. in brilliant colors.

. She sat easily,.and
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THEONE WOMAX.

BY MINXIE WILLIS BAINES.
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Thes back drawing-room of a city
hounse, furpished as most of them
are, with two or three great easy
chairs,  piano, cabinet and inlwid table.
A beautiful tiled hearth and fire-place,
and, on the mantle piece above them,
a cloisonne placque, some pieces of ham-
mered brass, and two Venetian images,
The floor was strewn
with rugs, and before the blaze of the
bright cosl fire lay a lerge white bear
ekin. The walls had the usval comple-
ment of paintings and emgravings, and
some amateur productions in various
shapes and shades of plush and velvet
blossomed with cornations and wild ros-
es. There were books and magazines on
@ little stand in one corner, and heavy
portieres, with their dull reds and blues,
weiled the arched doorways of the room
and shot in jts occwpants to the
privilege of an uninterrupted tste-a-
Sete.

These occupants were a men and a wo-
man, Not long age, when etiqueste
permitted, they might have been men-
tioned as & gentleman and lady, or lady
and gentleman, as it was evident they
belonged to the classes so designated in
former times. There was ‘‘an air of the
great world” about them both ; an in-
definite subtle something which is not
altogether the result of familiarity with
“‘gociety,” but which, when “‘native and
to the mancr born,’ imvpreves 'itp
one’s social opportunities and experi-
ences,

« The woman was, evidently, at home.
is if she belonged
there, in the arms a large maroon
chair,and put out her foot to the fender,
turning it contentedly before the fire as
one does only when sgainst a familiar
background. .

She wore a dark blue dress with a vel-
vet collar out of which arore an almost
invisible rim of white linen. §

'The lines of her drapery were long and
fall and plain, and her bodice was s
triomph of a:t, attested by the fact that
while it followed every line and curye of
her supple, graceful figure, it did not
limit or prevent her treedom of motion.
One hand hung over the side of her chair
—a long, smooth hand with creamy flesh
and oval nails, whose thin, pink Jaminal
was rooted in a “‘silver half moen.” The
other, on the third finger ot which was
a plain worn circle of gold, lay, on her

ap.

l;"l‘he man sat by the table. He had
passed the ‘‘tree” in the hall, lbnt_racted-
ly, and was still holding his hat in one
hand. A nervous looking hand—dark
and thin. He had the cast of counten-
ance we call ‘“‘aristocratic.” Why, it
would be hard to tell. The old world
aristocracies, leading off with rcyal pre-
cedents, produce scions of a different ilk.
His face was close shaven, with the ex-
ception of a dark moustache which droop-
ed oyer his mouth, This gave him a
melancholy expression, or, in other
words, ‘‘romantic.’

“You weren't out to the French opera,
last night, Laura,” said he.

“No,” turning her foot a trifle, and
then withdrawing it from sicht.

“‘You missed sumething, then, They
are fine singers. But I don’t see how
they make up so well for the stage. I
declare I never saw such a rovgh locking
set in my life, on the streets.”

“Indeed ?”” asked Mrs Thornhill, in
a tone which gave evidence of a de-
cided lack of interest in the French
opera. - L

Mr Eugene Hilliard recognized the
fact and changed the subject.

*‘What are you reading now, Laura 7"
“‘Oh, nothing special—a little of ever
thing.”’ &T
Then she went up to the window
where u gilt bird-cage was hanging, and
picked np and put between tha wires a
piece of cuttle-bone that had fallen to

the floor.

“T wish you would talk, Laura—youn
don’t seem like yourself.”

“Don’t 1?7’ She turned on him, smil-
ing. ‘‘What shall I talk abcut? The
cold May and June that has been prophe-
sied ? Give me a cue, mon ami, and I
will follow it up. I fear I am getting
dull, of late, in the noble art of conver-
sation, Help me to retrieve my lost
vantage ground. Let us make this room
sparkle and scintillate with witty bon
mots like the Parisian salons of ye olden
time.”

He shrugged his shoulders,

“Don’t be facetious,  You appear hest
as nature made you. It is thus that
you charm me most. Why do you make
it 8o difiicult for me to tell what I came
to say to you ¢”

This question was asked impulsively—
in a 4]')!({(, ]u’lssinlmh! manner, at var-
iance with the remainder of his speech.

Mrs Thornhill realized that a crisis in
her friendehip with Mr Hilliard had ar
rived. She walked back to her chair
and sat down, facing him,

“I shall be very glad, Gene, to know
what you have to tell me. Have you
made a successful deal in real estate, or
have you found some fifteenth century
volume with illuminated texts, the only
copy extant, in some old curiusity shop ?
Or, have you bought a vacht, and will
you sail away,like Lord Ea eman, ‘strange
countries for to see /'

“Something better than either or any
of these,” answered he, with a burst of
enthusiasm.

““Better ¥ How luvely ? 1t is certain-
ly the philosopher’s ctone ! ~ Where did
yeou find it ?”

“Oh, Laura? How very high your
imagination is soaring today. = Please
drop those airy nothings,and come down
to earth, Although it is the philosoph-
er's stone- -in a way.”

**And, no doubt, in a pleasing ‘way.’
[ can discern as much by your eager
voice,”

“And I want your sympathetic appre-
ciation. You know we have been such
friends for years. Ever since poor
Thornhill was cut off so suddenly.’

At this reference to “*pocr Thornhill,
Laura looked down and sighed aud turn-
ed the ring on her finger.

Thre years had elapsed since the even-
ing referred to ; eack year composed of
three hundred and sixty-five days; in
which time Laura Thoernhill's mindsgnd
emotions had become accustomed to the

altuation, If she gave ‘*poor Thorn-

hill's” memory one general
:Lﬂhmld be reascnably . expect-

“You know,” ssid Mr Hilliard, set-|her
ting his bat on the floor and drawiog
his chair nearer to hers, ‘‘that I never

consideréd myself & marrying man.” saw Mrs Bigelow introduce you. Th
She*nodded her head, and sat waiting | lady in amethyst, with » bonnet like her
for him to proceed. euit, and a fow stray curly loska of red-

“Well—by Jove, I'm caoght.”
*“Not” g 3
“Yes !”

“Apd the lady ?
she 7
all this time?”

she asked the question.

red chair,
n.

“‘She’s a new acquaintance,
love at first sight.”

aud lineage long ?
ant of the—"
‘‘Hush, Lavra!
birth hke a conceited popinjay.
I had it drilled into me, you
with my A. B, C’s.
is anything in it, entre nous ?”’

““The alphabet? Yes,
it?”

’”
as—as—

of person.”

cating manner :
“‘She is young yet, you know.”

as she spoke.
“‘She’s eighteen,” said he.

The blonde. I—she—"

disconcerted him.
easily.

of contidential talk,
sion for it before,

should live—"

Yes, I understand.”

now,

is strange.”’
hanging by the chair.

+. She waited a moment,
it indifferently.

“You are original, Laura.
ferent frowa the rank and file,”

She is wonderfully pretty, I think.
I haven’t told you her name.
Whitlock.

thy ?”
“*Well, no !

You see it is all .o new. We

you know.”
Laura smiled in a
way

eh ?”

clay.

own account,
why did the man choose her.

soul.””

a sort of sullen petulance
“You are Haughicg at me,”

morrow evening. Won’t you 7’

it but crudely.
8o much, and shall. need you
future perhaps more than now.”

her, hat in hand.
**You are very kind,” she said.

*‘1f you like to do so.”

profoundedly

behind him,
little, and then died out.
and was very still for a time.

have been considerable of a fool ”

CHAPTER II,

I ——— g .~ e

, it was

The ‘not impossible
Where have you been hiding her

Laura Thorphill was. still smiling as
The canary had
begun to sing ; the fire-light danced over
the blue and white tiles, and Mr Hilliard
thought that the room, full of music and
light, with Laura sitting in the deep
smiling at him, was one
of the pleasantest places he had -ever

It was

“How delightful. And who is she?
A Rooeevelt, a Quackenbush,Stuyvesant,
or Van Rensselaer? What is her ‘name’
For I know her
blood must be very blue, or she could
not hope to wed the fastidious descend-

Don’t laugh at me,
I expect I have talked about blood and

But
know,
Do you think there
millions in |ancee.
‘‘SomeLow we can’t seem to get on
common ground today. You're perverse

“A woman ? Well, forgive me. Who
is she, Gene? I do not need to ask
what is she ? The fact that a man of
your tastes and culture has chosen her
argues well for her graces of mind and

He sat for a moment, weighing her
words before replying, in a sort of depre-

‘““We outgrow youth,” replied she, a
little sadly, putting her foot once more
toward the fire, and turning from him

Laura Thornhill was twenty-eight.
“*She is one of the two young women
spending some time with Mrs Biyelow. |on Laura.

Mrs Thornhill had turned toward him, | as Laura greeted her guest.
and was listening so intently that she |ner did not suggest patronage or conde- | ended by being down-hearted.
A faint dull red |scension; butit was so cordial,so friend-
came into his cheek, and he lau;hed un- |ly, so magnanimcous in its endeavor to|she would answer saying that *‘it really
put Miss Whitlock at her ease ; it said | was too bad, but, ete., etc., come around
““You see I don’t understand this scrt | g0 plainly, like the Sheik of the desert |«

He leaned over and took up the hand | She, who was usually at

then withdre\w

“To be original, T will tell you, ‘it is|gstraint gradually extenBled itself to Mr
the unexpected which always happens.’”

Very dif- | conversation with which Dorothea toek

_“Thn:nlu. And Mrs Bigelow’s vesation, with theair of one trying to
f"?“d ! . = . support her sister woman'’s position.
‘Ob, she is original, too, in a way, And then Eugene Hilliard unfortun-

But

: i8 | ca knew each other better, as they soon
Mrs Bigelow calls her Dolly,

but she has the new fad for a stately

prasnomen, and writes herself Dor- | yore fully.
othea.” Dorothea Whitlock made feint of
‘Is she a Middlemarch sort of Doro- acquiescence, but she bit her lip to

That is, I don’t know.
must
tind out about—well, all that sort of
thing about Dorothea, and--guide her,

non committal

‘1 fancy she may not care for all the
things that I have been used to liking ;
but, as I said, she is young, you know,
and can be trained to assimilate,
think you and I could educate her up,

‘‘Most ycung women of eighteen are
already ‘educated up’ to tastes of their
own ; and you ray not find her plastic
On the other hand, she may be
disposed to do a little ‘guiding’ on her
A woman of spirit might
object to being married for the express
purpose of being assimilated. She might
argue that if she didn’t suit as she was,
It will be
‘nice’ for you if Dorothea is' a Middle-
march Dorothy, and marries you, as
she did Casaubon, for “ your ‘beautiful

The red grew hotter in the man’s thin
cheek, and he pulled his moustache with

he said;
“but JLaura,” and his voice grew persua
sive, *let me bring her up to see you to-

“Upon what groynds, Gene? Is she to
be presented to me, or rather am I to be
presented to her as a female mentor?”’

**Nonsense, Laura; why continue to
harp on my present inability to express
the commonest idea? I know you get
the gist of my thought, though I quarry
And 1 depend upon you
in the

Mr Hilliard had risen,and stood before

‘‘And I may bring Dorcthea vp ?”

He raised her hand and kissed it in a
respectful manner, and !
then, knowing.the ways of the house,
and being no stickler for conventionality,
he wen* his way, and the portiere fell

The smile on Laura’s lips hardened a
She sat down in her dark red chair,

Then, as
if thinking aloud, she said: ‘It seems I

‘‘And who is Mrs Thornhill{” asked

e
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‘sogiety.
‘Why, surcly you remember having
met her at Mrs Constable’s reseption. I

brown bair about her face. I'm sure I
don’t see how uyhod, who ever saw
Laura could forget her.”

*Laura !” repeated Miss Whitloek,
straightening her slim, pretty back
somewhat suddenly.

“Yes—Mrs Thornhill. We'te old
friends, you know. Her husband and I
were great chums.”

*“And he ¥”

‘‘Dead, three years ago.”

“Then ‘Laura’ is a widow, I presume.”
“Yes, a widow. You surely recall
her.”
*T wae introduced to so .many—all
strange. Yes, I will go with you, if you
like.”

" In a few moments she presented her-
self as ready. She was simply dressed
as to materials (coming from a family of
straitened means); but the cut of her
coat was the very latest, her hai just be-
came her, and before drawing on her
Suede gloves she had settled on her
bosom the generous cluster of long-stem-
med pink roses which her lover had
beought with him,

It was evident that Eugene Hilliard
was either a pour observer or that he
knew not much of the moods of his fi-
There was a little compression of
the lips and a slight quiver of the nos-
tril, which signified that, like Job’s war-
horse, she ‘‘scented the battle afar off.”
The Laura of the amethyst dress and
bonnet must be,metaphorically speaking,
“‘sat down upon.” She would *‘give this
widow to understand—,” etc.

But, when ushered under the portiere
into Mrs Thornhill’s back drawing-room,

in amethyst this time, but in black, with
daffodils to relieve it. In her hair, worn
high, was a butterfly, that glittered
whenever the light from the tall wax

tioned head.

pitious just then for *‘sitting down” up-

But, between the hospitable grace of

came crusted with a thin film of ice.
ease and
insouciant, felt constrained and awk-
ward.

Laura took no notice when the con

Hilliard as well. He started topics of

issue, and Laura came in, to Dorothea’s

ately suggested that whenhe and Doroth

would (with a look at the ring on her
finger), she would endorse his opinion

keep back the repudiation of such an
idea.
And Laura smiled upon them both,
and changed the subject deftly, so that
by and by the young guest was seated at
the piano doing mechanicaliy the one
thing she reallly knew how to do well ;
half forgetting,under the soothingsounds
which came from beneath her fingers,
the evident fact that it was she and
not Laura Thornhill who had been sat
I upon
Meanwhile, Eugene Hilliard looked at
her back, which had a defiant, protest-
ing air about it, and the thought cross-
ed his mind that she ought to be more
like Laura—that it would impyove her
Mrs Thornhill kissea Dorothea when
they parted, and said she had ‘‘great
hopes of her—she would surely make
Eugene happy.”
And both these women soliloquized in
their rooms that might.
One of them pierced her finger with a
thorn as she unfastened the pink roses
from her budice, and threw them down
with a petulant, *If it wasn't for his
money and—her—"
The other smiled at her own reflection
in the glass, and muttered, ‘‘He sees the
difference.”’
After that Mr Hilliard endeavored to
make a triangular aflair of his engage-
ments with Dorothea. He would fain
have introduced Laura into the most of
them, that her ‘*influence might be felt’”
upon this pretty, piquante, unformed
eighteen, She should g0 with them to
the galleries to guide Dorothea’s taste in
pictures, She should take Mrs Bigelow's
place as chaperon, when her attentions
fell undividedly to her brunette guest.
She must drive with them behind his
new team, because she knew so much
better than he how tatell “‘who was who'
of the old families that lived in the im-
posing houses, and give lhttle incidents
of their lives, and how they made their
fortunes, etc. Because, really, 1f Doro
thea,was coming there to live,she ought to
know these things, as a clever woman‘‘in
the swimn” alone could tell her.
But Laura usually had excuses, She
had set up a phieton of her own, with a
‘‘tiger;’” wee was overrun with spring
shopping ; she was attending Miss
s g cOOking c'ass; she was due at
her dressmaker’s, and positively conldn’t.
She entertained for Mrs Bigelow’s
young ladies, and was so radiant in cream
colored faille, with Cornelia Cook roses,
that the young English catch of the sea-
son was at her elbow throoghout the
evening, and proposed to her two days
after,

th Whitlock, in answer to her be-
| husband’s invitation to “o.llu?"
with'him, and spend a8 heur or tw- in

her as well as with him.”

say good-bye to Dorothea.

bye.

ween ideas and

‘“higher plane.”

hats, i
Her epistles to him were on thick,
rough paper,with the letters ‘‘writ large,”
and were not lengthy. Some peopla who
talk well ecannot expross themselves with
pen and ink, and Dorothea was one of
them. She fell back into the simple un-
conventional pleasures of the country
town in which she lived, aud the memory
of met - politan splendors faded gradually
away.

She found Mr Hilliard’s long letters a
little dry. She sang in the choir, and
the tenor's eyes were handsomer than
Eugene’s.

She often repeated her scliloquy in-

she et this widow at her bravest— not dulged in the first night of her meeting

with Mrs Thornhill; but afier a time she
lef# off the first clavse of it,and only said,
woman like, *‘If it wasn’c for—her.”

Mr Hilliard naturally gravitated to-

eandles struck upon it, and there were|ward Laura Thornton’s back drawing-
diamonds in her small pink ears that lay | room once more.
back close to her dainty, well-propor- | maid met him with many regrets that
her mistress was out, or indisposed, or
Dorothea Whitlock took in the situa- | particularly engaged, and received his
tion, and circumstances seemed unpro-|card on a small silver salver.

But the trim, smiling

After awhile these ,failures to see

Laura began to worry her friend. He
Eugene Hilliard beamed with delight | would go away pulling his moustache and
Her man- | feeling angry at first, then anxious, and

Then he would write her a letter and

»n such a day at such an hour, she would

I never had occa- | to the traveller who stumbles accident. | be at liberty,”
I always imagined I|ally upen his tent amid the sand dunes,
*‘Come in ; my abode is yours,” that he | found the smiling maid ushering him in
“In bachelor meditation, fancy free ?|looked at théir charming hostess until | to the familiar room, where 1fe found his
his eyes became dazzled, and the glitter- | friend awaiting bim.
‘‘And I've eaid that to myself and you |ing butterfly expanded into something
80 often, you know, that it seems very | that seemed a cross between a saintly an- | the old ways, that cream-white hand,
odd to be telling you a different story, | reole and a (lueen]y crown.
You know I was Damon to Thorn-
hill's Pythias before we took you into |the one and the admiring appreciation of | and how busy she was, and how she was
the partnership, and then after he went!the other, Miss Whitlock’s manner, de- |going to spend the sumwner on the coast
it has always been Jou: Avnd I never spite her efforts to prevant. it and her | of Maine,
should have thought—You will confess it | consciousness that she signally failed,be- | stoi, and warded off a discussi>n of his

And such a day and such an hour

But when he attempted to glide into

figuratively speaking, parried his efforts.
Laura talked of society and of Dorothea

She felt no interest in Tol-

merits. But she seemed to grow young-
er and preitier every day. He wonder-
ed sometimes about the young English-
man, but rhe reserved her confideuce.

When she had really gone on her sum-
mer’s outing, Eugene Hilliard felt mere
lonely and out of harmony with himself
than for many years. He sought conso-
lation in his letters from Dorothea, but
‘‘mourned because he found it not.”

coming formal.

go to see her.

feeling more like himself.

home.

was in progress,

singer,

that it might continue.
vexed, and did not entirely conceal it,

went away, the tenor singer last.

and he did not fit it well.

barrassed.

their interests. Unless, indeed, i
might be Dorothea. And, somehow
that interest seemed smaller to him thi

her.

her ring, .and when
them together, he said :

**Where is your ring, Dolly ?”

“I dou't wear it always, It might b
lost,” she answered,

He took up her hand and held it
moment, but was conscious of thinkin
it very unlike Laura’s,

way ; ‘since it was
couldn’t or wouldn’t adopt his.

way, and say :
“*Never mind, little girl ! never mind

happens,”
“Laura '

of energetic venom she put inta th
name,

hadn’t been for—her.
the time; you know you did.
made you ever think you loved me ?”
Eugene felt his cheeks and forehea
growing red.
‘‘What makes you think so, Dolly 7"

“Why, because it was so,

=
ts, alw s {Lagre thi . id
R e e e e L T

matrimonial srrangements for their |cause it wasn't like Laura,

ged contidences to the
effect that she ‘‘didn’t seem broken-
hearted, and they presumed it was noth-
ing after all but a plantonic affarr with

And so the weeks glided on, until ﬁnll:
ly Mrs Bigelow ‘‘speeded the parting’
with the same savior faire with which
she had weloomed ‘‘the coming guest,”
and gugene Hilliard was called upon to |,

rs Thornhill drove down to the
station witia trifling little basket over- B
flowing with white narcissi anda box of | catch.

choice ton-bons, which she left in Doro-
thea’s lap when she kissed her good-

So life began agsin in anew groove. 'Eu-
gene wrote to his bride-to-be three times
s week. He told her how lovely and ad-
orable she was, sandwiching it in bet-
ideals of the future.
He was thirty and assumed that she was
young. His letteu,lite his wll)‘umtnon,
w n ly beckouin, er to a u
M g 4 He 'rot.e“ont lists of | No; keep the ring. You deserve it for
books for her to read, and recoamended
certain papers to be perused, which she
threw on the floor, and set her heel upon
them, befdre she began to trim over her

Her letters, always brief, were now be-

He sat one morning with one of these
in his hand, reading and re-reading it
tor something he failed to find, when it
suddenly occured to him that he would
He would take ‘‘a week
off” and see if he couldn’t come back

It was a beautiful summer evening
when he arrived in the town where she
lived, and, and after a hasty meal at the
little hotel, he inquired the way to her

It was a pleasant cottage, and in the
large lawn at the side a game of tennis
Awong the players
were Dorothea, in white, and the tenor

Of course Mr Hilliard’s advent inter-
rupted the game, salthough he begged
Dorothea felt

when,” one by one, the party, after a
little desultory talk with the new comer,

The situation was new to Mr Hilliard,
Dorothea had
grown stouter and was not so pretty as
formerly. She was also somewhat em-
He was taken into a stufly
little parler and introduced to the fami-
ly. They were cordial and he was polite;
but there was no point of contact in all

night than ever before since he knew

He noticed that she wae not wearing

r the household,
country fashion, had retired, leaving

Mr Hilliard spent a week in the coun-
try, and tried, with commendable pa-
tience, to enjoy himseli—in Dorothea’s
ent that she
t At the
el}d of it, when she handed him his ring
with bitter tears, and profuse prayers to
be forgiven for loving another man bet-
ter than him, -~ he was heart-whole
enovgh to stroke her cheek in a fatherly

As Laura used to say, the unexpected
3

He started at the amount

“I would have told you sooner if it
You loved her all
What

It was

I 1 had
been in love with you—"

She stopped there, crying out:—
*What have I said 7” :

“That's all right, Dolly—if you had,
what then ” i

T should have been too jealous to
have lived. As it was it made me furi-
ous. But I dido’t mun.toull”you it
was your money ; I didn't indeed.

Here she burat into tears.

“But you don’t know how miserable
it is being poor—yon don’t, indeed. And
Mrs Bigelow said you were ‘‘such a
But I didn’t wast to live on
your ‘high planes,’ and I can’'t and
won't. 1 just want some one to lové me
as Leon does. And I can make my own
dresses and save, and help him along,
and I'm sure we can live on his salary.”

“You good little Dolly! I'm sure
you can, snd I will give you a house and
lot for a wedding gift.”

*‘Oh, you are like a fairy godfather
and I don't deserve it.”

*‘Yes, you do, Dolly ! Yes, you do!
showing me that I do and always did
love Laura.”

And when he was out of the house, he
kept hugging the sweet thought tc his
heart that Laura, and she alone, was
*‘the one woman of the world” for him.

] have been blind—bliud and a foel,

to pass by such a priceless gem for a
glittering piece of paste. But it was so
much a part of mejthat I cever could con-
sider it—this love for her—as separate
from myself, until poor little Dolly
showed me how it was.”
Ard, thinking in this strain, he stop-
ped to inhale the fragrant rose-laden air,
loek at the far off sky, brilliaut with
stars, listen to the stir and chirp of a
bird in some near nest ; and, lifting up
his heart to Heaven, in the exquisite,
blissful aguny of its first, greai, only
love, he cried ‘‘Thank God !”

CHAPTER IIIL.

When, travel-stained and worn with
heat and dust, Eugene Hilliard retarned
to the city, his first act, after a complete
change of dress, was to seek Laura's re-
ssdence.

But this time not even the smiling
maid received him. Laura was still out
of town.

He hunted among her women friends
for some one who knew her exact address.
All he could learn was that she was not
now in Maine, bat sumewhere among the
Catskills.

His trip to the mountains was succes:-
ful only in the discovery where she had
been a short time before.

He went home and went duown to his
office, but he was too restless to attend
to business. He wondered where the
young Euglishman was showi: g up, now
—wondered why he didn’t go back to his
castle, 1f he had one, which he douoted
Then he speculated as to whether Laura
might not be in love with the man,  turn-
ing it over and over in his mind until he
became wildly jealcus.

Again and again he rang her door-bell
without saccess. It was early in “eptem-
ber when the ring was finally answered
and he was again shown into Mrs Thorn-
hill's presence.

She was in her tailor-made traveling
gown, and the chairs were in bulky grey
wrappings. The rugs had pot yet had
the camphor shaken out of &em, and the

this, sad ;t, and the other. k:lno‘nan to have » man make

e to another wuman with theidea that
sltimately No 1 will consider the love
of No 2 » #ood veason why she should
take pity on bim and merry hin.
Eugene looked crestfalien, but did not
despair. She was *‘takivg it cut’’ of him
m.:nnl a doubt, but then he deserved
it ; and he was wilimg to serve as Jacob
for Rachel il he ounly eould geiher at
last,

8o a year went by, in which he &d-
dressed himeelf to the business of win-
ping her, His face grew thinner, and
he looked more melancholy and romantic
than ever. 3 :

When Laora at last capitulated and
named the day, Eugene clasped her to
him, snd called her the most cruel but
dearest creature on the fuce of the
earth, 4

'] meant to punish you, Gene,” said
Laura, between a laugh and a ery.

“Well, now,” said he, ‘‘you fulfilled
your inteution.”

*‘Are you sure you would rather have
me—very sure—thun Dorothea Mathil-
de?’

And he mumbled her white band a
covered it with kisees, between which h )
muttered, “*Hang D rothea Mathilde !”

C. C. Ricuarns & Co,

Gents,—My daughter had a severe
cold and wjured her spine #o she counld
not walk, and euffered very much, 1
called m our family physician; bhe pro-
nounced it inflammation of the spine
and recommended MINARD'S LINI.
MENT to be used freely 3 bottles
cored her, T have used your MIN-
ARD'S LINIMENT for a broken breast;
it reduced the wflymmation and cured
me in 10 days

Hantspmt.  1m Mrs N, SiLver

R

Prompt, potent and permanent resulte
always comw from the uee of Milburn's
Aromatic Quinine Wine, 1m
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Harper's Magazine.
ILLUSTRATED, :

A new Shakespeare—the Shakespears of
Epwin A. AsBEvY—will be presented in Har-
PER'S MacaZINE for 1890, with comments b(
Andrew Lang. HARPER'S MAGAZINK has a'-
#o made special arrangements with Alphonse
Daudet, the greatest of living French novel
ists, for the exclusive publication, in urh’"
form, of a humornus story, to be entitled **The
Colonists of Tarascon: the Las
of the Famous Tartaiin.”
translatea b
by Rossi an

t Adventures
- B The sldmyl will be
enry James, and illustrated
k Mjyrbach.

W. D Howells will contribute a novelette
in three parts. and Lafcadio Hearn a novel-
ette in two parts,entitied * Y ouma,”bandsome-
ly illustrated.

dark polished floor was without covering.
A little blaze burned in the fire-place,
bat it had a discouraged and discourag-
ing flicker. There was an air about her

been away and, after seeing new people
and new scenes, have not yet adjustea
themeelves to the old surroundings.
met him pleasantly, but her greeting was
like a sunny day in which there is still
‘‘a nipping and an eager air.”

Eugene the self satisfied, the dictator,
guide and counselor, felt chilled

‘‘And Doruthes !” asked she, kindly.

of speech, and the difficulty at once made
evident of further explanationn,

“Over!—How?”

‘““We are mot engaged any mcre.”
has been juggling ¥’

*‘Let me tell you, Laura,” said he im-
petuously.

*‘Certainly.” Then she rang an elec-
tric bell and ordered the fire to be built
up, while he sat waiting to begin.

Her manner confused him,
80 cool and self-poised that
like addressing a statue.

it seemed

and while he was pleading his love, ard
deciaring he had always felt for her—

: smile on her face.

® | past few momente,

“‘Stop smiling,” said he,
bear it,’”
She left off playing with the charm

room
He waited for her to return—ten
fifteen, twenty minutes !

€ | his watch !

It was half an hour.

8 lin a sort of frenzy.

£ ling back.

was in full cry, azd left the house.

ran out and took it up in her arms,

! I 'neck.

much as he had loved her.
This Jasted two weeks.
® |around

Dorothea Mathlide.

d

power of being faithful.

wkich we (ﬂen see in those who have |

She |

**Oh, that is over,” he replied, con- |

*‘Oh, that is it ! Presto, change ! Who | per volume.

She was
He told his story and told it badly;

ever since—well, ever since it would have |
been right—only he didn’t recognize it as |
love and thoughe it friendship, she eat
playing with the little gold charm dang-
ling trom her bit of watch chain, with a

It seemed to him that he had never
» | seen her smile so much as during the

““I cannot

Gt g 2t s | literary o . :
and, rising with much dignity, left the y contents, which include serial and

y ) WEFKL
He looked at

He got up and walked about the room
She was not com-
Then he went out into the
hall and kicked a little English pug that
got uoder his feet, which immediately

‘‘Brute !” exclaimed the maid, who

He heard the epithet as if in a dream,
It made no difference. He wae in love
with Laura and had made her angry.
He and his love were contemptible to

er.

Where did that dog come from ? He
would like to wring his ugly English
And he fiercely concluded that
he would learn to hate Mrs Thornhill as

Then he went
and apologized to her, and
showed her Dolly’s wedding cards, re-
ceived that day in which she figured as
) Ma Laura was gra.
ciously forgiving ; but when he tried to| I
take her hand and wanted her to set the |M°“°y Order or Draft, to avoid chance of
day, she informed him that the man who
won her must prove that he possessed the | ment

> That he might
not know it, but it wasn’t exactly agree-

In illustrated papers, touching subjects of
| current interest, and in its short stories,
| poems, and timely articles, the MAGAZINE
will maintain its well-known standard.

l
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Harper's Weekly.

ILLUSTRATED.

HARPER'S WERKLY has 8 well-established
place as lln" leading illustrated newspaper in
America. The fairness of its editcrial com-
ments on current politics has earned for it the
respect and confldence of all impartial read-
ers, and the variety and excellence of its

short stories by the best and most lar
writers, fit it for the perusal of peoplep?;'fm!he
widest range of tastes and pursuits. ' The

3 Y supplements are of remarkable
varleldv. interest, and value. No expense is
svared to bring the highest order of artistic
ability to bear upon the illustration of the
chungeful phases of home and foreign hisrgls,
A Mexican romunce, from the pen of Tho
il\&im.!n,n\'u:r. will appear in the WEgrkL
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