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IT was Eleanor Gray's thirtietit birtitday. Suddeuly
site awoke to the knowledge that youtit, witl its
vague itopes and clreams, was over. Site lad neyer

quite understood itow swiftly the yeurs were pnssiug.
One day -,as su like another, and the heurt in lier was
su young, site hall thougît titat site iterseif was a young
girl still, and titat love migît be waiting round the cor-

ner. HIitherto hope itad lield lier by tite land. But
someitow titereelwas a cruiel positiveiiess in thte number
thîrty. So many years liad she lived-tte years of
charmn and expectaucy. WVhat could titere be to coame
uow ? But what had titere been, even in thte past ?

Site went bacit, in lier titouglits, over the 111e site lad
lived, and regarded it as if it liad beenl that o! somne
otiter person. She had been boni in thte wrong family,
site said to itersel!;1 that was tite begining. Tliey loved
lier well, the p)ractîcal, uniimagînative parents wlose only
citild site was ; but titey liad neyer understood witat site
mentt. Uer ways were not as titeir ways, nor lier
titouglits as titeir thitoglits. Titey lad been proud of
lier in some uncomprelieuding fashion, but titey lad
siniled at lier 2ýsprationis and ambitions as at thte amus-
ing vararies of a petted infant. They gave lier thte liarp
on wiîh site wanted to play just as thiey liad given lier
thte talkîng doli site had covetedl and miade friends witit
witen site was a child. Titey land let lier buy lierself
poetry books juist ais titey hiad. let lier buy sweetmieats.
Tliey wecre good and dear,-uit, so goud and dear !-site
said to iterself on titis mioring o! hier thirtietit birthday.
Buit titey did not kniow lier. No unec hadl ever knlowni
lier; of that site felt certain.

Site tock a little liandl-miirror front lier dressing-table,
and began to stuidy lier face in it. The features lad not
ditanged very mudiili since site %vas twentyv. 11critaps tite

eyswere alittle more sad, and the checks lad not q uiite
ticswild-rose bloomn thiat helongvti to tim ten yenrs
a go o; but really therc wais not se very muici difference.
Tlin site held the glass,, niearer and looked in it a little
More dlosely. Titere er-stlitre were-wrinkles,
muigt, yet uÎlni-tkalel, uLt the corners of lier eyes. They
were big bluie eyes, by the xay, witli black lasies. The
yonng gold o! lier luir wats turing to aututunal brown;
and thte lips t1iat liad nieyer beeni warmied by kisses
seemed to lave grown thinner.

"Vesle' site satd ; 1ait, yes ; I amn older. 1 cari see
it iu thte glass. 1 ain not :o pretty as I wam ; btt
wliat good did the prettiness do ? Wito ever luved me
really, uinless-" Site did flot finishi tite sentence. if
site lad it wouild lave been "uniless Tomn lidI."

And tIen site laid dow-n the glass, aind 1er titouglits
went on a long jouirney, back to the far-away days wien
Trom lihodes tised to corne hitom wvith bier front ail sorts
of places, and look at lier withl sudh t-loquent cyes tînt
shc lad niot forgotteni titeir langnage even yet. SIc lad
nleyer let hlmi go fardier titan looking, however. The
world-iter uinconquieredl kingdoin-was all belore lier iu
titose days, and site did tiot mneani to tle Trom for prime
ripister. Ile was a dear good fellom.-she uised aJways
to tiik tînt whien site tilougqlit abont Iiiim at ail. But
there were poets in thc wor]ld, ind puinters .izd states-
nien ; and Tomn-wus onily Touti lie tai-it scitool ini

the winter, and was buisy on his widowed inotlier's smnall
farmn in thc summiier ; and try, how youl wouild, voit couild
flot fnncy iimi in tle aspect'o! a conquierinig leéro. So
mIe lad kept Tom fromn spcaking, and finally him mnother
lad dlied, and itc lad sold tite little farine liad gonte nway
tc> tint vaguie part of the world known in titome days as
"out West."~ Wliat lite liad doue titere, or wliat lad be-
corne of him, wito luew ? Not El1ennor, at ann rate.

Site woudered if it were sui keen torture to, other
women to feel tînt titey liad grown old. It secmned to
lier just tIen tint youti was ail-all. Sic lad qnaficd
its wine, and now in the cup were dregs only. And tien
mite sadly smiled. Witnt wine lad site ever quiaffed, after
al? People ited to call ber beauit!Uil-nd suirely she
muait lave been at least prctty-buit witat Zood lad it
donc lier ? The right suitor lad neyer corne. Of the few t

wito mccnied to care for lier, site titoueht in titis 1011?

only of Tom. Site remembered toues and looks, shy
flowers sityly given, tender littie cares for lier coinfort
ini smnal things. But in those old days lier ambition
soared far beyond Tom. Would it have been better had
site cared for him ? Would he have understood lier ?
Would love have made that possible ? For she feit now
that lier deepest longing had. always been to be under-
stood. Love that was given to the external, Eleanor
would neyer have been enougli. She must meet some
one who had the key to lier deepest soul, else must she
live and die more solitary thau any monk of old in his
hidden hermitage.

Could it be that site had thrown away what miglit
have been life's fullest of joy ? Ah, well, it was of no
use to wonder now. Tom was fair away, and she was
thirty years ol]. Just then site saw thte old village post-
man coming dowu the street. Site titrew up the win-
dow, and reached out an impatient hnnd for the letters
hie brouglit. 'They were ail fromn scitool-giri friends, site
saw, as site glanced at thte handwriting on the envelopes.
Site was flot in the mood to care mucit for themn.
"Drearily uninterestinge'" site said to herself as site opened
one. A slip of paper dropped from it unheeded. Eleanor
read on listlessly. Suddeuly lier eyes kindled. She liad
corne to this sentence:, III used to hear you speak of
Tfomn Ritodes-an aspirant of vours, was hie flot? Can
this marriage notice I enclose be lis Pl'

IE1eanor picked up the bit of paper from the floor and
studied it. It was eut fromn the Denver (Colorado)
"Tfimes," and it read:,

"Thomas J. Rhtodes of Counecticut to Margaret Eliza,
daugliter of John Riding, Esq., President of the Wheel

ýof Fie Miiniug Company."
So that was witat bil become of Tom. Site had not

remnembered thte J. in bis name, but of course it must
be Tom. There could hardly be anotiter Tom Rhodes of
Connecticut. It souuded preposterous, titis marriage to
the daugîter of the president of a mining company. So
titis was the end of lier one true lover. Site hadl neyer
said before, even to herself,e' that site kuew Tom loved
lier ; but site ackgowledged it to lier own heart uow. It
was as if a window had been opened into the past, and
a great flood of liglit poured from a day witose sun had
long since set.

Yes, Tom itad loved lier, and Trom would have under-
stood. He and site miglit have been one, if only site lad
known-if only tliat weak ambition site used to think so
strong and fine lad not lield lier hteart in its thrail. Site
liad the New England conscience, and it was borne in
uipon hier mmid tInt site ougitt to wish 'rom to bie htappy
in titis new love, titis new life. Did site? She tried to
citent lierself inito thiuking so, but lier soul defled lier.
"You kniow well," cried the voice of conscience within
lier, "1thnt you don't want itim to be quite, quite happy.
You wouldn't like himi to be absolutely miserable, but
you want him to be something short of satisfled ; to say
to himseif every day, and every day, 'Ah!1 Eleanoer
would niot have done titis, or said tlrnt; Eleanor would
have understood betterle

And then conscience cried alould, "Oh, you poor, smali
soiti ! Is that the best of which you are capable ? You
woul not cure for hini wlien lie might have beeu yours;
le was not grand enough for you then ; and now you
would wisli him something short of life's best good !"l
Anid site listened to the voice, and, afraid of lerseif, site
cried ont for strength ; and i.t. was as if lier guardian
aqgel leaned frc>m the iteiglits of leaven and drew lier
quivering soul upward to a purer air. Titen the impulse
came to lier to write a letter whicit sitould convey to
Tom lier wishes for lis ha.ppiness-wisles whlly lionest
now.

Site lingered over it for sme tùue. Site hegan it,
'eDear Tom."~ Then site bethoilght iterself of propriety,
and began over agaiu, and wrote :

"lDear Mr. Rhodes : I have just dlinnced to see ini a

Denver paper the annouuicemIeflt of your marriage. Oddly
enougli, just before it came to me, I lad been especiafly
thlnking about yvou. 1 arn titirty yenrs old titis day,


