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loved her husbzad, and now, deprived of
his ever-ready attention, she found, to her
dismay, a growing distaste for the friv-
olities to which sho had up till now de-
votedd herself. And then she grew fright-
ened, for she found horself thinking, “I
cannot live without some one to love me.
Suppose I have lost Edward’s love for
ever 7 Well, if I have, he is as much to
blame a8 I am, and he must take the con-
sequences.””

Indeed, so ter-ified did she become at the
reckless thoughts which came into her
head, and the persistent way in which the
impassioned tones of one of her most con-
stant esquires would recur again aud again
to her remembrance, that sho sent a tole-
gram there and then to Edward, who was
at their golfing cottage in the country,
ancouncing her intentiou of joining bim
the mext day. A few bours brought back
the following reply :~

Sorry. (ottage full of men. Come next
week.

Had Edwarl Standard knowa what was in
Ethel's mind, and what this rebaff meaut
to her, he would have given his guests
summary notice to quit. but, as Nathanicl
Hawthorne says in his tale of * David
Swan,” “we hear not the airy footstepa
of things that almost happen.” When he
hesitated whether he should postpone
Ethel’s visit or not, he little guessod what,
in his futuro and hers, huag in the balance.

That same evening Ethel addressed =
leiter to Captain Julian Carbinve, care of
E. Standard, Ruy., Imst Hole Cottage, Bol-
gam Common. Tt Tk ws lollowa:—

My Dear J.,—Yon, of coutse, remember
the propoéal you made to me when we
parted at Lady Fortunes dance last week.
i §elt that I zoulu not then possibly fall
in with your piap:e. Edward has, howerver,
agnin trated me with the most absolute
coldness. I shall go dovm to the place
Fou mentioned, by the sleven o'clock train,
the day  after to-morrow {Wedoesday)
woTning, unlexs ron wire me that you can-
not meet me there. Do not forget to tele-
graph for rooms.—Yours, over aflection-
ately. —Ftbel.

Oa Teesday morniug Julian Carhine, who
kad been Edwani Standard’s guest at Tast
Hele Cottnge minee the previous Saturday.
and had come down for a »tax of ten days.
syddenly pickal up his traps and depart-
ed. leaving a wrexsage tor his host, who
was out at the time. that he was called ta
Londor: on the most urgent binsiness.

i the Thorsdas morning Edwand Stanid-
and received the jollowing letter. It was
frow one of Carbine’s hrother officers, and
an intimnte fri~nd of his own. It ran as
followes :—

1Private.)

Iear Standand,- 1 hear that Julian Car-
bine is stayinx with you. It has come to
my knowletdge that hie is in danger of being
led into an exceedingly serious eatangle-
ment. from which, as his Iriend and yours.
T wonld give wy right hand to save him.
1t p» qalte imposaible for me to et awayx
tisis week. and § bz yon to keep n ahatp
look-out on him, aad, if he goes off at
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short notice, dp you go with, him and
stick to him like a leech. If the worst
comes to the worst, you may be ablo to
hiead him off by ghowing him this letter.—
I am. in great haste, yours ever,

Bernal O’Malley.

‘The same wmorning Edward Standard
found the lotter written by his wife to
Juoliun Carbine lying about, apd read it.
The meaning of the whole thing ilashed
upon him in au instant.

That ajternoon he arrived at his house
in Eaton-Square. and learat irom the ser-
vants that his wife had left town vester-
duy morning, szying she would be gone
for a week, but leaving no address.

He thercupon took a hansom and drove
off to Julian Carbine’s club.

*Yes,” the porter said, ‘of course he
kuew Ar. Standard, and would bs happy
tu give him the address. There hud been
a letter onlv that very morning ordering
cversthing to by sent on to the Captain
at Cross-ronds Cottage. Stow Plowden.”

An hour later Edwani Standard had
taken train Tor the little Essex villago.

In bis heart murderous hate for a man
who was false to him whilst yet cating
his salt, and yearning, pitiful, reproachiul
love for a womnu. hustled cach other for
place. Then there flooded back upon him
the carly love for Ethel tkat had been
swamped by the all-engrossing pursuit
which Le followed. After all. xhe hind not
been so much to blame in preferring her
voutbful amusements to a stay-at-home life
with an old &tick-in-the-mud Jike himseli.
ii only ke brd had patience with her she
would soon have tired of these frivolities,
and by natural process have come back to
his companionship. At any rte, he had
no right, once having made her his wile,
to neglect her as he had doue for the pur-
suit of the will-o'-the-wisp which enzrass-
od his evers thought. it ‘was sheer .in-
sanity this ontweighing of a woman's love
with a golf-ball. Oh! how he cursed him-
sell te think that npow the mischicf was
Jdone. and nothing remained bot the con-
ventional retalintion. the customary ahame-
ful repudiation.

Good God! how hic nrayed that if it
were possible this thing micht be a< though
it were not. Bat his experience told him
that. though God zayx do all things, even
He cannot undo the past. and despair set-
tled down upon his soal.

“Yes,” they answered to his inquiry at the
little station, *'vex, there was just such a
couple as he described stopping at M.
Jones's at the cross-roads yonder, the white
hiousc on the brow of the hill.™

Ang Edward Standard strode formward
up the hill. blindly eager to get the thing
aver, bot atterly oblivious of the fact that
thongh hie had rehearaed the sceae to him-
seli in n hundred dificrent ways, he had
not come to any dcfinite conclusicn as to
how he proposed to comport himself.

~Captain Carbine at home ?” he asked
of tho little maiden who opened the door,

and who stood with open mouth scared
by the sight of this bloodless-faced, savaye-
looking stranger.

““No, sir, ho’s just gone out; but Mre.
Carbine's in. eir, if she'll do.”

“Oh, yes, Mrs. Car—that is to say, the
Indy will do just as wwell.” said Edwerd,
with & grisly attempt at a smile, as he
stumbled over his wife's new name.

*She’s in there, in the parlour, sir,” said
the girl, intimating a closed door; “shall
1 tell her any name, sir 2"

“No. thank you, she knows me; I'll an-
uounce myself.”!

With thesc words, Edward Standard
§eized the handle of the door and walked
n. .

There was an very smart and attractive-
tooking young lady sitting on the sofa.
She rose as he entered.

“Ob, excuse me,” said Edwand, taken
aback by the unexpected apparation. 1
—er- the servant—er—said I should find
Mrs. Carbine here. I beg your pardon;
there wust, I fear, be some mistake.”

“Not in the least.” was the oxceedingly
reli-possessed answer. “I am Mrs. Carbine.
To what am I indebted. may I ask, for
this unexpected pleasure?"

“0b. er—the fact is—], er—by-the-bye—
perhaps your husband will be in soon, and
1 kad better say it to him.”

Luckily for Edward Standard, at this
mowment the handle of the door turned and
Juliau Carb'ne . tood in the room.

“By Jove. Standard,” e said, bolding out
both hands to him. “this is, indeed, good
of xou. I should hardly have thought rou
could have got down 8o quickly from Glou-
~estershire in answer to my letter annoonc-
g my marringe and address. Youn have,
I sec. made the acquaintance of my wife
already. I knew you would be great
Iriends directls yon met. Why, you must
have started by the first train after re-
ceiving my letter. It is, indced, good of
ron."”

* Yes.” said Edward somewhat menda-
viously, **I could not benr the idea of ap-
peating cold in a matter which so deeply
covcerned your happiness, old fellow.”

That evening. as he was saying “good
bve.” Julian Raid to him.—

* By-the-bye. Standand, plense apologiso
to Lthel for me for my not having answer-
od a letter I received from her tho day 1
left Labaraum Cottage, asking wme to go
down to Felixstowe with her to teach her
zolf. She wanted to sarpriee von by her
plaxy when next you met.™

——— @ -
CCPID'S CLOTRING.
Love is blind, according to the proverdh,

and according to the pletures ho drosses
an it he thought other peaple were.

A Russlan Joke—At a couatry bdall -
** My dear sir, you lhave just stepped on
my partner’s foot. I demand satisfaction.*

** Oh ! certalply ; yonder sits my wife,
go and atep on her foot."—Peterburgsksya
Gassta.



