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and then suddenly broke clown inito a few
discordant notes and ceased. it is'like my
picture, ail very well, but witli that îvhich
would speak to and move the heart, year
after year, when the mere beauty ceased to
please, that life or something is wvanting.
What were bis words ?-' This picture is but
the beautifual corpse of the other,' and my
life is but a cold marbie efflgy of a true hie.
Anid yet is there any true and better lîfé?
If there is nothing better beyond, I have
been carried forward too far. Miss Brown
thoroughly enj oys champagne and fl irtat ions.
Susie Winthrop is happy in lher superstition..
as any one m'ghtr be, could they believe iviat
6he does. But I have gone past the power
of taking up these things, as I liave gone past
my childhood sports. And now what is
there for me? My most dear and cherished
.hope!-a hope that shone above rn> life like
a sun.-bas been blown away by the breath
(if my father's clerk «t required no grcater
power to brin- nie clown to xny true level>,
and I boped to be a queen amongl men, high-
born, but crowned witb the richer coronet of
genlus. 1, who.hoped to win so hiah a place
that men would speak of me with honest
praise, now and in ail futuze time, must be
contented as a mere accomplisbed wonian,
deemned worthy perhaps in time to, gace sorne
noblemani's halls who in the nice social scale
abroad may stand a littie higher than myseif.
I ineant to shine and dazzle, to stoop to -ive
in every case; but now 1 must take wbat I
can get, îvitb an humble 1 Thank you,' ' and
she clenched bier litile powierless hands in
impotent revoit at îvhat sc ..med very cruel
destiny.

She appeared at the dinner-table outwardly
cairm andi quiet. Fer father did flot share
in her bitter disappointment, and she saw
that he did not, and so feit more alone. I-le
regarded ber suceess as remarkable (as it
truly ivas), having neyer believed she could
coI))? a picture 50 exactly as to deceive an
ordinarily good observer. Whien, thereforc,
old Schwartz and others wvere unable to dis
tinguisb between the pictures, hie ivas more
'than satisfied. H1e vas sorry that Dennis
had spoiled the triumph, but could flot blaine
him. At the sanie time he recogpized in
Fleet another and most decided proof of in-
telligence on questions of Art, for bie knew
that bis criticism vas just. H-e believed that
wben the true knight that bis ambition would
,choose appeared, with golden spurs and
jewelled crest, then ber deepér natur, wvould
awaken, and she far surpass ail previous
effort. Moreover, hie- did not fully under-

stand or enter into lier lofty ambition. To
se bier settled in life, titled, rich, and a recog-
nized leader in the aristocracy of bis own
]and, ivas bis higbest aspiration as far as she
wvas con.cerned.

He commenced, therefore, in a strain of
compliment to cheer bis daugbter and rally
bier courage, but she shook bier head sadly,
and said so decidedly, IlFather, let us change
the subject," that with some surprise at bier
feelings, bie yielded to ber wisb, tbinking that
a little time and experience would moderate
bier ideas anid banish the pain of disappoint-
ment. It vas a quiet meal, each being oc-
cupied by their own tbougbts. Soon after
lie ivas immersed in bis cigar and some busi-
ness papers for the evening.

It ivas a inild, sumimer*like nigbt, and a
warm, gentie ran ivas falling. Even in tbe
midst of a great city, the sweet odors of
spring found their way to the private parlor
wliere Christine sat by the window, still lost
ini painful thougbts.

"Nxýture i.s full of hope, and the promise
of coming life. So ougbt I to be in this my
spring-time. Wbiy amn I not ? If I arn sad
and disappointed in my -spring, bow dreary
wiil be ni> autumn, Wvheni leaf after leaf of
beauty, bealtb,. and-Étrength drop away."

A inufled figure, seeming>' regardl 1 ss of
tbe ram, passed- slosly clown -the opposite
side of the street. Though the person cast
but a single quick giance toward be-r window,
and tbough the twilight vas deepening, Soim e-
tbing in tbe.passer-by suggested Dennis Fleet.
For a moment sne wished she could speak
to bini. She felt ver>' ronely. Solitude bad
done ber no good. Her troubles only grew
darker and more real as she brooded over
tbem. Sbe instinctivel>' felt that ber father
could not underst.ifid'ber, and sbe bad neyer
been able ta gotoi hlm, for sympatby. H1e
was not the kind of-person that any oiie would
seek for such apurpose. Christine was ziot
inclined to confidence, and there was really
no one wbo knew ber.déeper feelings, and
wbo could enter intoi*her ieal hopes for life.
She was so proud and cold that .few ever
thought of giving confidence, mnucli less of
asking bers.

Up to tbe time ofber last sickniess she had
been strong, self-confidenit, ali4ost assured
of success. At times she -recognized dimly
that sometbing ivas wrong, as wben singing
ber best she could only secure nois>', tiansiènt
applause, wbile she sawv another on the s *arne
occasion, toucb the beart; but she shut ber
eyes to the unvelcome truth, and determined
ta succeed. But ber sickness and fears at


