
says the Princess, with a despairing siâth ; "I new magazines to apeed ité flighttý
wish to, goodnus he'd have thought, of it half 1 What a dear little home we have

a dozen vears ago. Re hm biý*n no buay and what a queen of housekeepers is my
making money ever since I can remember, Jemima Ann. It in very splendid up there
anct ma's been so buey spending it that they in the Pettingill Palme, but 1 re&ï1y do not
neither of them had time to &Ïýnd to my think I would care to exchange. I like our

education, and here I am an heiress and duodecime edition of housekeeping be»L'
everythiniz, and bardly an accomplishment Supper is served-two or three delicate
about me. And when a person is nineteen, little dishes, and te& brewed to the point of
and in eSietyatudying languageaand doing perfection. Outaide the whistling and lash-
piano-forte drudgery, is no end of bore." ing of the March night accents the senne of

Mm Trillon sympathizee, doQs her best, comfort and warmth.
and spends three hours daily in the Lexing- ' There in to, be a prodiglous party up
ton avenue man ion, secluded in Mise at the Pettingill's next week,' says Dolores,
Blanche's boudoir. For it in - to be a pro- as they ait and diseuse their repast. ' Q aite
found secret from all the world that this a mammoth gathering of the plutocracy of

poliahing is beiniz inven to Mim Blanche. New York, and 1 am to go and play the ac.
,, That is what6'r like -Mrs. Trillon for,' companimente of Blanche's songs. She bas

remarks Min Pettingill to, Mrs. Pettingill, not much courage about performing- in pub-
,' ahe knows how to hold her toncue. And lie, al v a very tine voice,

yet she is sympathetie, and abaolutely insiste that I shall play the
-pree&tes the isituation, and in tr,. ing to, do accompaniments. I do not like it but I
lier very beat for me. And she haý the mont cannot refuse, they are no extremely nice
elegant and aristocratie mannerts. I only to me, and Blanche is such a dear, simple-
wish I could ever be like ber.' minded, good-natured littlé soul. The piano

« Mrs. Trillon in a person, I guess, who, is to be placed in a sort of bower of tower-
bas men -better days,' respouda mamma. ing plante, and 1 shall be pretty wel! screen-
I shculd rather think so,' Mise Blamche ed from the company. 1 muet get a dress
cries, energetically. « She plays and aings for the auspicious oceuion-white, trimmed

pes-fectly aplendid, and talks French like a with black, I suppose, and jet ornarnents,, zo
native. She never speaks of herself, but 1 « keep up mv character of a widow, in half-
know she must have a story and a romantic 1 mourning. 1 find the whole thing rather a
one, if a person ceuld only zet at it. But I borebut I ejwnot disappoint Miss Pettinizill.'
never can aak. questions of Mrs. Trillon.' So in the lamp-lit, fire-lit little parlour

It in at the PettingülMansion thatDolores they ait tegether &E d chat over the doings of
is this wild and blustery March afternoon, the day. These evening home-comings are

while Jemima Ann stirs the fire, and looks delightfal to both-Dolores anugly ensconsed
t xpectanibly out of the wiudow, and waita for in the rocker, Jemima with ber sewing at
ber coming home. It is late when-she comes, the tabic. There is talk, and munie, and

iieither wet nor weary from the howhng 1 the ahrisl beating of rain and. aleet without,
atorm, and all laughing and with cheeks and and periect peaue, monotionous perhape, but
eyez bright with the frostý wind. very gratefui within.

6 Oh, my own dear,' cries Jemima, " you If it will only hmt,' Dolores gays, looking
are half dead, 1 know. 1 do hope you rode dreamily into the tire ; 1 at times it seems

down town in the stage.' almoet tc)o good. Peace in the best thing in
Il No, 1 didn't,' returns Dolores, laughing. &H the world, Jemima Ann-lbet-rer than love

1 rode but not in the stage. They sent me w'ith its fever, better than wealth with ita
jn, the carriage ; Min Pettingdi would ùsve i CareS. If it Win only lurL'

it no. They are reïlly the best-natured i
people iu the world. They wished me to It in the night of the great ball up on lAx-

r3tay »à night, and as I would not, inaisted ington avenue. The big brown corner honse
on the carriage. In inpper ready ? for I am in an a-gl-tter with gaz, a lengthy row of car.
hungry, although I had tea aüd cakes at riages wind down the stately atreet, a little
live oclock. It muet be neaily nine now.' hm gathered to me the gueets go in.

Just twenty minutes zo,' gays Je resoancle, Mrs. Pettingill &Il alight with
bustüng about. 1 Take off your things, my tho» iamous d like an Indian idol,deary, and ait here in the rocker and «arm 1 -rueiv« lier- friencis. Miés Blanche, in

your feet. Suei»r'a &Il ready, and will be wonderful dreu froin Parig, stands near,
on the table iu ton minute&' loo," flushed and né a, and wish ing

Ho w cozy it in here,' Doloru mye, with m e mm ewr befSe, peà'a w«Ith Could buy
a delicious seau of rut well earned, and of for Mr& Trillon'a beautikl, graciove, grece-
the long evening to comf, with two or. tbree 1 ful mannem NI m. TriUon in up-stairc in the
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