
The Canadian Corer

and it seeins natural that my thouglits should bic busy
with my vouth, which, 1 somnehow feel, ends wîth toý-day,
and of whicli, until you went away, you were a part.
For you, a new W1e is just beginning. Mine is but the
saine old story ; only it sceis as if the rest of it would
lie wbat they cail ini books an 'appendix.' I write 'this
letter to wish you joy and peace and ail that your hecart
most craves.

"I think I know you well enough to be sure that you
would flot have married without love, and love is the
greatest thing in the world. May ail its fulness and
blessedness be yours, now and in thie time to come,-so
prays the friend of your earlier years.

"F.leanor Gray."
She addressed this letter to "Thomas Rhodes, care of

John Ridlng, Esq., Denver, Colorado." She seaied and
posted it, and then the thirty-year-old voung woman
feit that she had indeed turned the last page of bier
youth, and the "appendix" of lier life was already begun.

Lt was flot long alter this that a new-comer to the
quiet old town of Ryefield mnade Miss Gray's acquaint-
ance. Bere at last-so, it seemed-came the veritable
knight of romance of whomi Eleanor had dreamed. Austin
Bland was poet and painter both ; one glory was not
enougyh for hlm. Be had corne to the littie Con-
necticut town to paint some of its beguiling 'bits
of streain and meadow-iand, some of its fanious
old trees that seenied fairly humant, thev had lived
so long and were so full of wayward individuality.
Bis pictures, bie said, were for sale ; lis poems, on the
other hand, were not the property of the world. Hie
supposed it was, unfortunate, but the truth was, hie was
utterly subjective. lîs verses, sncb as tbey were, were
the eQery cry of lis beart ; and surely they did flot bce
long in the market-place

From the first, Bland seemed to take an especial in-
terest in Elea.nor. Naturally thîs interest flattered ber.
Lt had been many years since any man had so persist-
ently sought her society, and now, here in lier "appTen-
dix", of lîfe, came the conquering bero, ready to tarit
subject for ber sake, eager to paint Iher charnis and to
sing lier praises. WVas it, then, for himn that she had
uuconsciously been waiting, and was it when she was
past thirty that she was really to begin' to live ? It
seerned so, just at first.

Bland had brouglit one or two gond letters,-for even
in rural Rvefield letters were necessary,-and he liad met
Eleanor ai a higli tea at the rectory, the very first week
after bis arrivai. Lt was the glorious rnidsummner-the
long golden days when the suit seems so ini love witli
eartli that lie sets reluctantly ; when ail the world is at
its best, and tbe birds sitig its praises, and the butterfiies
flatter lazily about as if to see in what a beautiful
spbere tbey are allowed to pass their littie day. There
were soft mîsts at evenmng in the valley of the Quine-
baug-luists that foilowed tbe spiendour of the setting
sunt, and fled before the Trisrng moon.

Austin Blaud neyer tired of saying how infinitely pre-
cious it ail was. Sornetimes lie studled tbe trees, and
sometirnes lie studied Eleanor. Be sketchled lier as Cleo-
patra, wliom. she certainly did not resemble ; as Iseult,
wboxn sIte miglit have been ; as fair Rosamond with the
fatal cup in lier baud ; as herseif lu a score of attitudes.
He wrote verses to, lier in Frenchi metres-rondeaux,
triolets and ballades ; and these, lie told lier, were for
lier only-tbat cry of bis heart which noue other tbau
herseli must hear.

At last tliere came a July twiliglit. ]3land and
Eleanor liad been watching the sunset together. Be had
been talking about bis theories of sunset effects.

"I1 must see you to-morrow," lie said. "Shall it lie
at tbree o'clock.? I bave sornetbing to say to you."

"Y'es ; at tbree, if you wiil," sbe answered ; and then
lie was gonie, and she sat musing in the waning liglit. 0f
course lie was comning to ask lier to be bis wife. Blis
whole manner bad expressed bis intention. She was as
certain of it as if lie liad already spoken. Wby was she
not more exultant ? Why did she aiways feel just a littie
tired whieu they bad beent for. sorne hours totŽetier ? Of
course .it would be a glorious destiny to lie what lie bad
cailed her-the queeu of, bis art, to, share bis ambitions,
to bc the coufidant of bis dreams. SIte ouglit surely to be
grateful to ffate, and surely site was. At tbirty, no
doubt, the tume for ecstasy is past. SIte looked out into
the vague distance, and saw sorneone walkiug toward
lier under the trees that frinçred the bùvbhway. There
seemed something familiar in theý coinffg fir.rure. She
cauglit ber breatb qulckly. Were ber eyes deceivinz ber?
No ; it was-it absolutely was-Tom Rliodes ! As one
iu a dreant, she got up and moved forward to meet him;
for lie bad turned in at tlie gate now.

She seemed liardly to know what strange thiný! stir-
red in lier thirty-year-old heart when lie took hier hand
in a strong, close clasp.

"You, Tom?" site crîed, "you?"
"Yes, E leanor ; the saine old Tom."
"And your wife ? Where îs site?"
"Here, darling, if only 1 cau win lier."*
"What! "
-Yes. I amn not Thomas .J. Rhodes. He is nmy

second cousin ; froin Connecticut also, but lrom quite
another part <if the State. 1 amn Thomnas Rhodes, at
your sers ice-the saine Tom wlio lox ed voit years ago,
and lias neyer thouglit of marrying any other woman.
X'oit made me feel, in the oid days, thaýt it would bce of
no use to speak to voit, and so 1 went away. But when
1 gut vour letter, and knew that yuu were Eleanor
Gray still, 1 resoived that if I did not win you, it sliould
not lbe because 1 was too cowardly tu ask. At least
yuut have a riglit to know how long and welI I have loved
you. I have done nu great things ; I amn neither hero
Itur iluet nor statesman ;lut 1 have lived a clean, honest
lIfe, ami titere is rnot one page of it 1 amn asliamed that
yuu should read."

"Voit loved me-me ail this tiine?" site crîed ; and
there was a littie cboking quiver ini ber vuice.

"Ves," lie answered soleinlIv. *"I loved you, and yoîî
only, then and now and always ; but you have not an-
swered me - et, darling."

"Oh, I forgut that ;-but you knuw, don't you?"
And indeed Tom knew ; for the eyes that luoked into

bis lit the growing dusk witli their great liglit of joy, and
the lips that had been strangers hithertu to a lover's
kiss yîelded theniselves to bis once and forever. Eleanor
was won.

After ail, thirty was not old age. These two found
that they were vouing enougli stili for ecstasy. The tmon
came up ini the east and louked at thent curiously. Ves
they were certainly loyers. The moon lias got used
to loyers, for sIte is neatly six thousand years old ;
and she 13 not likely to make a mistake. Eleanor
wondered that she could ever have fancied berseif too old.
for joy. She wondered yet more that sIte lad flot known
frorn the very first that it was Tom, and Tom ouly, to
wliom she belonged.

At last she told bimt about Austin Biand.
"I have been trying all summer to love hlm," she

said frankiy. 111 thouglit it was the thing to do ; but 1
bad got a littie tired of trying. He fis comÎng to sec
nie at tbree o'clock to-niorrow, liecause lie hins some-
thing important to say to me."

fTm laughed as a successful mian rnay.
"Weli, 1 shahl be away îust then. 1 arn going to Bos-

ton to get a ring wberewith to fetter you to good faitb.
Deal gently 'wltl the errîng. I shah lie back by the
seven-o'clock train to console yuu for bis loss."

The next alternoon Austin Bland was punctual. Be
camne as one wbo wears the wîhlow. Sadness was in his
voice and on bis brow. A weed on lis bat would not
more cleariy have einphasiîtd hlm for sorrow's own.

"I go," lie said ; 111 go this very night fromt you who
are the queen of my art, and 1 mnust neyer see your too
fair lace -again."1

"What!" cried Eleanor, startled for once fron bier
stron gbold of composure.

"No, never ! I amn to be married next month to sonie
one who loves me-but ah, she is not you 1 1 have let
myseif forget all in the supreme joy of your presence;
but 1 must forget no longer. Pity me! You can afford
me so mnucli grace. Circe, I dure flot drink your çup."

Lt was really quite a masterly exhibition of bistrionic
power. Lt was hard-hearted and ungrateful of Eleanor
to smnile at it, as 1 arn afraid 1 amn bound to confess
that she did.

11 arn to be married almost as soon as you are," she
said arniably, "1to Mr. Tom Rhiodes, one of the owners
oftbe Wheel of Pire mine. But do flot let us lose siglit
of eacli other. Your sketches of Ryefieid scenery are
quite, too loveiy. 1 sbould lilce to give, you an order for
some of thein, that in far-ofi Colorado I may not al-
together feel bereaved of the old home."

"You are only too good-too good and kind," Austin
Blaild said rnournfully ; "but ah, I mnust really neyer see
you again. Goupil & Co. are my agents. Farewell,
queen of my summerl"

And lie made bis exit, tliis kniglit of the, sorrowful
countenance, alter thre most approved theories of ro-
mance. At half-past seven o'clock Eleanor told lier
little tale of the afternoon to Tom Rhiodes ; and then
shie saiîd, with a laugli, "'So you see 1 couldn't have bad
hii alter al; you are only Bobson's chuice."

"No, tbank God! I arn Eleanor's."


