
14 THE RISE AND I-'AF.L

old phnise, Init ;; qiiiiint, droll, liumorons
coiicfit tint no ono in the worM hnt T'oin

could tliiiik f)f. Then, artcr the oiienini,'

overture a'loiit tlie weather, soinethiiiu Jiboiit

musio iuid Het'thuven's Honata in M Hat. atid

Haydn's k\ iniihuiiies, and of course houio-

thint; about lieetiio- eii's grand old

Fifth symphony, somebody's else ma'^s,

in heaven knows how many flats
;

and then sometliinf? about art, and a
profound tliought or two on science anl
philosophy, and so on to poetry and from
poetry to "" iiusmess.

"

But alan, when Tom reaches the gate, all

tliose well orderc'l ideas dis[ilay evident
symptoms of breaking up ; as he cr-osses the

yard, he is dismayed to know that they are

in the convulsions of a panic, and when he
touches the bell knob, every, each, all ami
several "f tiie ideas, original and eompihtd,

that he has had on any subjeet durinjx the
past ten years, forsake hiin :\ni\ return nn
more that evening. When Laui'a o])ened the
door tie had intemled t) saj' somethinir real

splend I r.lfout the: imiJri.MiiKHl sutdight of

sonietliiii:;, ijeamin:' out a welcome upon the
what you may call it o( the nii.dit or some-
thing. Instead of which he says, or rather

j^asps :
" dh, yc», to be sure; to bi' ^ure ;

ho." And then, consciou.s that he has not
said anything ])articularly brilliant or ori-

ginal, or tiiat most any of the other fellovs

could not say with a little jtractice, he makes
one more eliort to redeem himself before he
steps into the hall, and adds, "Oh, good
morning ; good morning." I'^ecling that even
this is only a jjariial succes?, he collects hia

scattered faculties for one united eti'ort and
inquiries; "How is your mother?" And
then it strikes him that he has about ex-

hausted the subject, and he goes into the

i)arlour, and sits down, ami just as soon as

le has placed his reyiroachfid feetin the least

agonizing position, he proceeds to wholly,
completely andsuecessfullj' I'orget eveiything
he ever knew in liis life. He returns to con-
sciousness to tind himself, to his own amaze-
ment and rqually t«> Ijaura's bewildernnint.
conducting a conversation abr»ut the crops.

and a new method of fumlintr tlie national
ilel)t, subjectti upon which he is about as

well iiifornieil as the town clock. Me rallies,

aiid make.', a successful elfcut to turn the
conversation into literary channels by asking
her if she has read "Daniel Deromia,' and
wasn't it odd that (Jeorge Washington l^liot

should name her heroine " (-irenadine," after

a dret<s ])attern '.' And in a burst of coidi-

deneo he assures her that ho Mould not bo
am»'',ed if it should rain before morning,
(and he hopes it will, and that it may be a
flood, and that they may ge^ caught in it,

without an ark nearer thau Cape Horn.)

I And so, at last, the first evening passes

1 away, ain! after mature deliberation and
many unsuccessful etl'orts he rises to go.

; Dut he lioes not go. He wants to ; but he

]

doesn't know how. He says good evening,
' Then he repeats it in a marginal reference.

; Then he puts it in a foot note. Then he

adds tlie remark in an appemlix, ami shakes
luxnds. iiy this time he gets as far as the
parlour door, and catches liold of the kn(.l)

and holds on to it as tightly as though some
one on the other side were trying to pull it

through the door and run away with it. And
I he .stands there a Hdgftty statue of the door

I iioMer. He nu:ntion.-i, for not more than the

j

twentieth time that evening that he ib pas-

! siouatcly fond of music but he can't sing.

I

Which is a lie ; he can. Did she go to the

Centennial? "No." " Such a pity "-he
' begins, but stops in terror, lest she may coii-

I

si.icr his condoh'nce a reflection uiioii hei'

linancial standing. Did lie go? Oh, yes ;

yes ; he says, absently, he went. Or, that

is to say, no, not exactly. He did not ex-

actly go to the ('cntennial ; he staid at home.
In f.ict, he has not been out of town this

Summer. Then he looks at the tender little

face ; he looks at the brown eyes, sparkling

with suppressed merriment ; Ik; looks at the

white hands, dimpled and soft, twin dangh-
fcei's of the snow ; ami the fairy jncture grows
more lovely as he looks at it, until

his heart outrutis his fear.s ; he must
s[)eak, he must s.iy something impressive

and ripe with meaning, for how can he
go away with this .«uspense in his breast?

His heart trembles as does his hand ; his

(juivering lips pai t, and—Laura deftly hifles

a vagrom yawn behind her fan. (lood night,

and Tom is gone.

There is a dejected droop to the mus^^ache

that night, when in the solitude of his own
room Tom releasfis his hands from the de-

spotic gloves, and tenderly soothes two of

tlie reddest, ptdHest feet that ever crept out
of boots not half their own size, and swore in

mute, but eloquent anatomical profani;y at

the whole race of bootmakers. And his

heart is nearly as full of sorrow ami bitter-

ness as his boors. It xppea'-s to him ^hat ho
showed ofl' to the wor t iiossible advantHv,'e ;

h(^ is iliiidy conscious that he acted very like;

a dcmkey, and he has the not entirely un-

natural impression that she will never want
to see him again. And so he uhilosophically

and manfully makes u[» his mind never,

m.H'er, m!ver, to thiidi of her again. And
then he immediately procceils, in the manliest
anil most natural way in the world, to think
of nothing and nobody (dse under the sun for

the next ten hours; How the tender little

face does haunt him. He pitches himself

into bed with an aimless recklessneaa that

tumbles pi!
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