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him a fine looking, middle-aged man, though

theie was something disagreeable in his th n,

compressed lips and intensely black eyes

—

the one betok- ning a violent tempt r, and the

other an indomitable will. To ni' he was
exceedingly polite—rather too much so for

my perfect ease, while tOMard Cora he tried

to be ver> iffectionate.

Seating himself at her side, and throwing
his arm around her, he called her a ' little

truant, 'and asked 'why she had run away
from him?'

' Half pettishly she answered, ' because I

like some imes to be alone,' then, rising up
and turning toward me she asked if ' the

water still ran over the old mill thini in the

west woods just as it used to do, ' saying it it

did, she wished to see it. 'You can't go.'

she continued, addressing her husband, 'f

it is more than a mile, over fences and
plowed fields.

'

This was sufficient, for Mr. Douglass was
vei^ fastidious in all matters pertaining t.>

his dress, and had no fancy for soiliuL' his

white pants, or patent leathei'.s. So Cora
and I set off togetlier, while lie \\aikecl slow-

ly back to the village. Scarcely was he out
of sight, however, when seating herself be-

neath a tree, anil throwing herself flat upon
the groiuid, Cora announced her intention of

|

not going any further.
' I only wished to be alone. 1 l)reatlie so

much better, 'she said, and when I looked
inquiringly at her, she continued, ' never
mairyaman for his wcaltli, Lottie, unless
you wisli to become as liard, as wicked and
unhappy as I am. John Douglass is wortli
more than half a million, and yet J would
give ituu if I were the same little girl who,
six years ago, waded with you through the
snowdrifts to school on that stormy day.
J)o you remember what we ])layed that noon
and my foolisli remark that I wouhl marry
for money and diamonds ! Woe is mv, I've
won tlieui l)oth !' and her tears fell fast on
the sparkling gems whicii covered her slender
fingers.

Justthenlsaw in the distance a young
man wliom I knew to be Wiilter Beaumont.
He seemed to be approaching us. and wjieii

Coi'a becaine aware of that, siie .started \ip

anil gi-asping my arm, hurried away, saying,
as she cast backward a fearful giaiice, 'I
would rather die than meet him now. 1 am
not ])ropared.

'

Fur tiie remainder of the way we walked
on in s-ilene, until we reaclieil her mother's
gate, wliere we found her husliand waiting
for her. Bidding me good morning she
followed him slowly up the gravelleil walk
and I saw her no more until the following
Sabbath. It was a gloriously beautiful

mor;iing, and at an early hour the old brick

church was filled to overflowing, for Walter
liad many friends, and they came together

gladly to see him made a minister of God,
Du'ing the first part of the service he was
very pale, and his eye wandered very often

toManl the large, square pew where sat a

portly man and a beautiful aroung woman,
richly attired in sat'n and jewels. It had
c(j8t her a struggle to be there, but she felt

that she must look again on one whom she
had loved so much and so deeply wronged.
So she came, and tlie sight of him standing
there in his early manhood, hie soft brown
hair clustering about his brow, and his calm,

pale face ^^caring an expression almost an-

geli(.', Mas more than she could bear, and
leaning forward she kept her countenance
concealed from view until the ceremony was
ended, and Walter's clear, musical voice an-
nounced the closing hymn. Then she raised

her head, and her face, seen through the
folds of her costly veil, looked haggard and
ghastl}% as if a fierce storm of passion had
swept over I er. By the door she paused,
anil when the newly-ordained clergyman
passed out, she offered Jiim her hand, the
iiand which, when he held it last, was
pledged to him. There were diamonds on it

now—diamonds of value rare, but their
brightness was hateful to that wretched wo-
man, for she knew at what a fearful price
they biul been bougiit.

They did not meet again, and only once
more did Walter see her ; then, from our
door, he looked out upon her as with her
husband she dashed by on horseback, her
long cloth skirt almost sweeping the ground,
and the plumes of her velvet cap waving in
the air.

'Mrs. Douglass is a fine rider, 'was all

Walter said, and the tone of his voice indi-

cated that she was becoming to him an ob-
ject of indifference. Desuerately had he
fouglit wii,h his affection for her, winning the
victory at last, and noM' the love he once had
felt for her was slowly and surely dying out.
The next week, tiring of our dull vdlage
life, C.^raleft us, going to Nahant, where
she spent most of the summer, and
when in the ^^ inter we heard from her
again, she was a widow—the sole heir of her
husband who had dicij suddenly, and gener-
(jusly left her that for which she married
him -liis money.

'Will Waijer Beaumont marry Cora
now ?' I asked niy.«elf many a time, witlK)ut,
hawever, arriving at any definite conclusion,
when a little more than a year succeeding
Mr. Douglass's death, she wrote, begging me
to come to her, as she was very lonely, mmI
the presence of an old friend would do her
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