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** She's comin’, Cornelia.
this afternooun, an® she don’t want nobody to
meet her at the station an’ tell herit’s only a
quarter of « mile walk to the house,—she's scen
Kentry quarter-miles before ; an' they're to
come in a waggin. Seems to hev her mind njade
up, anvhow : that’s one comfort.
hated boarders that dide't hev their minds
Guess you'll hev to harness up
“ Dandeliou” an’ bring her up,—her an’ her
trunks,

““Yes, miother,”” said Cornelia, * [ hear.”

She didn't Jaok as it she was paving muach
She was sitting on the top door-
step, with her cheek resting on her hand and
her eyes fixed on an ant-hill at her feet, which
she was absently poking with a twig, to the
raanifest consternation of the inhabitants,
hair curled in tight rings all over her head, aud
her eyes were as blue as a chiva doll’s,
didn’t take much interest in the matter to tell
They had one or more summer
boarders every year, and they were never very
A summer-boarder, to her, meant
ope of three things,—a malden lady, who
sketehed, collected grasses, and found fault with
the tea ; 8 country minister, who talked about
her privileges in living so uear the church and
advised her 1o read some useful work during the
winter; apd an elderly
every year, stayed two weecks, and never gave
his attention to auything but fishing and meal.
The prospeet of the arrival of an indi-
vidual belouging to oue of these classes was not
exhilarating. And, besides Cornelia Nott had
other and very different things to think of. It
has never been an easy thing for agirl todecide
between two lovery, one of whom dominates her

made up.

attention,

the

interesting.

titnes,

CUPID'S CONQUEST.

A Cupid “veatb a rose's shade

Was deep in sweetest stumber luld,
And o'er his mind as visions came

Of hearts that he was yel to maim,

1 wandered forth ‘neath moopbeams wild,
And sndden fonnd the sleepiny ohild.
His golden bow beside him tay
Unstrung, sa he at sod of day -

Had cast it there tiil he sbonld rise
And sally forth to win new prize;

And near, his gniver foll of darts

That earry joy and bliss to hearts,
Lay waiting. too, till he sbould wake
And quick!y theace bis presence take.
His arms lay crossed upon his bresat
As he had placed thew when (o rext
He laid bis little plotting head

Upoa his fow’r-deckel mossy bal.

A fairy coneh, the truth to tell,

For o'er it stead of curtain fell

Bright rosy wreaths, that windiog ‘roand
In radiant clusters fell to groand
Josmtend of thonsand tapers hright

Fair Lusa gave him of her light,

And ail around, sweet smellior dowers
Gave fragrance thry’ bis shumd’ring honrs,
Na marvel that the bay slept o,

That fast the honrs of nirht erept au,
No further moved 1 on my way

Wiile tuch sweet sighi before me Iny,
Ktruek by the view that met mv eyes,
I swooid. and gazed in mute surptise
That 1 at 1ast sbunld favored be

T eatch the goud so stealthily.

I saw him smile as o'¢r his mipd

Bright fancies rushed ke zepbyr wind :
A gentle sigh T beani him hesve,
Then turned away the spot to leave—
But haek retarned—1 conld ot bear
Toleave the gt so peaceful there,
Tabeur bim speak a wond § lvaged
Flev were it but to iy 1 sroneged
Him by thus breaking up » dream

Hrought to bi- mind ‘peath stanlight’s beaw ;

1 longed to see his lovely eye

PFlash mimic anger, boldand sy,

Thtat 1, 8 mortal, dared to lay

M+ hand upou & sleepiog fay.

Bul, earing vougbt for all his wrath,

1 plocked 8 violet from my path,

And dropped it on siy Cupid’s tace—
Irstant he sprase op from bis place,
Quick rubbed his eyes wnd gazed armund,
‘Then quiekly tursed and me be foaupd.
AN, then,' hie eriesd, TN youl indeed,
Whao lroke my sleep ! A fittiog meed
I'il give to you forall your pain,

"Tis aueh as your'll ge'er wish azain—
But stop ! T du notwean I'lT give,

Yur thes io peacefnl bliss you'd live;
Instead of that, Ul ks your heast ;
“I'is ensily dume ; a little dart

Seat from my bow will make yon keep
Away frout me white 'm asjeep.”™

1 saw him stoup to take his bow,

Ther quick 1 turned away to go.

Bat Cupid, smarter 40 than 1,

Koft ture' the air towards me did dy
At my poor heart bis arrow almed,
And with unpityisg voeice exelaimed :
“ This thy reward, presumpuiois Koave,
Yet haste got benee thy heart (0 save,
E’en ta the wosld's far end 1 ohaif
Pursne, and hold thee in my thmll;
Yea, this reward is what { deew

To vou who broke iny midnight dream.”’
Quick from his bow, sod in my breast
The fatal shaf: found lasting ress.

Ab, me ! my heart indeed was gone,
Ter sinee no bright hope for me shone.
But may the gud with smile a0 sweet
Lay low my heast st Beanty's teet

1f that bie does, 'l rest content,

Aod think the god bad good intent ;
"Tis then, I'tl win apothar heart,

Ko true and fond, to pever part.

Nor stray within his power avain,

But bheur in miod the bright eve when

I broke Wis sleep, und roosed his ire
Thaut barsted forth like magic fire.

C.MR.

LIKE CURES LIKE.

D've hear, Cornelia ¢

truth.

finagination and the ocher herheart.

Cornelia had had some beautiful letters latel
~—one this. very afternoon.
- beautiful letters.

these.

Says she'll be here

I always

widower, who came

1
They were really
Shie -had seen several in a
book called *“ Decorum,” that her aunt had,
and none of them were anything like as good as
They hadn't ‘such jine ideas or such
elevated language. . She wondered if in the guy

world, - where such wonderful ‘things happened,
coung men were in the habit of writing such
etters. - They secwed too fne for every day,
even among people of fashion.” The other lover
was only Dick Willetts, in the village. He was
very nice, and'she had' always liked him, but
he had mever written her a letter in his life.
She was very fond of him, but, after all, mar-
ringe was o serious matter, ns she very well
knew, and she was not by any meaus sure that
it was altogether u question of fondness. - She
had heard it said by somebody—she had forgot.
ten which one of the boarders—that marriage
was aun education. In that case, surely the
anthor of those letters would offer her higher
advantages than Dick Willetts could ever bope
to do. Well, there was one comfort,—it hadn't
to be decided immedistoly. It was a week or
two vet ere she had to make up her miud about
the ‘other one,——that is, Philip Edson Cart-
wright,—such a lovely usme, too! " Dick she
could have 'most any time, she giessed.  With
which inconsiderate but consoling retlection she
threw down her twig and ran to the barn to har-
ness up *“ Dandelion.”
The train made a just long enough stop for a
slender figure in black to step from the plat.
form, and then rushed on sgain as violently as
if it were not going to stop at another wretched
little station about two miles fartheron. It was
mere affectation, it3 being in such a tearing
hurry.
“ Are you Miss Nott 1" said the new-comer,
walking up the platform with an air of grave
interrogation to Cornelia, as she stood shyly,
half advancing, half waiting.
“* Yes,-—that is—1'm Conlelia,’’ she replied, o
little confused.
siYes! Well, it's really the same thing in
the end,—that is, if you haven’t an eldersister:
bave you ¥’
¢ !'m the boarder you expected, you know.
Those are my checks. Why, child!” she ex-
claimed, *f you are not goiug to try to put these
heavy things into the wagon yourself?  Are you
insane ¥’

““There’s no one else to do it,” said Cornelia,

pausing at the authoritative tome.  **Abel
couldn’t come: so 1 came alone. They're not
very heavy.”
““What's that man doing up there? Why
doesn't he help you "’ went on this sweet bat,
for some unexplained reason, evidontly revolu-
tionary young persou.

 Oh, that’s Mr. Babbitt,” said Cornelia,
alarmed,

The bare fact of its being Mr. Babbitt was
sutlicient to explain matters to any resident of
Menton. Mr. Babbitt was ticket-master, and
always at the station, but he had never been
known to compromise his diguity by doing a
hand's turn for anybody iv his life.

But Fustace Enworthy was not a native
of Menton. “* Mr. Babbitt,” said she, walking
up to him as ke stood in digunified ease at the
other end of the platform, ‘“please put my
tranks into that wagon. There is no one else
here to doit.”

Mr. Babbitt turned and regarded her with an
expression - of incredulous amazement, but,
meeting her direct glance of calin expectancy,
he shi?u\d his tobacce to the other side and
walked toward Cornelia, where she stood, blush-
ing ond assailed by a strong desire to fly, with
one hand on the largest trunk. Mr. Babbitt
lifted both trunks into the wagon, and, still
under the intluence of what seemed to Cornelia
to be some strange hallucination, assisted the
girls to climb in, gathered up the reins, and
handed them to her, .

** Thaok you," said Bustace, * We are very
much obliged.” And they drove off,

Mr. Babbit went and sat down, and wiped his
forehead . with a handkerchief he had in the
crown of his hat.  **I vum !™ said he softly to
himself. And, after a pamse, ** Nely Nott, too !
I vam !’

Meanwhile, Fastace, apparently unconscious
of the tremendousness of the step she had taken,
inquired, ‘“ What time do you have breakfast,
Cornelia ¥’

** At eight o’clock.”

““ There ! 1 wag sare of it. You know, they
told me you'd have breakfast at half.past six’;
but when your letter came, I said, ¢ The person
that wrote that letter never has brenk}ast at
hialf-past six.”

. ““But we do sometimes,” said Cornelia timid-
y

¢ Now, what made you say that{"' said Eu.
stace, not severely, but eernestly. ‘*When
you see people thoroughly pleased with any-
thing, never tell them the truth about it, be-
cause, you know, no one would ever be thorongh-
ly pleased who knew the whole truth. Are they
all a8 pretty ag fou are up here 7' she went on,
viewing critically the enimson cheeks and bine
eyes at her side. .

“ Cornelia hesitated 2 moment.
she defiantly, *‘ they ain't.”

** That's right,” said Kustace approvingly.
' If they were, you know, | should have gone
home to-morrow.. 1 haven't a Lit of pett
jealousy, but ‘[ hate to be always ata ({i':ﬂd)I
vantage,” e

Cornelia began to think this funny rather
than inexpressibly alarming.  ** But - you're
preug yourself,"” she said boldly. o
. Oh, yes,"” said Eustace, with much impar-
tiality, “I'm prettg, but not as pretty as you
are. [ .don't think my style  is particularly
taking at first ; yours is. Stil), I grow on you,”
she ‘went on thonghtfully. - *I certainly do.

and I grow ou

You see me in red and yellow,
you awfully.” And she concluded with o deri.

**No,” said

give littlo nod that. made Cornelia_ burst out
laughing. Hustace looked o serious that she
was afruid she'd done the \\'rong'(lmvlg. b“‘; she
couliln't possibly help it This was an entirely
unew kind of vity hoarder.” She eaught her breath
with pleased excitement every time she spoke.
It was like sliding down Bent's HHIL on” Dick’s
big sled. .

 1f you have a sweetheart, you d iwgtur tc}l
me when he's coming to call, and 1 won’t put it
on,” she coutinued, - **Grcions 1” a8~ »she
sght the flush whieh dyed Cornelin®s cheeka ;
“6it’s as bl as that, is it 1 Pd put on the green
one, i L had it C

“ Yon may put on what you like,” said Cor.
nelin balf fudignantly, ‘

Miss Euworthy shook her head indulgently :
«Oh, 1 shan’t take you at your word. It would
be very shabby of me, for, you see, I should
have the advantage snyway, for 1 should flirt
with him scientifically. "I kiow very well what
you are thinking,—that he's so much iu love
with you that I conldn't make the least impres-
sion anyway. | don't wonder you think so. I
should have done s0 once. But 1 was eut out
by & girl not half as nice as I am, with a man
who was awfully in love with me,——just because
she understood the principles of scientitic flirta.
tion. No I 1eam.,»§ mysell after that; but I
wouldn't, if T were yvou,~—you're much nicer
without : 1 was, myself. Why dou’t you have
golden-rod about here ¥’

“ It never blogsoms till August or September,
and this is only the first of July.”

“ (b, doesu’t it? 1 thought one always had
gollen-rod in this country,—golden.rod and
warm mitk. Do you have warm milk at your
house ! Because, if you dao, I wish you'd hang
it down the well before 1 have it,  1U's the only
inanimate thing 1 hate.  You're surprised,
aren’t you, to see that I know enough to hang
thingsdown the well to wake them cool ¥ 1 had
a grandmother once that lived in the country,
and she used to talk about hanging things down
the well, when she meant put them in the re-
frigerator,'’

“We have a refrigerator,” said Cornelia,
laughing. “ 8o you needn't have the milk
warm unless you want it. There's our house *

““That's mice,  That looks just ax | wanted it
tolook.  And that’s your mother standing in
the deor, | sappase T Tell me about her, 1s
she nice? Do you hike her P’

“ Like my mother ¥ gusped Cornelia.

*Why, ves. s that se surprising t 1 hke
mine eser so mwuch, she's o pretty and clever,
I'm so yglad she married into our family, as the
aristoeratic child sail.  No, here we are, Now,
where’s Cain, to earry in the trunks ?"

1t isn't Cain: it's Abel,” said Cornelia,
somewhat scandalized.

“Oh, yes,—Abel. 1T never can remember
which one it was that killed the other —tiow
do you de, Mrs. Nott ! ['m pot a bit the look.
ing person you thought | was; am 1! Bt
never mind ; you'll like me better in course of
time, | kuow, thae if 1 were.  May 1 go right
upstairs and get cool ¥V

Mis. Nott, who, in truth, had looke«d for ra.
ther n severe and hard.featured lady with every
outward sign of & mind irrevocably made up
beforehand, was somewhat overcoms, as she
hers«1{ subsequently confessed to Nely. <1
was that dushed,” she was overheard to remark,
—“ ] was that dashed that I "mest forgot whe.
ther I'd fixed the spare chamber or the little
room over the front «jnm'."

The first thing Fustace did when shiv entered
the pleacant, large rosm preparet for her recep-
tion was to look out of the window. Both views
being apparently wore or less satisfactory, she
opened the bureau-drawers.  ““ Bat,” she xaid,
“‘there is no lavender here. T thought they al-
ways had that, too, in the country.”

* But vou didn't think it was kept in empty
drawers, did you?' asked Nely, \\‘fm was wait-
ing.

** No: | suppose not,” said Eustace doubt-
fully. *“ After all, it’s * presses’ it's genemlly
in, 1 believe. Never mind ; though I did want
my things to amell of lavendear.”

“There's some in the garden, I think. I'l]
ferch you some.” And Nely run down the
stairs, returning with the leaves, which Fustace
proceeded with the greatest satisfaction to lay
amoug the things she” had already begnn to un-
pack.

““Ain’t she splendid, mother ¢’ said Nely,
enthuosiastically, bursting into the kitclien.

“ Splendid is as splendid does,” replied Mrs.
Nott oracularly.  ““Still I won't say hat what
she bas u sort of a way with her, an’ -the old
lady herself can’t ray as she ain't haudsome.”
Mry. Nott had come u young wife to her hus.
band’s house, and been domineered over for
seversl years by her husband’s mother, an oll
lady of most contradictory temper and uu-
accommodating opinions. Fortunately for her.
self, the younger Mrs. Nott was of an eauy dis-
position, and’ seemed to resent this sort of
lmingng much less than most wumen in.her
position would bave done. Almest the only
sl(gn thal she remembered it at all was her way
of emphasizing any particularly evident fact by
the remark that even the ol Indy hemself could
not maintain the opposite, which eXpression had
now passed into “current acceptance in the Noit
tm;'l,)u “Did you ‘tell her what time we have

M No'm.” P'r'aps she sin't uied to havin' it
quite so carly.” . B

* Never you fear but what if she don't want
to mnke & change an' has to, we'll find it ont,"’
said Mrs, Nott shrewdly,. . *“She ain’t exactiy

cantankerous, mebbe, but it'll surprise her so if

sho don’t gat herown wa
‘nights thinkin® about f1," = y
¢Sho had her own way with Mr, Babhijgy
xald ~Nely; - ** 8ho made: him put her trank
in t.h\t:x \Vn‘l’;oni’.;’h'["f N : o nee
4 No 1" sald Mm. Nott, pausing § .
hulling strawborries. » ebning i the act of

““ Yes'm ; she wouldn't let e,

“ Wal, wal I And she laughod with thargug),
enjoyment. - 1f that don't beat the Umc{‘l
Made Bob Babbitt pat in the trauks,  gid sl )v
1'd like to hiava seen him doin’ of jp. "

Eustace. came down to supper; ool and pretty
in white muslin, aod, far from finding fagly with
the suppor-hour, seemed vo well pleaned Witl:
the good things it brought her that My, Nots
having been forced by her suthusiasm to admit
that the old lady hersolf couldn’t -
better butter, was less disposed to be impartial ip
her judgment.  After tea, the sitting-room ap
the front porch were left at Fuatace's diepnag]
Mrs. Nott and Cornelia taking lhvmm}}qu“‘;
the bark part of the house, according to apdjy,.
ary Nott unag{z,

**They're theirown comp'uy, and wot: mige -
Mri. Nott was wont to sav of hep s\mnm-}.
boarders, ““and I ain’t goin’ to worry ey with
the ilea all along that perhaps Nelv's and py
couversation’ll be churged for in the Will; 4
as for pa, he ain't goin’ to be made to ke
his coat for nobody."”

The next morning, after breakfast, Eustaes
asked Nely what she did all day 1o make her.
self miserable. '

1 guess 1 don’t do anything that mnkes e
very miserable.”

“Then you ought.  You onght tu embioider
awlul-looking yellow-flowens on a yellow.grew,
ground, or you ought to get a baw and army
and shoat till your arm is lame, or vou wughi 1
get a banjo and make your fingers callous, o
wet a grammar and stady o dead fanguage,
Didn’t vou ever da any of those things ©*

“ Never,”

1 never saw such criminal aeygieet of opes
higher duties to society in my life. 'v doge
all these things: and now I want towmnee wy.
self.  What do rople do here to amnse them
selves 1

**They - they collect grasses wanetimes,”
said Cornelia vather doudtfully, deawing apon
her memories of former boarders,

*Collect grasses ! Well, Pd just as lief oo
lect grasses. Pl begin now.  When da vy
get them ¥ ’

“Pmogoin’ berryin’, and if you want o rome
with me you'll find all you want.”

“By all memans. Do vou really ge! Yerries
when you go berrying? It mouuds ke tao well
defined a plan to really succend,”

That night, Fustace wrote a letter,
follows

have made

pon

[t ran as

“ Pear Tom,—You told me to write as soey
as [ was settled, I'm settled pnow. | peally
think. I've found the place I've bern looking
for,-~where ¥ou never expect things to happou,
1 tell you, Tom, expeeting things w0 happen i
the curse of a woman's life. It isn’t that ven
care whether they happen or not, but vau ~an't
go right along and do what vou have todu acif
von knew they wonldu't. 1 eaa’t sit down «
home for an evening's reading without wonder.
ing il anvhady will"mll v and s andn every
thing.  Bat the old Indy herself canlidu’t expet
anything to happen here, 1 went berryiag ves
terday, and in the-midst of it ecaught myself
wondering how Larry Holmes would shudaer i
he should come seross the fielda and see my face
and hamds all stained with red juice. You kuow
Larey. He wouldu't have been more shooked
if it had been gore. I'm having a splendid
titae, a8 the Americans say,—and | ouflest
grassee, | found o Jot yesterday, but ] laid
them on a stone and went berryving instead. |
shall colleet some more ta-day, - It's just as well
to begin over again cach day, for there don's
seam to be very many kinds, Cornelia Noitis
the daughter of the house, and she's very
interesting.  She ix protty and she has beany.
[ haven't seen them, bat | know she has them:
ahe has the sir. .

*“ 1 hopa you'll write : but don’t say apy more
about the matter we referred to the other even.
ing after having dropped it for six months,
I've made up my mind, and the more settlud |
grow the more [ know I'm right. I'll send tack
your letter unopened if I find anytiing of thiat
sort iv it.

“ Very sincerely youry,
¢ Eestace Exwortuy.”

This she sealed and addressed, and then sat
down and thought aboutit. Tom was net at
all the kind of man she wauted to marry. In
the first place, she didn’t want to marry a msu
that was tied down to his business, as Tom
would be for some years yet. In the next, her
husband must care’ more for nociety than Tom
did : he always looked so hopelesaly bored ou-
less he was dancing with her, and, though that
was Fleamnt now, it wouldn't be when that
bored him ton. Then, thay nover liked the
same bouka. “Pom liked * The Cloister and the
Hearth,” and didn’t care much for Hleory
James, Jr. Oh, it would never do! never do
atall | There was time enough yet, and when
the right one camo he should he made to feel a8
the right one should. Then she proceeded to
struggle with the kerossne.lamp, 'l'lu'lt kero-
sone-lamp was Eustace's nigln!{ discipline,

Sunday morning came, and Fustace nat on
the front steps, itﬁy watching the insects amd
Howers and birds-and sunlight.  *'I'm certainly

getting the pastoral feeling,” she maid to herwlf.
"'l feel so—~sort of—natural, 1

¥ that he'll lay awaks

.

don't care a bit




