, “ Why should I ask! What
does it matter where I am,—I who
have no business among the living?”

So neither spoke, and the moments
passed on, Celia looking at the girl and
the girl looking at the fire, At last
she rose suddenly snd bhegan to walk
the floor, with her hands tightly clasped,
and Celia heard her say below her
breath, “ 0 God, I cannot, cannot benr
it! It is killing me by inches, Father,
take home thy weary child.” .

Celia began to feel that she was |
doing something dishonorable in lying
there and hearing it, but she could not
let the girl know that she had heard
her, so she closed her eyes, that no one
might suspect her of having been awake,

The girl paced up and down, up
and down, up and down, till the door
opened softly and some one said in a
low voice, “Is she still asleep, Clarat
Mother says you are to come down now
and let me stay awhile.,”

“I don’t want any tes,” said Clara,
impatiently, “and 1 like pitting hebe
by the fire."” ‘

But the other voice insisted, .and
Clara, went down, Celia hesrd the
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seraping of a mateh, and a gleam across
her closed eyelida told her that the
new-comer did not care go much for
twilight - musings as the other, and nat-
urally she opened her eyes, without
remembering she had meant {o eounter-
feit sleep. Her new nurse stood direct-
ly in front of her. She was a plain,
lively-looking girl, with a mneatly fitting
dress,'—?a very homelike-locking body..

“0 dear!” =nid she, as she saw with
surprige that Celin was awake, “did I
wake you? How thoughtless in me!
How do you feel 1

“1 don't know,” said Celia slowly,
trying to answer. :

“Of course not,” eaid the girl; “an-
other fooligh thing in me to ask. I will
put the light where it won't trouble
you.”

“It doesn't trouble me,” said Celia,
who had now regained the use of her
tongue, “ Nothing is the matter with
iy eyos.”

0, I forgot that you haven’t been
gick a long time,” said the girl. “You
must excuse me, for I have never had
the care of sick people st all, and of

- gourse I make blunders all the time.”

“How long have I been sick %" asked
Celia.

¢ W’hy I suppose only since yester-
day,” said the girl. ‘At any rate, we
knew nothing about it till yesterday.
I suppose you know how you felt be-
fore. But yesterday you got out of
the cars here, and were attempting to
walk somewhere, — to the hotel, T guess,
—and you fainted away, I suppose, and
father ha.ppenecl to be there, and he
gaid you counld n't have any core at the

" hotel and so he had you brought home.
The dbctor said you hurt your head
when you fell, for you were delirious
last night, and —”

“What!” said Celia, in salarm,
# What did I do and say?”

“0Q, nothing bad,” said her nurse,
with a reassuring smile. “You quoted
Shakespeare all night, that is all,”

“You are sure I said nothing else?”
said Cei?& in excitement, her pulses

beginning to throb and a terrible thun-

dering to come rushing through her
brain.

The other saw in a moment that she
had been inexcusably careless, but she

had tact enough fo answer sweetly,
“ Nothing at all, and all you said was
so disjointed that if the quotations had
not been familiaxr we should not have
guessed what you were talking about.

‘But the doctor said I wes not to talk

to you when you woke, so positively
not another word!” and she playfully
laid her fingers on her tightly com-
pressed lips.

Celia. would have been glad now to
ask more. She wondered what she had,
said from Shakespeare.

_ She inwardly fretted and chafed, but
she put a powerful restraint on her feel-
ings, for she remembered that another
attack of delirium would expose her to
new dangers. Her nurse took out a
piece of elaborate embroidery, and began
to work, with a thoughtful happy light
in her eyes, till her sister came back.

« She is awake,” said she, as Clara
entered. The latter started, and Celia
pitied her ; but In 4 moment the other
sister, who was sewing too busily to
notice the start, innocently relieved her
by adding, “I lighted & lamp, and that
woke her.”

“T was glad to be waked,” said Celia,
feebly, « and I don’ care to go to sleep
again.’

- “The doetor said you must 't talk,”
said the seamstress, with authonty
“But, Clara, T am ashamed of myself.
T did bégin to talk right away, forget-
ting all about it.”

“T am not surprised,” said Clara,
smiling.
rate talker.”

“ No matter,” said Celia. “T can hear
talking, if I can't talk myeelf, And it
will be better to tell me where I am
than for me to tire my brain with guess-
ing.”

g“ Yes,” said Sue, * that is sensible, I
told you father had you brought here,
Father is the clergyman of this village,
and his name is Fuller,”

Before ghe had time to say more the
door again opened, and a dlgmﬁed wo-
man, & thorough lady, came in. “ The
doctor has come,” she said. “ You had
better go down, Sue ; and, Clars, if you
really ingist on wa.tchmg in my place

to-night, I suppose you ramat stay and ©

hear his directions ; but I can’t bear te
have you do it.”

“ My sister Sue is -an invete- -
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“Hush ! ” whispered Sue. “She is
awake,”

Ciara had turned away from her
mother with the firet words ghe had
gpoken, but her face was exaoctly in the
line of Celia’s vision, She saw that every
tinge of color was gone even from the
lips and nostrils, but that she controlled
herself with a great effort to answer
quietly : “I am determined to sit up,
but I can just as well take the directions
from you.”

“ No,” said her mother, “it is best
to have them at first hand.”

"So Mrs. Fuller and Sue went down,
and it was a minute before the former
returned with the doctor. In that min-
ute Celia saw Clara.go to the fireplace
and stand tightly clutching the mantel
while she bit her lip to keep herself
from betraying emotion. Her face was
turned nearly away from the bed, yet
the attitude of passion was too familiar
to Celia for hor not to gueey with the

"clew she possessed that a mighty con-

vulsion was going on in the girl's soul.
The doctor entered, — a grave, hand-
some man, perhaps thirty-five years old.
With her first glance at his face, Celia
felt the blood shrinking from every part
of ber bgdy and gathering round her

~ heart. It was years since she had seen

the fate, and it had never been familiar
to her, but she knew even before Mrs,
Fuller pronounced the name that she
could not be mistaken. . ]

“Dr. Craig!” She forgot to notice
that Clara’s grasp was tightening on the
shelf, and that she exchanged no salu-
tation with the physician, so intent was
ghe on the tetrible question, “Does he
know met”

The Doctor gave no sign of recog-
nition. He looked at her, felt her
pulse, and then said gravely, “ Some one
has heen talking to Err since she wolke.”
© “Was it you, Clara{” asked her
mother. ]

“No,” wsaid Clara, in a cold voice,
“Bue said something to her, I believe.”

“It did no harm,” said Celia, trying
to speak coolly, “I only wanted to
know how I came here.” -

“Bng it has agitated you too violefit-
ly,” said the Doctor. “You must not

‘ask even the simplest questions till T

give you lenve, if you wish to get well.”

“Humph !” said Celin, forgetting her
acquired caution. ¢ I don’t much eare
about getting well.”

Clara bent eagerly forward and looked
at her. Mrs. Huller loocked as if she
thought the delirium had returned, and
the Doctor’s face grew still graver.

“ At present you are my patient,”
spid he, “and you must obey me.”
Celia recognized in him & man of power,
and shut her eyes and her mounth reso-
lutely. Why should she take the
trouble o oppose him when she did not
care either wayt If he chose to make
her well, why, she would submit, He
began to write some directions for the
night, and Mrs. Fuller was meanwhile
called away. He finished his writing,
gave a few directions to Clara, who still
clung to the shelf, and then said, in a
tone which® to almost any one would
have seemed very commonplace, “Miss
Tuller, I wish to see you soon. Say to-
morrow evening at Mrs. Ellery’s” It
might be that the Doctor and Clara were
on sonie parish committge together.

“] think T cannot be there,” said
Clara, in a low, nervous tone, “1I shall
feel tired after watching.”

The physician looked fizxedly at her,
and then, as he heard her mother's re-
turning footsteps, he added simply,
“You will not be too tired for that. I

shall expect you.”

Clara made no reply. She stood
quietly till her mother and the physi-
cian were both gone, and then Celia saw,
her sink, trembling in every fibre, into-
the chair by the fire. Her evident agony
made Celia forget her own. She said to
berself, “ I must help her, ye. she must
not lmow that I suspect anything.™
She waited till Clara grew quiet again,
and she had' to wait many minutes for:
that. Then she called * Miss Fuller.”
Clara came quickly to the bedside.

“I am afraid of the physician,” said
Celia; *tell your mother that he must
not come here again,”

Clara started back. “0, I can't,”
said she, hastily. You need not fear
}rim He is a good man,”

“Yet you fear —and dislike — him
too,” said Celia, putting in the word
“diglike " that Clara might not know-
her secret was guessed.  “You wish
he would not come here,”
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Clara, at this, regained her self-con-
trol.  “ 1t is true,” said she, “but my
prejudice iz without foundation, and it
would be injustice to act upon it. I
should be sorry to hurt his feelings.”

“But something might be done,”
said Celia, engerly.  Ascribe it -all to
. the whim of a sick person.” And then
she canght her breath suddenly, for she
remembered that in her anxiety to help
Clara she was really taking the means
to confirtn any suspicions which Dr.
Craig might have gbout her identity.

“What reason can you have to fear
- him1” said Clara, in a surprised tone,
and unconsciously emphasizing. you.

# Prejudice, like you,” said Celig,
adroitly, and Clara.knew not what to
say. DPrejudice Zike hers was hardly
posgible, and she eould conceive of no
other. But she could not betray her-
self, and sg, kept silence. Neither dared
urge hor special reason for wishing that
Dr. Craig would not come again, and so
it drifted on, and the next morning he
came. Clara avoided being in the room,
-and Celia thought the Doctor too much
.ocoupied with his own thoughts to pay
much unprofessional attention to her.

In the afternoon a little dispute oc-
-curred in the sick-room between Clara
.and her mother about going to Mrs.
Ellery’s. Mrs. Fuller casually said that
Clara ought to lie down to be ready for
‘the evening, and Clara said she was not
going, Her mother was thus surprised
. into wrging the wmatter, though she
would not premeditatedly have dis-
wcussed the subjeet in the siek-room, and
ghe spoke in a low, mild voice. Clara
mentioned her fatipue from watching.
“But you slept all the morning,” said
her mother, #I% is not sleep you need
g0 much as change.”

Celia guessed what Clara would not
say, that she had not slept at all. Mrs.
Fuller .went on: “You have heen no-
where for several weeks, and zome of the
people think you hold yourself aloof
from them in a manner unbecoming in a
minister's daughter. And this is a so-
ciety affair, and I very much wish you
would make the effort for my sake.”

“Would not any one accept my fa-
tigue 23 an excusel” asked Clara,
faintly.

u If it wore the first time an excuse

had been necessary, it might bé ‘so,”
angwered her mother. “I certamly
would not request you to go if I did not
really think it will do you good.  You
get mervous and pale and morbid by
staying in the house so much. You
may be tired, but it will be a healthy
fatigue, and you will be rested the
sooner for it.”

“ Perhaps so,” said Clars, in a strange
tone. “T will do as you wish, mother.”
So she went away to lie down.

But she came back for a few mo-
ments, while Sue was dressing. She
was herself dressed in a strange blue-
sillk dress, whose pattern was full of
ripples and bars. There was actual color
in her dead-white cheeks, and her pale
eyes looked almost black with lighs.
She came to the bedside and looked at
Celia. She looked fixedly for a long
time, and then said, “I can trust you.
Will you always remember, whatover
happetis to me, that I did not go to
Mrs. Ellery's of my own accord

Celia seized her hand and replied im-
pulsively, as usnal, © I shall believe only
the best of you always.”

———

CHAPTER XLIIL

HE minigter and his two danghters

_ entered Mrs. Ellery’s parlor after
most of the guests had gathered. Clara
saw, like a flash of light, blinding her
to everything else, that Dr. Craig stood
leaning on the piano and that his eyes
were fixed on her. Mrs. Craig, who
was a fine pianist, was sitting on the
piano-gtool, though it was too early for
music. Like Clara, she wore blue silk ;
perhaps both had remembered it was
the Doetor’s favorite color. But one
would have scarcely thought there was
any similarity in dress, for Mrs. Craig's
was perfectly plain, and the softest, most
delicate sky-blue, Her form was round
and beautiful as always, her cheeks full
of dimples when she smiled (but ah!
when she smiled, you saw the false

mouth), the complexion white and rosy, -
and the luxuriant hair simply and -

modestly coiled. A sweet, fresh orea-
ture she looked, artless as a child. A
pang thrilled through Clara, as she re-

* nocently.,
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membered her last glance at her mirror
the sharpness of her outline, and her
lustreless eyes, and then a worse thrill
as she thought how wrong it was
for her to feel so.  She ocught to wish
beyond everything that Mrs. Craig
should” form the most decided, most
beautiful contrast to herself, Yet,
though she conscientiously tried, ghe
could not help a feeling of repugnance
a8 the lady came directly toward her,
and. with her sweetest, most childlike
smile, took her hand, and said : “Ah,
good evening, Clara. T amso glad to see
you for once during my visit. . You

_ don't remember, T dare. say, but I do,

that I haven't seen you except at
church since I have been in town. Sue
sald you had a bad cold and could not
call' with her, and you were away when
I called at your house, It is very
nawghty in you not to make more of an
effort to see your old friends You are
looking well.”

“T am very well,” said Clara, feeling
a8 if she should die every moment. “I
have been very busy; you know- we
have some one ill at home.”

“0 yes, within a day or two, I know.
I sha’ n't tell you all the pretty things
the Doctor says about your nursing, I
don’t want to make you vain.”

Clara grew cold: The idea of Dr.
Craig saying * pretty things ” about her,

and to that woman !

“He BEYE you make quite a martyr
of yourself,” continued Mrs. Craig, in-
“He said he advised yon to
come here to-night, for he really thought
you needed the change.”

What ! thought Clara, could this man
be so wilfully a deceiver as to repre-
sent to his own wife so falsely why he
had agked Clara to the Ellery’s? Or
was she mistaken? had her own blind,
beating heart so far mislad her} Which
was worse, that she should be humiliated
hergelf or that she must lose respect for
hira¥ O, the last was infinitely worse !
Yot she must believe what she had her-
self heard, and what the cruel, smiling
woman before her was saying, Mrs, Craig
forgot to tell how she had with many
questions made her reserved husband
say all those things.

“1t was superfluons care for me,”
she said, in a bitter tone. “It is only

17 Co

gince day before yesterday that I have
been in the smk—mom, and I suppose I
cannot yot be in any great need of

‘change,”

“Yes, you were,” said Sue, “for you
had been moping for some time befove.”

* And the Doetor is so thoughtful,”
said Mrs. Craig, with a very wide smile,
for the express benefit of her dunples
Clara felt as if she could have shot her.
With a desperate effort, she controlled
herself enough to ask a few very common-
place questions, and then, watching her
opportunity, erossed the room to a group
of old ladies who were glad enough to
gee the minister’s daughter, and who
made room for her and encircled her so
that she felt herself safe at last, and cer-
tain that she need not stir from that
gpot till her father was ready to take
her home, Sue, in the mean time, was
whikking about from one room to an-
other, chatting with-everybody, making
everybody laugh, and in a little while
detailed, with two or three other gay
girls, to arrange the “ entertainment,”
ag the simple cake and fruit prov1ded
by the hostess was called.

“I declare, Sue, you ought to have
learned to dance,” said Mra. Ellery, —a.
comfortable sort of a person, who had
never experienced religion, ~— a8 she
watched the graceful movements of the
young girl.

Sue was, of course, pleased with the
compliment, and then she saw an oppor-
tunity o do good, and such opportuni-
ties she never neglected. “I used to

‘wish to dance beyond: everything,” said

gshe. “I really believe I would have
done it if father and mother would have
consented, though I knew it was wicked.
Bat since T have been a member of the
church, I find there are so many pleas-
anter thmgs to be done that I don’t
think of it at all.”

“ Especially since you were engaged,
I guess,” said Mrs. Ellery, laughing,

Sue blushed, but smiled good-hu-
moredly, Perhaps so. I used to think
there was no chance for any one ever to
be engaged who did not go to dances.”

What is the mysterious force which
compels people to approach each other?
Clara had refused to go to Mrs. Ellery's
solely because she wished to avoid Dr.
Craig. Once there, she had seated her-
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self among the old ladies, not mainly
because she wished to escape Mrs. Craig,
but because she was determined that
she would not see Dr. Craig through
the evening. He could not speak to

her without leaning -across several of|steadfastly into hers,

the old ladies, and she felt absolutely
,safe.  But after the first moment of re-
" lief, perversely came & fear, ¢ Will the
evening go by without my speaking to
him?” The apprehension that it would
was more terrible for the moment than
the alternative had seemed a moment
‘before. She was vexed at her own stu.
pidity.»~If she had behaved like any-
body else, and the meeting had come
abont incidentally on her part, she would
have been blameless. But now she had
intrenched herself so deliberately, —-she
was, of course, at liberty to leave her
seat any moment and go about the
house ; it would, in fact, be her thost
natural course, but then, if she moved
now, with her eyes wide opén to tho
probability of the meeting, she could
never again bear what her own con-
science would say to her. She would
not move, but gvery moment came to her
- bitterly the hopelessness of her position.
If the meeting would only come about
without any volition on her part! She
loathed herself for such a thought, Then
with the practical part of her mind she
said she was very foolish. The Doctor
had advised her to be present for the
sake of her health, His grave way of
saying it was the result of a mind pre-
occupied with other cares. If she did
not speak to him, how rude and odd
ghe would seem to him, and he might
suspect her motives, — there her cheeks
tingled. How it would look to every-
body if she kept still in her corner all
the evening! Her mother thought she
held herself too much aloof from people;
she had come to please her mother;
wags she not obeying only in letter by
moping in the corner while she might
be flying about like Sus, and taking an
interest in everybody?! besides, she.
might be no more likely to come upon
Dr. Craig in that way than if she sat
till.  She found herself blushing sgain
at that, for she knew what she thought.
But then — Mrs. Craig would prattle to
the Doctor about her, and would think it

No, 1o, no, she would stay where she
was, come what might.

Calm with conscious strength, she
raised her eyes, and from the other gide
of the room Dr, Craig’s eyes looked

Is the initial vesolve goud for afny:—
thing? If one fights a battle, conceiv:
ing to the utmost the power of tempta-
tion, and conquers, is it not a grand and
glorious thing? If one then yields, is
it not from a power outside one’s self}
Is there mot an odyllic force which is

will? Why does conscience reproach
us most bitterly for yielding where we
had determined not to yield?  Is then
the resolution itsell worse than noth-
ing? - - - ;

Clara trembled. She braced herself:
in her chair. Nothing should stir her.
Still the pitiless eyes looked at her, and
ghe knew that she should talk to Dr.
Craig some time that night. Then he
tuened away. She saw him talking to
everybody, moving from room to room,
yet her systein felt a subtle magnetism,
and she knew that the moment was
coming swiftly, surely. , f

The time came for the entertainment.
Dr. Craig, as one of the impromptu
waiters, brought a iray of eatables to
the corner where the old ladies sat, —
“go0 thoughtful of the aged,” his wife
said ; and, speaking in his ordinary,
tone, he said, “Miss Clara, your ser-
vices would be acceptable in the other
room.” ‘ 1

What would have ‘been said if she
had refused an invitation so worded ?
Yet, when she rose to accept it, she;
was conseious that she was deliberately
and with premeditation doing wrong
a8 much as if she had left home with:

sician conducted her through a long’
entry which opened oh one side into
the - dining-room, and on the other|
directly into the open air. The door;
leading to the dining-room was open,,
but no one was in the entry. A shawl|
hung there. He took it down, opened
the cutside door, and drew her out into!
the moonlight. He wrapped the shawl|
round her, returned to the diningroom

g0 strange hp had not spoken to her.

with his tray, and in another moment|
rejoined her. Here, too, was an instant |
3

irregigtible T What is fate, whatb is froes

that express determination. The phy- -

-

of time in which she might have es-
caped, and the torture of her soul con-
gisted in this, that, tempest-tossed as
she was, she still clearly knew, moment
by moment, how she might withstand
the pressure of temptation for that
moment. She was clear-eyed ; her na-
ture was full of genius and poetry, and
ghe had been taught the faultless Cal-
vinistic logie. There is something sub-
lime in that, She could not-deceive
herself. They stood in a little side

_yard. On the other side of the fence,

and very near, was a little uncurtained
cottage, a poor though clean abode. An
old lady with her back against the win-
dow partly intercepted the view, but
they eould see; in the farther part of
the room, a child lying on the bed, and
an indistinet figure bending over it. |

(lara mechanically remembered that
the child was a foundling which had
boen left at old Mrs. Dayton's door
several years before, and she vaguely
wondered who was caressing it, for Mrs.
Dayton lived alone and had few visit-
ors. The Doctor and herself stood in
shadow, and could not be seen,

He laid hiz hands firmly, untrem-
blingly, on her shoulders. He was a
strong man. . :

“Clara,” gaid@ he, with unfaltering
voice, “ I have determined at last to do
what yon may call wrong. I will not
live a lie any longer ; 1 cannot see you
day after day and let you guess only by
a look or a tone that I love you —love
you —love you —”

He drew her ‘close to himself, and
kissed: her in sudden emotion. She
was horror - stricken, paralyzed ; her
tongue refused to speak; yet, alasl
she could not arge her powerlessness to

~ herself in extenuation, for she knew that

she was destitute of the will to speak.
She folt a wild gleam of rapture in the
midst of her distress and humiliation.
But the Doctor was a strong man,
and’'he held her only a moment. Then
he spoke again: %I knew when I mar-
ried my wife that she did not satisfy
my ideal of love. - But she bewitched
me; I know she loved me, and I had
lost faith in the possibility of a true

_ marriage, That was sin, a thousand-

fold the sin I am ecommitting now,
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the punishment, I am willing to pro-
tect her and care for her, but I want
to ask you a question, Can it be right
for me to live with her as her husband
when I do not love her? Is not that
cementing the old sin with new sin?
The more kind snd tender I am, the
more false, —and then, if I love you,
and if you too love me (I do not ask
you to tell me whether you do or not),
14 there any power on earth or in heaven
which ought to separate us " .

“Yeos, yes, yes,” exclaimed Clara, in
# whisper, bringing her whole energy
to bear that she might now speak, and
shrinking away from him.

He looked grave and sad, and said
slowly, “Putting aside what the world
thinks, I mean., If you love me, and if
you were gure you were not doing wrong,
would you be willing to face @i the
world might say or do?” :

« All,” replied Clara, faint end white,
“But it is wrong."

“T1 thought you would feel so,” said
he. “1T should possibly have loved yon
less had you answered differently. DBut
by giving you up I am paying the pen-
alty of my sin. I am willing to do
that, but can it be still right for me
to live with my wife? Does not truth,
does not purity, compel me to leave
her %" .

“0, have pity on her!” moaned
Clara. “She is sinles.”

“Yes,” said he, gloomily; “her na-
ture was too shallow to have done so
great a wrong counsciously. But ah!
here a man has & worse fate than a
woman, She need, in her perplexity,
only receive passively the affection be-
stowed, he must be the bestower, he
must actively, systematically, deceive,
Can it be rightt”

¢ It raust be,” said Clara. 1 feel it,
though my reason is paralyzed.”

“Then my fate is decided,” said he,
grinding his heel into thesod. “ I love
you, and I had aright to tell you that, for
we are both strong enough to bear it.
But I swear to you by that love, and |
can say nothing stronger, that from thig
day forth I will be the kindest, tenderest
husband -who lives, that I will cherish
my wiferns if I loved her. You have
known my heart, and though we are

.Having sinned, I am willing to bear

silent forever, this hour has proved us
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and may go with us into eternity as an
essential part of ourselves.”

As he spoke, the door| of the cottage
opened and a figure in. black left the
house. The old lady held the lamp so
that its light shone full on the foatures
of her visitor, and the two who stood
in the shadow saw distinectly an-exceed-
ingly beautiful, wilful, sad face. The
door closed and the figure moved swiftly
away toward the railway station. -

When the sound of her footsteps had
died awiay, Dr. Craig once more drew
Clara to himself and held her cloge, close
for minutes. There was exultation, joy,
consecration, in the embrace, — the con-
sciousness of mutual love, the certainty
that each was too pure to yield to its
force, and that so the object loved was
a worthy one! Then the Doctor put
her softly from him, and she moved to
the house, the moonlight blessing her
high, pathetic, still features.

So few minutes had passed since she
left. the house, yet she was wholly a new
creature | Life, death, and heaven had

- aggumed new meanings to her hence-
forth, and she could nevermore know
wretchedness. She helped to pour the
coffee, — she had been away so little time
that there were still many unserved, —
and she moved ealmly through the
rooms, though her soul was far away.

——
CHAPTER XLIV.

ELIA was deceived by the calm of
Clara’s face next day. Even when
Dr. Cehig came she seemed quiet and
self-possessed, and her patient fancied
that Sue had been right in saying that
Clara. had stayed in the house and
moped till she had become morbid, and
that an evening out had done her a
great deal of good. Still she conld not
think that all the agony she had seen
had risen only from a diseased fancy.
The Doctor said it was necessary that
he should retwrn to the city immedi-
ately, but that Celia would probably
require no more medieal attendance, if
care wad taken of her. ’
She was in good hands. Mrs. Fuller
was o, gympathetic lady, who found it a
delight to minister to the sick, and Sue

was like her, though she had no experi-
ence. Clara seemed particularly drawn |
toward Celia, and loved to do every- !
thing. for her, , '
Yet the shock to Celia’s nervous sys-
tem had been so great.that she lay in
o low fover for weeks. Assured that
her secret was safe for the present, she
did not try to think, but let herself
drift on in a semi-conscious state, and |
found herself almost enjoying it. Sueh’
8 glimpse of pleasant homelife wag a
new thing to her. Beautiful as her
thildhood had been, she could not re-
member it all, and her father had been
too silent and studiouns to attend much -
to the details of daily life, so she and
Alice had been left to themselves a
great deal of the time. At Mr. Bnek-
ram’s, setting aside the hatred she had
entertained for the whole family, there
'had been such a bitter pressure of pov-
erty that it had prevented them; even
among themselves, from being what they
might be as o family. Next had come
the boarding-school, and then the ons
rbom with Alice, and an interval of
happy, happy time, both before and after
her marriage, but not a day of actual
home-life, and for the last seven years
the theatre! It thrilled her with an '
inexpressible feeling to see the thousand
innocent’ pleasures and surprises which
the father and mother prepared for
their children, and the children for each
other and their parents. The thousand
little household plang which the girls
talked over in her room, whén she was
strong enough to bear their conversa-
tion, the bits of fancy-work to adorn the
home, and the gquiet books of Miss Mu-
lock and Miss Yonge which they read
alond to each other, all seemed very
charming, and though the eommonest
experiences of life, they were to the sick
girl the most strange. Clara, too, was
passionately fond of poetry, and in the
evening twilight, while the fire danced
on the walls, she would repeat, in a
goft, strange tone, many and many a
sad, sweet poem, and even sometimes
would add .& stanza or two of her
own, whichi taught her listener that
depths lay under the very quiet exte-
rior which might perhaps, if she did
not fade too carly, make her one of the

world's sweet singers,:

!
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To Celia, who had passed her life
principally in boarding-houses and res-
taurants, the fresh, carefully ecooked
food, arranged on the most delicate
china with the whitest linen, and the
little wreaths of evergreens and smcarlet
berries which the tasteful fingers of the
young ladids prepared each day, were a
delicions change. At last she was well
enough to lie on the sofa in the sitting-
room part of the day, and she found
herself becoming fairly interested in the
parish affairs, which all the family dis-
cussed very vigorously and with great
good-humor, though Clara and Sue
could not always refrain from a sting-
ing epithet at the meanmness or hypoc-
risy of one and another. Had Celia been
an actor in the scenes around her, they
would have been intolerably tedious to
her; but being only a spectator, she
found them amusing and healthful.

Mr. Fuller was growing old, his hair
was already gray, and he had never
quito regained the elasticity of his epir-
ity since the loss of his only son a few
years before.- He was a true pastor, a
shepherd who gave his life for the sheep.
Tvery household in the town welcomed
him as a father. He was a man to whom
every one could speak of joy or sorrow
and be sure of sympathy. His prayers
were so simple and earnest thut even
Colia, with all her heresies, did not find
them tiresome.

The family of a quiet country minis-
ter! There was something like heaven
in its calm. '

As Celia grew stronger she began to
speculate as to her future. To return
to the stage, even if it were possible,
would involve an explanation which she
was very ‘unwilling to make. Then,
too, even this little illness had foreed to
a culmination all the ills brought on by
her sorrowful and irregular life for the
last seven years, and she found herself
so shattered, so overcome with lassitude,
that it seemed impossible to undertake
ggain anything in which nerve-power
was required ; and still further, after
her last shock, she felt a repulsion for
the theatre, and determined to play no
more if it could be avoided. Yet she
realized that something must be done
soon. Her habit of carrying quite a
gum of money always with her in a

-

secret pocket had served her in good
stead now, and she had ample means to
repay what had already been done for
her. But her stock was dwindling, and
ghe. felt that it must be replenished.
All the family had heen too delicatée to
inguire in any way her history, or hint
at whbat she should do, yet she felt that
they were eagerly curious on the matter,
as most people would be in such cir-
cumstances, and especially people in a
small village where such an event as
Celia’s introduction was altnost the only
living romance they had ever seen.
8o she broached the subject herself the
first moment she felt aBle to bear it.
She had previously given her name as
Mrs. Brown, and now she added a few
particulars. She was from Boston, had
been in the habit of supporting herself
in & printing-office, had no friends ex-
cept a sister to whom she had already
written (this was true, for the first day
she was able to walk she had found the
post-office, which was only a few rods
away, and sent a line to Alice, without
showing the direction to any omne}, had
been going on a journey when she felt
ill and stopped in the village, where she
had fainted before she reached 'the
hotel ; did not now care to continue her
journey, but would like to find some
means of an honest livelihood where she
Was.

They ldoked as if they wished to ask
her some questions, but a certain repel-
lant medium seemed to diffuse itself.
around as a shield, and they found it
impossible ; so, instead of that, they set
themselves at work to find something for
her to do. Could she sew? O yes, and
she would be glad to embroider. But
this would be rather an uncertain means.
of support, because most of the ladies
of the village did their own sewing.
Could she teach? That seemed the
only other aliernative in an unprogres-
sive country town. She said faintly
that she had never taught, and Sue:
declared instantly, “She can't teach,.
mother. She is n’t half strong enough,
T used to get so tired myself, last sum-
maer, in that horrid hot room with those

dull children all day, that I was fit for-
‘nothing aftengards.” ‘ ‘

“Yet you liked it,” said her moth--
er.
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¢ Yes,” paid Sue, *because I do love
children in all forms and at all times ;
still it was too much for my strength,
and of course it would be for Mrs.
Brownw's.” )

“ Btay,” said Mrs, Fuller. I think
I have a plan. As you have been edu-
cated in the city ” (though Celia had
not said so), “ perhaps you have learned
some of the accomplishments. Do you
draw?”

“Yes,” replied Celia, eagerly. 1
both draw and paint, and ¥ have been
taught elocution too.” ,

* That is foptunate,” said Mrs. Fuller,
with satisfaction. *Some years ago a
little girl was left at the door of & Mrs.
Dayton, who took her in and has cared
_.for her ever since. A note which came
~ with the child stated that the person
who received her should be amply
repaid for her education, and money
is regularly sent, and directions too,
it seems, The child must be eleven or
twelve years old now, and the last in-
structions were to take her away from
the district school, where she is a great
favorite, as she is a very bright child
and has great talent in mimiery and
singing, and find a private teacher, not
& governess, but some one who resides
in town, who will give her the educa-
tion of & lady. It is especially desired
that she should be-taught drawing and
painting, for which she already shows
great capaeity. I thought one of my
girls might teach her, but Sue iz too
busy thinking of other things just now,
and Clara has promised to take the vil-
lage school next term, so she would
soon be interrupted. Besides, neither
of them has learned to draw or paint,
_ 80 it ‘seems you have found precisely
your niche, if you,like to fill it.

It seems & very good opportunity,”
said Celia. I think I ecould teach one
child, though I'am not strong enough té
take a school: ‘But would the compen-
sation be sufficient to pay my board 7

“¥If must be the child of wealthy
people,” said Mrs. Fuller; “and Mis.
Dayton tells me, that, if some one can
e found to teach her all that is de-
gired, she will be paid whatever she de-
ma.nds.” e .

* Well,” said Celin, “it meems the
right thing for me to do, and, if they

situation.” .

_And so arrangements were made. It
wan agreed that Celia should still be an
inmate of Mr. Fuller’s household by the
payment of a moderate sum for board,
and she found herself once more earn-
ing her own support in a manner vastly
different from what she had done hither-
to. The work was very easy ; the child
came to her for three hours every day,
was quick and bright, even bniliant,
and, though very little disposed to be
controlled, was exceodingly winning. Ce-
lia had not much idea of the proper way
to teach, and was not by nature fitted for
‘a teacher ; so when her young charge de-
clared that she was passionately fond of
painting, and wished to do nething else,
Celia agreed, finding it easy and pleas-
ant to spend the greater number of the
school-hours in that way. Mathematics,
aside from the most imperative prob-
lems in arithmetic, were wholly discard-
ed, and the time was occupied in reading
poetry and the more fascinating]histor-
ical and scientific works. Cel{a, too,

come = fine Italian scholar. She had met
many native Italians, and had become
familiar with all the operas ; so, though
she knew but little of the piane, and had
no special talent or cultivation as s
singer, she was able to teach both the
language and the music in a very off-

had great talent in that direction and
was charmed to learn. And so it came
about that the little girl fell violently
in love with her gtrange teacher, over
whom hung the tomance of a mystery,
and was ready to- do anything for her;
at least she thought so, but ghe had no
test, for Celia always let her have her
own way.- Celin had too little idea of
what a teacher should do to guess that
she might ke doing wrong, and perhaps
in the end no harm was done, — less
harm, at any rate, than would have been
done by rigid, unsympathetic discipline.
Moreover, the education was just what
had been requested for the child, and
the parties who were responsible signi-
fied, through Mrs. Dayton, that they
were satisfied, - . '

Village gossips always will talk, and

they had never quite recovered the mys-

will be satisfied with me, I will take the

during her years at the theatre, had be-

hand, inexact manner to the child, who
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tery of the foundling. Celia’s mystery
proving still more unintelligible, one, a
very ingenious one, suggested a connec-
tion between the two; and though the
good minister speedily and somewhat
sternly hushed the report, there were
not wanting those who believed it. In
some way it came to Celia’s ears. She
was very angry, but in a moment she
became calm and smiled, saying that it
was of no consequence. And, in truth,
ghe cared very little what was said so
long as no one guessed right.

The time glided tranquilly on, Celia
lay down some hours every. day, and
that, with her lessons, her sewing, and
a daily ride, kept her constantly em-
ployed, and she found a dull, monoto-
nous country life sufficiently pleasant
for an invalid and one to whom so little
remained to hope for in the world. She
folt so little energy that she fancied she
should not live very long, and it seemed
as if the circle of her earthly life was
complete (for she was in the habit of
looking at things from a dramatic point
of view) and that it was time she began
to tread the cirele of a new sphere. She
believed that nothing but death could
renew her exhaunsted life, and she hoped

_#he might fade away without. any return

of: strength which should sti in her a
yearning for other than the passive life
ghe now led.

Ah, poor weary one! she was yet to
be startled into consciousness once more.
Sue ecame in one morning with such a

» glow that her ususlly plain face was

fairly beantiful in its radiance.
“1 have a letter from John,” said

_she, “And he promises to be here

to-night.
town,”
“0, what a pity that we have cor-
pany invited for to-alight ! ” said Clara.
T don’t cars,” said Sue, “He will
enjoy xoeing his old friends, and.- I shall
enjoy whatever he does. We are not
exclusive kind of people, and 1 can't see,
for my part, why people who are engaged
should want to shot themselves away
from the rest of the world. Loving John
only makes me love evervbody else all

He can spend a week in

the more.” And thereupon she gave her

sister a hearty hug, and went flying
about the house for the rest of the day

~ with a sparkle in her eyes.

“T'I1 tell you what I call SBuc’s eyes
to-day,” said Clara, pleasantly. “They
are usually not pretty, and to-day they
shine so that I call them ‘loveighted
watch-fires.’ ® ]

The people came to ten, and Celis,
out of regard for the family, overcame

her repugnance and entered the parlor,

It was the first time she had been in-
troduced to any of the towns-people ex-
cept Mrs. Dayton and her pupil.

Notwithstanding the current gossip,
they all treated the stranger with re-
spect, and appeared, in fact, rather over-
awed by her superior air and clegant
and somewhat haughty (though she tried
to be affuble) manners. Sue's lover
could not ayrive till after tea, and Celia
saw Sue ;%ring eagerly out into the
night when khe heard the whistle of the
approaching train. A quick step. came
up the walk. Sue ran out to meet him,
and it was astonishing how many min-
utes passed before she opened the door .
and ushered him into the parlors. Celia
did not at first see him, and as all his
old friends greeted him as John, and
she had never heard the family call him
anything else, she was not at all pre-
pared to escape her confusion when Sue,
in a voice with a triumphant guiver, in-
troduced Mrs. Brown to Mr. Home.
Locking up, she saw the well-known face,
and she felt the blood rising in a tor-
rent to her own. Mr, Home was hardly
less embarrassed, Celia perceived this,
and, remembering that he counld hardly
wish to be recognized by her himself,
and that he must naturally think she
had already made known their acquaint-
ance, determined to undeceive him be-
fore he betrayed anything. So she
howed distantly and said, as to.a per-
foct stranger, “ I am happy to meet you,
Mr, Home.” He looked relieved, thongh
he was evidently puzzled and surprised.

“ What is the matter, John1” gaid
the lively Sue. *You look quite dis-
concerted.” -

“ Ahem !? paid John. * Mrs, —
Brown,” did you say?-—reminded me
so strikingly at first sight of a former
acquaintance that I was quite —”

“ Nonplussed, of course,” said Sue;
and then it seemed as if a thought
suddenly struck her, and she looked
hastily from one to the other, and said,
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in a distressed, vexed tone, “Why,
John!” ‘

“ 0, it is nothing,” said John, turning
scarlet. ‘Sune, mayn't I have some
gupper ? I am fearfully hungry.”

Celia was beside herself with appre-
hension. Sue's last remark led her to
believe that Mr. Home had already
spoken of her, and that Sue guessed
who she was. The more she thought
of it, the more was she convinced of
this ; for she remembered the truthful,
manly natore of Mr. Home, and she
thought he might deem it due to his
betrothed to give a complete account
of his past life. She was vexed with
herself for not having had foresight
enough to adopt a new nem de plume;
but she had thought Brown so incon-
spicuovs and common, and indeed it
could not have snggested anything had
not Mr. Home and herself both looked
8o confused- Then, too, the mystery
attending her would convince Sue, if
she once had a clew to the matter, and
it seemed that she now had a clew. In
truth, she was at this moment teasing
her lover, who had hoped his hunpger
might excuse his talking, in this wise :
“Now, John, does this Mrs. Brown re-
mind you of the real Mre. Brown{ 1
am terribly curious, for there is a great
mystery about her, of which I will
shortly tell you.”

“What is it 1" asked poor John, try-
ing {0 evade,

“ But, sir, you must answer my ques-
© tion first,” said Sue. ¢ You must own
that T have a little right to be jealous
in this matter.”

Alag for John! What could he, the
‘soul of truth, urged by one whom he
loved, do? Yet it was evident to him
that Celin was dncognito, and wished to
remain so, and he knew that if he told
her secret a perfect wave of horror
would run through that orthodox com-
munity, and that he might do her great
harm. Besides, she had once been his
goddess. No, he resolved that his duty
to Sue did not oblige him to tell other
people’s secrets.

“The narne, you know, Sue,” said he,
with all the ease he could assume,
which was not a great deal, “naturally
86t me thinking of her ; and she is about

with a similar air, though her complex-
ion is quite different, and her form too, |
in fact.” o

This he could say truthfully, for|
Celig’s illness had altered her a good|
deal. . }

Sue was not satisfied, but she had
something of a maiden’s pride, and she:
saw_her lover did not choose to tell her!
anything ; so she asked no more ques-|
tions, though she could hardly help)
showing herself hurt, by a little uncor-|
mon reserve through the evening, which]
she struggled against as best she could,

“The secret is out,” said Celia to her- |
self wearily, as she watched the lIovers, |
“and I suppose this haven of rest can |
be a haven for me no longer.” She!
determined she would speak to Sue her- |
self, and let matters take their own'!
course. She could not see her that'
night, however, for John stayed pur-:
posely to see his fiancée after the others |
went away, and Celia thought it kinder |
for her to retire and leave the family to |
their own happiness. But next morning |
she found the opportunity she wished. |

already told you that he has met me i
before.” : ‘

“ No,” said Sue, blushing ; “he said |
“It is not strange he should not be !

must have changed since then, and I J‘

did not give any sign of having mef |
him before.” . o
¢ Except by blushing,” said Sne. <1

Brown of whom he had before told me.” |
had he told you " said she.

in an irritated tone,
have you tell me what you intended,

was indeed true, that Sue's suspicions

closed her lips forever and- gone away
without any explanation.

was due to Sue that she should be told,

the same height, I should think, and

i

guessed at once that you were the Mrs, -

“ Perhaps,” said she, “ Mr. Home has |

you looked like some one he once knew.” :

certain who I was,” said Celia; “for I |~

Celia caught her breath, “ And what

- ¢ T don't care to tell you,” said Sue,
“T1 would. like to

-and what you owe it to me to tell, with-
ot reference to what T already know.” ..

Celia was very angry. She felt, what :
were aroused, and that she wished to :
gee how the two stories corresponded.. |
It would have been like Celia to have :

But she
remembered in time that it really |

end she said : *“As I expect to tell the |
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truth your precautipns are useless; buf
I will tell you. T was an actress. 1
played well, and Mr. Home in those
days used to go to tho theatre occa-
sionally. I hope you will not be too
much shocked by that, for I bélieve he
may have given up the practice now.
At any rate, he liked my playing ; and
when he afterwards met me at the

“house of a poor sick woman whom we

had both chanced to befriend, he recog-
pized me, and so we became acyuainted.”

“ And you think he did not recognize
you last night?” asked Sue, in the
same suspicious tone,

“Tam sure I don’t know,” answered
Celia, impatiently. #1I thought he did
at first, but I am not surprised that
he concluded himself to be mistaken.
8till he may have felt that for my sake
he would not speak of it, Thig [ can
tell you, Miss Bue, and you onght to
know it sooner than any one else, or
you are not fit to marry him, that he
never did, and never could do, an untrue
or unmanly thing,”

Sue looked ashamed. She realized

that she ought, indeed, to have had a

deeper faith in the one she loved, She

- paid in a persuasive tone: ‘ But, after

all, Mrs. Brown, you cannot blame me
for feeling 50, because I do love him so
dearly, and it is such an awful thing
to _"’7 .

“To say that one has been acquaint-
od with an actress 1" said Celia, coolly.
“T suppose it does seem s0 to the rural
populace, and, in fact, there i some oc-
casion for it ; but you know Mr. Home
well enough, putting aside the fact that
you also know me, not to bg disturbed
by that.” .

“0Oh!” said Sue, horrified, “T am not
8o base as to feel so. You know me

. very little if you think it possible for

me to suspect John of ever doing any-
thing wrong. DBut he told me,” and
here her voice faltered, “ that he once
loved you and asked you to marry him ;
and how can I feel sure that when he
Roes you again he may not find that he
loves you still 47 '

“You need not fear that,” said Celia.
¢ His love for me was g very different
thing from his love for you. It was
only a temporery fascination, and I am

you of it. Besides, I suppose it hag
now hbecome necessary for me to go
away from here, and o you need not
be disturbed by me.”

“0 no,” said Sue, hastily, “T am
not g0 mwean as to wish you to go away.
Indeed,” and she sighed, ¢if it were
possible that John ghould ever love you
better than me, I would rather know
it now. O no, you must not go away
on my account.” o

“But I suppose. your father and.
mother will not consent to keep an
actress in their house,” said Celia.

“0,” gaid Sue, eagerly, “if you are

truly sorry for your past life, they
would be the first to encourage you in
3 new ong,”
“But I am not sorry,” said Celia,
with supreme scorn. “1 think it a
grand and noble thing to have been on
the stage as I have been, and it seems
to me the most petty narrowness to
consider life in the theatre a sin to be
repented of.?

“You should n't talk so,” said Sus,
reddening. *It ig insulting to us.”

“Not meore insulting than your re- -
mark ‘to me,” said Celia; “but it is
a principle with the Orthodox to insuly
other people. To say ‘I am con-
verted, I wish you were, iz only an-
other form of ‘I am better than thou.
But yet,” and she stopped in her wrath,
“it i3 true that 1 ought not to speak
g0 to those who have been so kind, so
truly Christian, in their treatment of
me, 1 am sorry for what I have said,
but I perceive I must go.”

“No,” said Sue, after a pause, in
which she struggled with her vexation ;
“if yon were to go, there would have
to be a reason why.”

“Tt seems to me there is a reason
why now.” :

“But father and mother don't know
it, and if you tell them —”

T supposed you would tell them.”

“T can’t do it without also telling
them about John’s knowing you, and
that I could not bring myself to do,
even if he had not first seen, you at a
theatre. But what would they think
of Aim if they knew that1” :

In spite of her anger, Celia could
hardly refrain from laughing; and it

_ sure it was entirely past before he told

’

amused her too, bitter as it was, to
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see how constantly Sue’s though ' ‘ l
y y ghts [stop at the gateway A lad -
turned over everything with reference | plainly and inconspizuously drtzgsezlegi

to what would be best for John, appar-

deep mourning, descended, and, after

ently thinking and caring nothing about giving some direction to the driver,'

what happened to Celia.

walked in a firm, queenly way up the'

“The average female,” thought Celia, path,

turning up her nose; “yet, after all,

most women ‘would be under similar | formed a full-length picture among the |

circumstances,” :

So it was finally decided that Mrs.
Brown should stay where she was for
the present ; and when Mr. Home came
that day, Sue related all the circum-
stances to him, and he convinced her
that his passion for Celia had been a
mere fitful flame whick had blazed up
before he was converted, and pefore he
was old enough to realize that he really
wished for a Home goddess and not a
tragedy queen. They laughed » grest
deal over the pun, and had so fine a time
that they econcluded to forgive Celia
entirely for disturbing for & few hours
the current of their happinegs, i

s
CHAPTER XLV.

BEAUTIFUL summer sunset.

The doors and blinds of the little
stone cottage were all flung wide open
that the sweet air might penetrate
overy nook of the dear rooms. The
piano stood open in the parlor. Alice
had been playing, and would play again
when Aleck came home. Now she sat
by & window, drinking in the fragrance
of the honeysuckles, and sewing mean-
time. It was plain common work on
which she sewed, for they were not
rich enough to have expensive clothing,
but the stitches were beautifully set,
and perhaps something of the serenity
of the face which bent over them found
its way to the garments, ag if the
needle with which she sewed were mag-
netic; for they always fitted magically,
and there was always peace in the hearts
of those who wore them.

Though' Alice had enough to do to
keep her very busy, she was not hur-
ried ; and she pansedjfrom time to time
to look out through the gleaming trees
at the rosy billows of tHe western clouds ;

/]it, but there was also an expression of

oreepers, As the lady perceived her, |
she turned to the driver and waved her |
hand, at which he ‘drove away. Then'
she eame to the window, and said |

j Wilding, do you remember that you|
once promised to be always my friend 47 :
Alice started with surprise at the
voice. She could not fail to recognize
it, though years had passed since she
heard it. -
“ Antonia Hiinten ! ” she exclaimed,
“Yes,” said the lady, lifting her veil,
There were the same clear, beautiful
features, the same pale complexion, but
an expression far different from that of
the old days, The face was thin and
worn, thers were deep lines of care in

rest, :
Alice dropped her work and held out '
both hands. “I am glad to see you, -
Come in.” : i
Antonia stepped gracefully throngh
the window. She did not sit down, !
She was still her old self in many, !
many ways. ' f
“I wondered,” said she, in & calm
tone, “if you would remember me. If '
you bad not, I should never have |
trusted mortal more.” !
“How could I help remembering 1”
said Alice, in & voice full of emotion.
“I did not make my promise lightly, -
and I have kept it in my heart though .
you told me you did not want my
friendship.” |
“Did I9” said Antonia, with a sur-
prised look. O, well,” she added,
sweetly, “1 have forgotten what I said
the last time we met, but I think it
wag true that I did not want your
friendship then. I did not want any-
body who knew the intolerable burden
L was bearing to talk it over with me.
I wanted nothing to make me. think

and a8 she looked she saw a carriage

My‘ na:ture is not often morbid, and it
18 ensier to act and be dumb inwardly

A

: The window by which Alice sat .
she is far more generous to me than opened down to tlylre ground, s;nd :]?21
|

calmly, without any preparation, “ Alice |-
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ss well as oubwardly, 1 did not wont
to be bound by any promises, or do
anything for the sake of anybody’s
opinion. Still I have kept myself pure
gince then.” ‘

“T believed you would,” said Alice,
with a beaming face. “ And yet I could
not understand you. Will you tell me
about yourself during these years 1”

“Ves™ aaid Antonia, * I have come
on purpose to tell you. I said to my-
gelf that day that I would make no vow,
gince 1 might break it, but I would see
what a life I could lead. T began. I re-
fused to see him who was my lover. I
did not see him once till T was ready to
leave the city. Then I went to him. He
had been angry with me because he
believed me ecapricious, but he had a
noble nature and understood me when
I told him that I was turning over a
new leaf. I laughed when I said it,
and told him it probably would n't last.
T wus determined not to make a serious
matter of it, but I know he believed
me, for he said not a word to detsin
me.” .

" Alice flushed angrily, and said under
her breath,  Ah, that was not noble in
him!” :

“Tt was,” said Antonia, angry in turn.
“If you were 4 man, you would not
marry a woman like me, you would not
give such a mother to your children.”

# The mother and father were alike,”
said Alice, still indignant. “ He was
as guilty as you” .

0 yes,” said Antonis,  but a proud
“men cannot stoop so, and I am too proud
to bear to be the wife of one who
did not respect me. Yet I had cared
for him more than for the rest, and
if he had detained me I might have
listened to him. He showed himself
to be very noble. I suppose he cared for
me too,” she added, in a musing way,
“for he has never married. Neither
of us has broken our heart for the
other.” We Wid not meet till our hearts
were in ashes, but I rather think if we
had met sooner and I had not béen a

ballet-dancer, that we mipght have died
She spoke with the
utmost calmness, as if it were & matter

for each other.”

of very little consequence.

“ And what did you do then?}” asked | onee.”

trages of you in the mnewspapers, but L
have never seen your name after thai
engagement you were fulfilling when we
Inst met.”
“ No,” said Antonia; *I knew, if I
appeared in my own name, it must also
be in my own character. I could n't set
up for 2 saint without being talked about.
I had a chance to go to Europe then,
and T told the manager that I would go
only on condition that no one but him-
self should know my name. He was
angry at the freak, for of course it
seemed like that to him, and told me
that my name would be worth more
to him than my dancing. I agreed to.
take half what he had offered at first, -
and he let me have my .own way. I_
did my very best after that, and the,
new name has been worth more to me
than the old one. I have been in Eu-
rope almost all the time since. I have
thonght it better to break from old
associations. I have come hore to the
United States some time in every year,
but only to look about me, never to
play.” .
“ And you have been steadily heroie,”
gaid Alice, with shining eyes. “O, I
believed that you had that power in
youl”
Antonia pirouetted round the room
mutch in her old way. She never liked
to admit she was touched. But she
snid in & moment : * Yes, it takes hero-
ism to live the life T bave lived,—a
lonely life for one who loves society, a
gober life for pne who loves gayety,
a reflective lifd for one who hates to
think and whose thoughts have in them
only remorse sand shame. There has
not been much to regret the loss of in
my past, but it is hard to live without
‘exciternent.” - :

“You have had your art,” said Alice.-

¢ Yes,” said Antonia; “Ilike dancing
while it lasts, end I like acting too, and
that takes more time, for I don't have
to practise much for the ballet now,
and I do have to rchearse and learn my
parts in any play. But my talents are
for burlesque acting, and I find I don't
feel like that very often.”

“You could do other things, I know,”
said Alice. “Perhaps you could not

Alice. “1 have looked tarefully for

«1 could do other things” said An-
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tonia, “if T were willing to work myself
up into tragie feelings, but my whole
study is to drown feeling.”

“I4 is better to look an emotion
steadily in the face till it becomes calm,”
said Alice.

“Very likely,” said Aantonia, “but
not easy at first, nor even after so many
years. At any rate, a ballet-giz? T was
born and a ballet-glrl I must be to the
end of the chapter. It is an intérest-
ing puzele to me to see what it ia possi-
ble to make of ohe so born and so bred.
I like to watch myself as I would an-
other person.”

“ And you have found the possibili-
ties great,” said Alice.

~ *1suppose 1 should not have come
here if I had not,” replied Antonia, 1
have found out two or three things, at
any rate; one ig, it iz of no particular,
consequence whether I am happy or not.”

“But you are happy when you feel
that most.”

“Yes, in a sort of way. I shouldn't
think of calling myself happy at such

times, but I am, I suppose, Then I

have found that the present may be
pure though the past was impure, and
1 have found too” (a long pouse here)
“that sin is not wholly evil.”

Alice seemed almost startled. Theidea
wag familiar to her in some forms, but
she could hardly beligve that it had
come to Antonia fully worked out in
these, and, if nof, it seemed a dreadful
thing to say. She waited for the ex-
planation.

“Y don’t want to excuse myself,” re-
sumed Antonia, “ though I often have

to muster all possible excuses to keep!.

me from killing myself; but I have
wondered many times whether there
was any God who was a Father over us,
and thought there could n't be or he
surely would 't let us do such wrong
things ; so I have worked away at that
problem. I dare say, if T had been edu-
cated, T mlght have had a taste for
metaphysms

“And you have declded——” asked
Alice.

“As T said, that sin is not wholly
evil. Iknow it isat the time, and every
wrong act makes it harder to turn back.
You have to suffer more and more be-
cause, [ suppose, God means for every-

body to turn back gome time ; and when
you do turn, the sin you have “done your-
self and suffered for makes it possible
for you to help others. That is the

ouly thing that makes the past support-

able.”

She spoke vehemently and her eyes ‘

flashed. I Aawe helped others; if I
were as proud as T used to be I suppose I
should not tell you, but I want you to
know., I havebeen at the head of a bal-
let-troupe and have known hundreds of
ballet-girls and have helped them. I
have saved them from dancing those
things which are only immodest, and
not beautiful ; T have taught them how
to dress purely ; T have shown them

how a ballet-girl can live by herself, and -
I have saved the little ones. I know

well how early the poison ia inserted,
and how hopeless it seems to try to rise
when one has fallen. . I have seen only
a few who seemed to have courage and
will enough to do it; to them I have
told my whole story, and they have be-
lieved it and lén.rned what was possible
to them.”

She spoke proudly and. almost gayly,
as if ghe had found a compensation for
her long sorrow ; but in an instant her
head drooped and teary gathered i her
eyeés.

Alice was speaking Joyfully, saying

how grand and beautiful it was that the

very discordance of her life should have
been the means of making so many oth-
ers’ harmonious, becaiiso sbe had learned
the seeret of bringing music out of the
Jjangling ; but Antenla interrupted her
sadly.

It 42 grand, it ¢s a compensation, the
only one, the only thing which makes
lifo at all tolerable; but, after all, you
who have lived as pure as an angel all
your life could move me as much as I
have moved those like me. I know I
should be grateful for the compensation,
for the curse, but you have had the
compensation without the curse. You
see every lingering support for my pride
is battered down.”

“Tt is pot true,” said Alice, full of
sympathy, “that I could do all you
have done, even if my power were as
great. The very fact that my Tife has
been 8o shielded has shut me ont from

the opportunity. I have helped one, you

dream of that.
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have helped hundreds. But even if we

bhad done the same work, the work is
the important thing, and not the way in
which we have been led to it ; if it were
really necessary to sin in order to save
another, we might believe sin the best

thing, which it eaiinot be ; but that our.

sin may save another is the blessing
that proves that any life, wandering in
ever so crooked paths, is tending towarde

. the fullest and best life in the end, and

that the Father’s hand is clasped in ours

. even when we tread the by-ways. But

when I speak of sin between us, it is of
only one phaze of it. As I have thought
ahout you all these years, I have re-
pented that 1 used to be arrogant. I be-
lieve now, what you used to say, that,
according to the blessings and helps I
have had, my life has been a worse one

" than yours, which struggled in such

dark ways.’
“ 7 don't believe it,” said Antoma,

“and I never did, though 1 chose to say

80.”

“VWhat are you doing now?” asked
Alice, after a little pause.

“] am taking a vacation,” said An-
toinetta, ‘“*I have an engagement in
Paris for the fall, but I wanted to come
to this country to see you and —

She stopped suddenly. Alice cm’ﬂd
never question her, but she added in o
minute, of her ownt aceord, “I have a
child in this country.”

Alice was surprised, for Antonia had
never alluded to this before,

“You are married,” said Antonia,
abruptly. ¢ To a Dr. Hume, some one
told me. Have you any children 1”

“Yag,” said Alice, with a happy lock.
“T have a little boy who has gone with
his father this.afternoon to visit a sick
person two or three miles away.”

“ 8o I can't'sce him ?” gaid Antonia,
archly, for Alice showed in her face that
she felt what a loss it was to her visitor.
“ Well,” she added, very gravely, ““since

you have a child you know how a moth- |-

er loves a child, and you will not won-
der that I come across the veean overy
year to sge my little girl.’

%0,” said Alice, with feeling, “youn
ought to have her always with you!”

“ With me 1 said Antonin, starting
back. “I never was bad enough to
The child is twelve

years old now, though T am not thirty,
and I have hardly seen her a dozen
times in her life. She dvesn't even
know who'l am, though I am afraid she
guesses. I call myself the fairy, and
she has been brought up to believe fai-
ries are real. I have fostered the be-
lief in every way, * I always go dressed
in black ; but I have often managed to
wear a complete ballet costume, with
tingel, underneath, and have metamor-
phosed myself as suddenly as we do in
theatres, and 1 have carried her toys
which would spring open when I touched
them with a wand, and shower bonbons
all around her. qhe likes me, she loves
me,” Antonin said, with gleaming eyes
and joyful voice. “She has n wild na-
ture, and the romance delights her. .
But she likes me as & fadiry. 1 couldn’t
be her ideal of & mother. And even if
I could make her happy, do you suppose
that [ would do by her as my mother
(who loved me too) did by me ?”

“No,” sald Alice, “you would not
do the same. I can understand that at
first, when you led your old life, you
had no right to keep her with you.
But now, when you have proved your-
self, it- seoms to me you do wrong to put
away this blessing from you.”

“Don’t tempt me,” said Antonia,
with a fortured expression.  “T suppose
I might leave the stage, and make's
home for her, and T love her well enough
to do that, though my tastes are not
domestic ; but in that case I mnst tell
her the truth about. myself, though I
have never hesitated to deceive her in
every way before this”

Alice nodded. I see what you mean,

but I think you mistake. You believe
in your present self, and you know well
that no shadow from the past will ever
fall on her, Why distress her by speak-
ing of it? 'The only one in the wide
world to whom one can ever owe that
is the man one marries.” -
“ Perhaps go,” said Antonia, thought-
fully ; “but, disguised as I am,” I can
never be sure that I shall not be reeog-
nized. I have been.in public so much
that thousands of people must know
my face well, though they are strangers
to me. And suppose she skhould know
after a time?” Antonia covered her
face with her hands.
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“71 mee,” sald Alice, in a moment.
“But do not decide too hastily not to
have her with yon, As you yourself
know, the noblest part of your life has
grown from this very sorrow which you
would conceal. Why not educate your
child to know that it is really noble?
‘Why not let her know that the distine-
tion made by society is not the highest
and truest distinction$” '

“ Because I know what sin is,” cried
Antonia, passionately, “and while I will
use every excuse for it to myself and to
others, 1 would not palliate it one jot to
my child if my soul were at stake. I
want her to hate and abhor it, and I
want her to love me.”

“We may hate the sin and love the
sinner,” said Alice, finding nothing bet-
ter at hand than the hackneyed phrase,

“1 won't be pitied,” said Antonia,
fiercely ; “least of all, by my own child.”

“I do not believe she would pity
you,” said Alice, “ at least not in the way

you mean, only as one pities terrible.

calamity while respecting the sufferer.
If she were older, and had been taught
the code of the world, it might be so.
But if she goes to you now, she will
see that you are worthy of respect and
will judge you by no false standard, —
that is, if she has the noble nature
which I know she inherited, and which
you would cultivate in her.”

A faint color came into Antonia's
pale checks. It was & triumph that
one who knew the worst about her
should speak of her in such terms.
But- she answered : “You are kind,
but you will see in a moment that I
can never educate her as you say; for,
however deeply I might feel, as I do
foel sometimes, that I had risen above
the past and forced it to be a help to
8 better life, I could never tell jer
that. That, from my lips, would be
boasting of my sin,”

“You need not tell her,” said Alice.
“ Tt is not by words that we influence
othery very much. You will tell her
the past, the palliations which existed
in your case,—yes, you will,” — for
Antonia was about to object, —* it is
only fair that you should, You will tell
her your sorrow for it, because there
was real wrong in it notwithstanding
the palliations ; you will tell her of the
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present, and you will draw no conclu-
gions, Your life day by day will teach
her to respect you.” ;

“ Ay, if she lives with me,” said An-

tonia ; “but will she ever go with me

when she knowa the truth?”

“ You mesan, then, to tell her before-
hand 1” asked Alice.

“ Yes,” said Antonia, vehement]y.x‘

* She would go to the end of the world
with me now, but I will never entice her
away under false pretences. If she
goes, she ghall ‘go with her eyes open.
But, O dear !” (Antonia had never used
80 weak a word before,) “have I an
right to tell a little child such fearful
things 17

“1 believe you are right in wanting
her to know all before she goes with
you,” replied Alice, thoughtfully ; “and
there may be reasons why it is better
to tell her while she is a child, hard
ag it is. A child twelve years old
may understand enough to decide about;
such & matter, and yet she would not
be overwhelmed with the revelation as
ghe would be if it came a few years
later. Then she is unprejudiced now,
and would decide according.to the real
right and wrong. If she is ever to
know it, she ought to know it before
she is older. If she is a child of po-
etic nature, as I judge she is from what
you have said, I think she will go with
you, feeling the sorrow of your life, and
loving you all the more for it in a
chivalrous sort of way.”

“ Never,” said Antonia, loudly. “I
never will have any such compensation

ag that from my own child. Her sense -

of right shall not be blunted for, my

Ba.kﬁ.”

%1t will not be,” said Alice, quietly ;
“and when you think about it, you
will zee that I am right.”

“Well,” said Antonia, wearily, *“I
believe I will go to see her again, and
tell her the truth. She will decide
rightly, for, as you tell me, she is un-
prejudiced, and, moreover, her soul is
innocent, and wrong will seem wrong
to her, and T need mot fear-too gentle
» judgment, Xf she decides against

e, why, then, — well, it will be the
diréet_consequence of my own gin, and
I shordd not be truly sorry if I were
unwilling to bear it.”

rd

. Birnam wood ” coming to Macbeth,
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There was 2 high lock on Antonia's
face as she said this, She rose, after a
few moments of silence, and said, “I
have told you what I came to tell, and
you have met me in the generous, no-
ble way.I knew you would. I be-
lieve I shall want to see you often.
Now good by.”

“Do not go,” gaid Alice. *“You are

- %o be in this region for some time. Stay

Jhere with us,”

Antonia looked astonished, “What
will your husband say to that?” said
she.

“He will say what he says to all my
friends and guests,” said Alice, proudly,
~— “that he-is glad to see you.”

“1 am sarprised,” said Antonia.
“ Men are more lenient than women in
their judgment, of us, but they don't like
to have their wives associate with us.”

“Dr. Hume looks at the souls of
people, and not at any external eiroum-
stances,” said Alice, still with pride;

~fand, if.it were otherwise, he trusts

me, ‘and believes that I shall do what
is right.” '

“You are very good,” said Antonia,
goftly. I eanmot stay, because, much
ag I love you and high as you Lift me, |
cannot bear such intense feeling long
at a time. In your presence there
would always be this strain upon my
nature, because all we have ever had in
common hag been connected with the
deepest meaning of my life. But I
thank you from my very heart that
you have believed in me enough to ask
me to stay, —and you must have mar-
ried a great and noble man. You are
happy, and you should be.
all, ought to envy you.” - She bent
down and kissed the white hand of
Alice, and was gone in a moment.

Alice sat thinking as the shadows
gathered, and the sky grew rosy and
thep violet, and ‘the stars began to
sh®e in it. She heard carriage-wheels,
and in another moment Aleck’s hearty
voice, telling little Harry to seamper in
and tell his mother what & good time
they had had, and that they were as
hungry as bears. She ran to meet the
little fellow, who was almost tottering
under the weight of a huge bunch of
azaleas which made him look like * great

I, least of |-
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As she kissed him, she could not bear
to think that any mother had lived
apart from her child for twelve years,

“ We are hungary as bears,” said the
small boy. .

*0, well, T have something besutiful
for yoi to eat just the minute you get
your hands washed.”

In five minutes they were scated at
the little round table. It was plenti-
fully spread with simple bread and
meat and delicious, fragrant raspberries,
covered with green leaves. The linen
was fine and white ; there was no silver
except for tea-spoons, but the glags was
clear and sparkling, and g vase of the
sweet azaleas stood in the centre, Alice
always meant her table to he beautiful,
having a fancy that, * whether we eat or
drink,” we should give our highest na-
ture full action.

Afterwards the small boy was put, .
all fresh and rosy, into his little nest,
and his mother sang to him till the
large, heavy eyelids closed. Then she
came back to the parlor. Aleek stood
in the moonlight by the window, breath-
ing the breath of the roses. She went
to him and told him her story. He
folded his armis about her, and said,
“When everything is so beautiful, and
wo are g0 happy, we must believe that
the ages through toil and pain are work.
ing out blessedness for every soul,”

e
CHAPTER XLVE

MRS. CRAIG was in the country
- for the summer, and spent con-
siderable time at the minister’s house,
She was an inveterate gossip, but said
everything with so sweet a face that
Mrs. Fuller and Sue, neither of whom
had particular intuitive power to read
character, found her quite entertaining,
and if they often mourned that they
had spent & whole afterncon in specu-
lating about their neighbors, they be-
lieved that they themselves, and not
their visitor, must be blamed,

Clara, of course, could not speak of
her repugnance to the lady, and at-
tempted to treat her with an extra
amount of cordialjty, which no one but

Celin was bright enough to see through,
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Celia, too, felt unable to say anything|The curtains were not drawn, and I
against one who seemed agreeable to her | could not avoid seeing the interior of

kind entertainers. She hated Mrs. Craig|the room.”

(She neglected to state

heartily, and, in truth, dreaded her, | how many minutes she had stood watch-

though she reasoned with herself against | ing outside before knocking, )

“Well,

that, for she had never seen Mrs. Craig | in the first place, the lady went in with-
before, nor been seen by her, so far as|out knocking, which you will acknowl-
she knew, and, with all the inquisitive- | edge was in itself suspicious. Then the
ness in that lady’s character, she believed | child sprang to meet her as if she were
there was no danger of her discovering|an old friend. She raised her veil and

the truth about Mrs. Brown.

One evening Mrs, Craig appeared in | recognized them.”

a state of great excitement, * You will
wonder at seeing me so late,” said she,
“and if my dear husband were here I
need not have eome.
of such importance I must speak to
some one, and it seems to me that my
minister is the fittest person.”

“ Dimples !” said Celia, in a.scornful
whisper to Clara, taking care that no
one else should hear,

“I have made a discovery,” pursued
Mrs. Craip, with great satisfaction, *1
have unravelled a mystery. Mrs.
Brown, I have discovered who is the
mother of your little EIf.”

“Ah!” said Celia, indifferently,

“1 folt it was due that you should
know it first of =ll,” said Mrs. Craig,
persuasively, end pausing with an
affectionnte glance at Celia, who, how-
ever, deigned no ‘reply, though she
thought, “ 0, well, now I know who
originated the scandal about me.”

“That child has always impressed
me singularly,” said Mrs. Craig. “I
have always noticed a resemblance in
her to some one, but who it was 1 have
never been able to remember. I am al-
ways noticing such resemblances. There
is such an one in Mrs. Brown herself
Now we have milk from Mrs. Dayton’s,
and to-night I thought it was so pleas-
ant an evening that I would go for it
myself. It was just about the time
thé train came in, and just before I
reached the house I saw a lady in black
coming from the direction of the sta-
tion. She did not see me, and turned
directly in at Mrs, Dayton’s gate, I
was surprised, for Mrs. Dayton never
has any visitors, and somehow, I caw’t
tell how, it suddenly occurred to ‘me
that this might have something to do
. with the child; of course, however, I

I saw her features, In an instant I

Supposing her auditors wrought up
to a sufficient state of curiosity, Mrs.
Craig paused to take breath. Clara sat

But in an affair | trembling like a leaf, remembering when

she too had seen the lady in black.
Celia was too indignant and Mr., Fuller
too calm to speak, but Mrs, Fuller and
Sue instantly entreated to be told the
dénouement,

*“ I shall have to expose some of my
own sins,” said Mrs. Craig, laughing,
“in order to explain; but you must
make allowances for us city people who
do not have the simple pleasures of. the
country to make us happy. To tell the
truth, the Doctor and 1 have sometimes
been to the theatre, that is, we used to
go ocensionally years ago, Well, we
used to geo on the stage at that time a
girl called Antoinetta” (Celia gave a
convulsive start, and though she imme-
diately regnined her self-control Mrs,
Craig had seen the start), “who had
been educated for the ballet, but who
aleo played a great deal besides. This
woman of Mre. Dayton’s I knew at
once to be the very same, though she
looked much older and thinner; and
then, direetly after, it occurred to me
that, the last time she played, the char-
acter she took was called Elva, the very
name of thig. child. So there is proof
positive for you, She played ¢Elva’
against an actress who went by the
name of * Mara' They hated each oth-

Celia moved uneagily, and the lynx
eye of Mrs. Craig observed her. Celia
was conscious of the observation, and
became more and more embarrassed.
A gudden flash of recognition shone in
Mrs. Craig’s eyes. Celia raised her
hand, pretending to shield her eyes from

walked on a8 if nothing had happened,

1

the Kght. Mrs. Craig watched every
movement, but continued to talk, ‘

er, and it was rare fun to sco them play.”” -

i

- as she probably does not see her very
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«Well, I knocked at the door, and it | announced.

“1 won’t see her,” maid

was several minutes before Mrs. Dayton | Celia, feebly.

opened it, and then the women had
disappeared. EIf stood there, a8 bra-
zenfaced as usual; you would never
have gueised frem her manner that
anything had happened. I only stayed
a minute, and then came straight to
ot. Now what shall we do about it 1”

All looked at the minister, who an-
swered quietly: “I do not see, Mrs.
Craig, that we have anything to n_io with
the matter whatever. Even if this
actress is the mother of the child, as
geems probable, that surely only gives
her a claim to seo the child as often as
ghe chooses,.and we cannot interfere.
My advice would be, that we should
keep the discovery a seeret, and not
give the scandal-mongers -anything to
talk about.”

“But for the childs sake” remon-
strated Mrs. Fuller. “She ought not
to be contaminated by intercourse with
such a woman.”

- ¢ Probably she is not,” said Mr. Ful-
ler. “The fact that the mother chose so
-good a woman as Mrs. Dayton to care for
her child- would show that she wishes
Elva to grow up in the right way ; and

often, she can easily show her only the
best side of her character. At any
rate, we conld not interfere if we wished
it : we can only take care that all the
influences we ourselves throw around
her are of the best.” L

Mrs. Craig professed herself delighted
to find such perfect agreement between
her own ideas and those of the minister,
and took her leave less chagrined than
ghe might have been; for she thonght
she had made discovery number two,
and possibly number three, that even-
ing.
g’l‘he next morning Celia was unable
to rise. She had been very weak be-
fore, and it had only been by the
strongest effort of her will that she had
been able to perform her daily duties;
and the agitation of the preceding even-

“But, my dear,” said Mrs. Fuller,
“ ghe says she has something of impor-
tance to say to you; mnd you lnow she
is a -doctor’s wife, se she will under-
stand what is best to do for you.”

« Well, let her come,” said Celia, in
a tired way. It may as well come first
as last, she thought.

“Good morning, Mrs. Brown,” said
Mrs, Craig, dimpling. * “I am so sorry
you are not well.” .
Celin made no reply. The lady tried
again with some commonplace remark,
but, getting no answer, she determined
to plungé boldly into the matter.

“ My powers of observation are very
good,” said she, with & sidelong glance at
her victim. - I seldom forget a face 1
have once seen.” Still no reply, * Mrs.
Brown, in you I recognize the ‘Mara’
who acted in Elva with ¢ Anteinetta.'”
She paused. Celia played nervously
with a curious blue-enamelled ring on
her finger, but said nothing. i
 Well, Mrs, Brown, do you deny it 1"
agked Mrs. Craig, with some vexation.
“No,” said Celia, “of course not.
It is true.” y

Mrs, Craig was nonplussed. “ Then
I suppose the Fullers know it,” said she.
“No,” said Celia; “but you can tell
them, if you like.”

“Bat I have something else to tfell
gou first,” said Mrs, Craig, bending for-
ward, with the expression of a serpent.
“You are not only ‘ Mara,’ you are the
wife of Dick Stacy, the Congressman, —
the wife- who disappenred so myateri-
ously seven years ago, — the wife who
was 50 moumed for, and who, it seems
now, must have run away of her own
accord.”

Celia was now really surprised and -
alarmed ; but she knew that to show it
would only place her more fully in the
power of her persecutor. ]

“ How did you learn that?” said she,
outwardly ealm.

“ You wonder,” said Mrs. Craig, “be-

ing, the certainty of being rengnized
by one who would be pitiless, had so
wrought upon her that her '\rltn,ll_ty
seemed all gone. She was not in pain,
but it seemed as if her life was ebbing

cause you think I never saw you before.
It is true I did not rscognize you when
I saw you on the stage ; but you know
you often used to come to our door with
your sister, and I have seen you from

fast, In the afternoon Mrs, Craig was
B R £ B

my window. And I don’t mind telling
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You how I know yoﬁ. The ring you |duct in éw"ery. way.- Last ivinter, how-

wear on your first finger belonged to | ever, I happened, by the merest chance,
your sister Alice, and I have seen it !to catch sight of a man’s figure entering

every day for years,

her room, her sleeping-room. This man

“ This ring,” replied Celia, “ was my | I had before seen, for he is g prominent

- mother's dying gift to me, and I have
never taken it off my finger; though,
when I first had it, my finger was so
tiny that it actually had to be tied on.”

“Then she also gave one like it to
Alice Wilding,” said Mrs. Craig, fearing
she should lose her prey.

“Very well,” said Celia, who was
completely exhausted with the conver-
sation. “That is true. What next 1”

% Would you like me to tell the Ful-
lers that bit of scandal too 1" said Mrs.
Craig, with a sinister look.

“What scandal 1" asked Celia.

“That you ran away from your hus-
band and joined a theatrical company.”

“For whatever I did I had reasons,”

- 8aid Celia, ,proudly, — “reasons which
I will explain to those to whom an
explanation may be due.”

Mrs. Craig hesitated. Much as she |

had Celia in her power, she had yet
produced apparently so little effect that
her plans were completely baffled. She
had little to gain by any exposé, and her
ill-succesy in relating Antoinetta’s secret
did not inspire her to go on. She was
only impelled by an inordinate curiosity
and love of mischief, with no set pur-
pose of evil before her. And che
thought she had an opportunity to do
still more mischief.

“Will you please go now?” gaid
Celia, feebly.

“Not just yet,” said Mrs. Craig. “If
I can’t interest you in yourself, I believe
I have one itern which may interest
you. How would you like to hear
something about your husband ?”

Celin folt a sudden thrill, but, con-
trolling herself with a powerful effort,
she answered indifferently, *Tell me
what you know.”

“ Well, then,” said Mrs. Craig, with a
gleam. of satisfaction, “ for some years
a young lady by the name of Dora May
has been living in the house with us.”

Celia grew faint, but she did not
move.

- “She always seemed very sweet and
sad,” continued Mrs. Craig, “and was

public man, no less a person than the
Hon, Richard Stacy.”

Celia being still quiet, Mrs: Craig
asked, “ What do you say to that?”

“That if I had but one room, I
should receive all the visitors I chose
there, and it would be nobody else’s
affair” .
“You take it coolly,” said Mrs. Craig,
chagrined. *“But I have still more to
tell you. T distinctly heard him offer
her marriage, he called it, saying ‘his
wife had been so long away that he was

- lawfully free.”

+ Celia turned suddenly away with her
face to the wall. At last Mrs. Craig
had touched her, Slie forbore to say
the bitter thing of listeners she had
been ready to say, but asked, ““And
what did she say %"

“I could not quite make out the
whole,” said Mrs, Craig, “but she was
angry, because it seems they ought to
have been married years ago, even be-
fore your wedding, Mis. Brown, and she
thought he meant to take advantage of
that now, becanse he wanted some one
to live with him, and while the chances
were that his wife lived no respectable
woman would take him: But he goft-
soaped her till she thought he was all
honorable and fair, but she would n't
marry him, after all, g0 1 suppose she
did o't -aetually trust him.” '
Mrs, Craig believed thatatlast she had
roused all the fury of Celia’s nature and
made her wretched. | She was glad of it
too, for she had been disappointed that
her first revelations had produced so
little effect. It had been merely idla
curiosity which had first induced her to
8py out all the facts. If they had been
received less coldly, she would ecagerly
have assisted Celia in concealing them,
and have been her bosom-friend and
confidante, and: never have wished her
ill for a moment, though her inordi-
nate fondness for gossip would probably

have, prevented her from keeping the
secret ; but now she felt that she owed
a duty to society in unmasking the in-

perfectly. unexceptionable in her con-

trigues of an actress who had surrepti- -

all before they knew it

_etical nature, her antipathy to Mrs.
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tiously introduced herself into a, peace- hereditary tendencies,” said Antonia, in
ful village and might contaminate them |a harsh voice.

Also, sllle
thought the wife, bad as ghe probably
wag, gougﬁt_ta kno’w about her husband,

«If they are wrong,” said Alice;
“ but genius has its rights.”
“ Ah,” said Antonia, “she would be

and thus she disguised to herself her |like me, and choose dancing and Jbur-

motive in all her unplessant disclosures.
Thinking Celia, sufficiently wrought up,
ghe now took her leave, and _spe:ﬂ‘l' the
remainder of the day in amplifying her
details in the shocked ears of Mrs. Fuller.
Sue trombled as she thought of her own
deception ; Mr. Fuller was too charita-
ble to say anything, deeply sorry as he
was for what he heard ; and Clara's po-

Craig, and her sympathy with Celia, all
combined to prevent her frombeing at all
horrified at the tale. So all three con-
spired against Mrs, Fuller's first exclama-
tion of indignation, and that lady was
herself so kind-hearted that she said of
course Celia should stay where she was
till she was. perfectly well, and that they
ought to take care that her ciroum-
stances should not be made knovyn, ox-
cept in cases of absolute necessity, —
for instance, to those who might be will-
ing to take her to board.

—fp——

CHAPTER XLVIL

HERE cams an eventiul day in the
quiet life of Alice. Antonia came

to see her, bringing with her the beauti-
ful little Elva. The latter having been
gent into the garden with Harry, Alice
spoke. o
# She bas decided as I knew she
ould.” )
v “Yes” said Antonia, with light in
her eyes, but a sigh in her voice.” “I
don’t know ag I have done right to lay
guch a heavy burden on such slender
ghoulders. It has made her ten years
grayer, yet she didn’t seem shocked.
1 told everything as lightly as I could,
not, I know, for my own sake, but

lesque and fairy things. Now I have
}w,:l1 & passion t{a.t my child should bo
free from reproach even in the eyes of
the world. As if she ever could be
while 1 am her mother!” . Her tone
was as bitter as in the old days. I
thought we would live in Italy, where
no one knows ug, and she might seem -
to all the real high-bred lady which she
would be and which 1 might once have
"
be?‘nlf you would like that bes ,” maid
Alice, “her fancy is probably mot so
strong that it need interfere.” )
¢ But I should hate it,” said Antonia.
¢Qnly I would do anything for her sake.
We should both enjoy acting so much
.more, but I can’t bear the idea of seeing
Elva grow up a ballet-dancer.” _
“ Do you fear the influence of the life
on her1” asked Alice. X ,
“«( no,” said Antonia. “Iknow w!m,t
I might have been with a pure child-

.{hood and a mother who would guard

me,” . .
“ What then?” asked Alice. ]
1 don’t rhind myself much,” replied
Antonia ;  nevertheless, the people who
know me now will be surprised at m,
having a child, and I shall wince, thoug
I used to bear my old reputation with
a sneer ; but there might come 8 time
when she would wish the world did nos
know all about her. She might be in
lovo.” |
“ Well,” said Alice, “she would be
too proud to marry & men who did not
love her just as much when he knew
ruth.”
th?‘ iiY&s,” said Antonia, with her haugh-
tiost look. ¢ 7 should feel so ; but El- |
va’s father was an aristoorat. Still
she would have too much self-respect to
believe that my sin stains her. 1 know

T would not stain hex soul. She real-|right well that her best life and happi-

ly wanted to go with me. But she

ness must come in living out her genius,

wishes to be an actress. What shall I|and yet-—since I have wholly lost the

dot® ,

Alice. ““Tt is inborn.”

game for myself — I have longed for my

“Why chould she mot be 1™ said|child to be in the eyes of the world the

kind of woman her father would have

« should prefer not to cultivate her | married.” . Antoniw's face grew crim-
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son, but she hurried on. “My pridé sides, I thi i i
I d 8, 1 think it better, as it seems h
torments me and drags me hither did, that all connection hetween fathe:

and thither. At one moment it makes
me writhe that -whatever I am and
whateyer 1 appear, if the world knew
the whole, I should be such a blot be-
fore its eyes forever. I would saéri-
fice everything, not to &e better, not to
be thought better, but to be what the
world thinke better. And I would do
the same for my child. Next moment
I say, ‘I know what I am now, and the
past can’t alter it, ‘The ballet is bean-

* tiful, and I will dence. I won't leave
the stage and concede that the world
hag a right to its judgments. I won't
own that ne repentance can wash out
my sins.” You see how I am tossed about.
One who has sinned as I have is dis-
eased and cannot decide justly, Decide
for nIle.” '

“1 can’t,” said Alice, sl A
Elva decide it.” > slowly. Lot

“0, she has decided,” said Antonia,
“but she may repent by and by. I
suppose we shall go on the stage, ~But,
if I should die, she must leave it. She
must n't be in the theatres without her
mother till she is of age. Will gou see
to that? T will leave mopey invested
in such a.way that you cin have the
control of it. And I should then want
ger”to be educated in some quiet “fam-

y.

“Yes,” snid Alice, earnestly. 1 ghall
love to help her inany way I can, if it
should be necessary, as I hope it may
never be. One thing, —1I do not wish
to be impertinent,— does her father
know anything about her, and do you
wish he should?”

. Antonia’s frce flushed red, and her
cheeks were white, She was silent for
some minutes, but at Inst she answered
in 8 low voice : * He used to go and see
her when she was very little. He knew
the woman who brought her up. The
woman was his old nurse, He cared
. for me enough to ses that I was com-
fo_rtable, and the woman took care of me,
Since 1 parted from him, seven Fears
ago, he has not seen the child, though
he was fond of her. He sends her mon-
ey still, enough to support her. I have
asked the nurse not to tell him that I
have taken Elva with me unless he goes

and child should be severed. If he
ever traces her out—but I hope he
Jwill not. If T were dead — but even

her while he is all right. Besides, he
would never acknowledge her as hig
child. O, I tell you, Alice Wilding,”
continued she, with a weary look and
tone, “ God must be very good to ‘make
life ever look bright and hopeful to one
so erushed by the past as T am. Yet
he does. I see glimmerings of light in
the dl_stance, and I half believe that in
the life beyond the weight may be
lifted, and I may be able to breathe long

breaths of pure air.,” .
She called Elva to her, and they went
away. This was the morning after Mis,
Craig had espied Antonin embracing her
child, :

That evening Alice had put Harry to
bed, and saf sgwing by he:l') little :?l;le.
Aleck had gone away again to. visit a
patient,  She heard the front door
open without warning, -and in another
moment the door of the sitting-room.
She glaneed round, supposing it to be
the domestic, when she uttered a ¢
of amazement, for there, on the thresh-
old of the very room which they had
left together with such sad hearts six-
teen yours bofore, stood her sister Celia,
a mere skeleton of her former self, with
white, pale face and hollow, sunken e yes,
- “O my darling 1" eried Alice, throw-
ing her arms about her sister’s neck.
“ How came yon here1” :
Celin sank down exhausted, for she
was still weak and ill ; but there was g
peaceful look in her face, '
“I.have something very pleasant to
tell you,” said she. .ﬁnd ;yhgn she grew
stronger she told her story from the
time when she had seen Dick at the
theatre.

“And now 1" said Alice, half doubt-
fully and half hopefully, when she con-
cluded. T

“ Now,” said Qelia, raising herself on
the sofa where she was lying, “I shall
gee Dick. He has been noble, he hag
done all in his power — little enough, I
know — to repair the old wrong. And
Dora May eannot and will not be helped

there. It would annoy him, and, be-

by the sacrifice of others, He has

then, I don't want t6 seem all wrong to -

. but because I could n't help it.
'that in my nature which made it im-

" Aleck.
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expiated, and I will gsend for him to
come here.” :

Alice kissed her thoughtfully, but
was silent. )

“T know what you think,” said Celia,
in some exeitement. *You think he
has something to forgive as well as 1.
You never thought I did right to make
him suffer so; but remember 1 did not
do it because I wanted him to suffer,
I had

possible for me to do otherwise. Per-
haps it was wrong, [ kuow, at any vate,
that it was very, very hard for him and
for me.” '

When Aleck came home, Alice pre-
pared a_telegram for Dick, *Come at
once. I have news for you.”

“It must go to his father's,” said
And then Alice remembered,
what she had forgetten in her agitation,
that Dick's father was lying very sick,
‘and that Dick was at home,

The reply came at once. “I will be
with you to-morrow morning.”

Celia was in a state of great nervous-
ness and excitement, She could neither
-gleep nor eat. Her great oyes glittered
in torrible contrast to her puale face.
She was too weak to sit up, so she lay
on the sofa. . * , ‘

They heard the whistle of the hurry-
ing train, and Celia’s eyes grew brighter
and deeper. They heard the gate un-
latch and a quick sharp step on the walk,

Alice opened the door herself,

“What ig it?” said Dick hastily,

with a white face. . “I can bear any-
thing, if you will tell me quiel.”
Alice could hardly find voice to ar-
ticulate “ She is here,” and. motioned
to the sitting-room door. .

He paused from the intensity of his
fecling. But it was only for an instant.
Then he strode forward and opened the
door. Celia sprang from the sofa with
outstretehed arms, and once more, after
such long years, he held her in his own.

at all. With all her experience of the
world, she was too unworldly to realize
them. If it had been possible for her,
perhaps she would not have inflicted
such years.of torture upon her husband.
She knew, however, that she must
speak first.

“Diek, I went away from you of my
own free will. You know I have been
an gotress, because you saw me on the
stage. But through all I have loved
you.!!

«]I don't understand,” said Dick, in a
strained, far-off voice, :
Celia hesitated, and then drew from
her bosom a yellow paper, written with
faded ink. ‘

“The day you went away, Dick,”
said she, “just at dusk, this letter was
brought to me, and by mistake I opened
it. Read it. You see it was written
with tears.” ’
Dick took it with a feeling of horror, .
He knew the handwriting at onese, and
knew well what letter from that writer
had failed to reach him.

There was dendly silence in the room
while he read the words mechanieally.
“You were just,” he said, with pale
lips, and letting fall the hand which he
held in his.

But Celin seized his hand, and spoke
quickly, “I do not know, Dick. I was
beside myself, I think ; I did everything
from impulse. T thought I could never
bear to see you again, for you had
caused wilfully such suffering.”

“Not wilfully,” said Dick, “it waa
thoughtlessly. I had fancied myself in
love, and even when I found out my
mistake I meant to be true to her, be-
caunse I knew I owed her faith. Even
after 1 saw you, you remember, you
must remember, how I restrained my-
gelf, how I let you suffer when I longed
to save you, how I tore myself from you
when I loved you better than all the
world. She gaw that I had.ceased to
love her and released me from my en-

He saw bow wesak she was, and laid her | gagement, or T swear to you I would

gently down, and knelt beside her. He
could find no voice to ask her a gues-
tion. There had been one intense mo-
ment of happiness when he had first
seen her, but now the throng of fenrs

have fulfilled it, This letter did not
reach me. Perhaps, if it had, I should
not have heeded it then.”

“You justify yourself!” said Celia,
withdrawing her hand.

that came up in his mind could not be
stilled. Celia scarcely understood these

.

¢ No,” said Dick, sadly; “I tell you
only the simple truth. In my years of

il
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lonely life, T have had plenty of time to
think over things, T begin to judge the
magnitude of the sin according to the
magnitude of its consequences. I know

now what the consequences have been |

to me, though I did not understand be-
fore that my punishment was the direct
result of my deed. But all these years
I bave thought only of the consequences
to Dora, and when I have thought of
those I have not tried to justify myself
to myself, and I shall not attempt 1t to
yO‘ll 1

Celia again took his hand, “I was
hersh,” said she. “I know what you
have felt I know how you have ex-
piated too I begin almost to think I
was wrong at first.”

“No,” said Dick, %1 cannot be sorry
for the suffering, though it has been
hard. They say that it iz only when a
man is willing to suffer for his sin that
he has really repented of it.”

Celia threw her arms about him and
kissed him. * Ah, Dick, you are
noble !” ‘

“But scorched by the world a lit-
tle,” he said, quoting her old words,
and trying to smile.

“Not scorched, — purified by fire,”
said Celia, energetically, in her cluick
poetic way. -

They talked together long. It was a
sorrowful story which each had to tell
of the long years that had succeeded
that brief, bright honeymoon, and they
had met only to part again. Dick’s fa-
ther was just at the point of death, and
the son had promised to return by the
afternoon train, little dreaming that he
wasg to find Celia. She urged him to go.
She could wait tranquilly and happily
for his return.

 Aleck,” maid Dick, *“do you tell the
+ people who will tell everybody as briefly
a8 yvou can that there was trouble be-
tween my wife and me; that she could
not endure it, and went away suddenly
without an explanation, but that we
are reconciled now. I will tell my family
the truth, I will see that Mrs. Craig is

THE
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bushed.  Say, too, that she told her |
sister where she was soon after she went
away. It will prevent gossip.” '

L D — a—
CHAPTER XLVIIL

THE elder Mr. Stacy was dead. Dick
stayed for the last sad rites, and
then telegraphed that he would he at
the cottage in the evening.

The hour for the irain approached,
Celia wns quiet, because she was happy,
but she grew excited, and her checks
glowed and her eyes g,httercd :

Then the hour passed and no whistle
was heard, then the clock slowly and
severely ticked away minute after rin-
ute, and Celia became restless. Tive
minutes passed, then ten, fifteen.
Aleck took up his hat and went to the
station. Quite a crowd had collected
there, but there was no ncws of the
misging train,

Two hours before, & young man with
a grave, handsome face had stood eager-
ly on the platform of the car, and had
said to himself, with the gladdest feeling-
he had ever known in his life, “The past
is wholly blotted out, the sin is expiated,
the expiation is recewed a new life be-
;ms from, th1s moment, and our love is
beyond earth.”

A shriek, an unearthly yell,— a yawn-
ing gulf of fire which receives bim into
its midat, — a dash of ice-cold water on
his handsome, happy face, —and then—

The magnetic links which bind heart
to ‘heart may be invisible, but are no
less eertain for all that. The seven
years of voluntary separation were over,
sonl had met soul; there could be no
more parting. And Celia lay still and
cold in the little parlor, with no trace,
except in the yet fierce glitter of her
hair, to tell of the tempestuous clectric
life which had throbbed through her
veing. She had proved that love is
something beyond eaxth.

END.
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