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OUR HOME COMPANION

himself, and substituted “boy.” * But I assure [strc:\ming from his brow, succeeded in fastepin,

you, my dear Miss Petroleum, I like 1t very | tho steel to ber protty little fect.
”

much.
«0Oh! I'nso glad.

you'll like 1t.”

* How could 1 help hiking anything you liked 7,

Oh ! 1f the recording seribe of the court of Cujnd
could—ah—depiet indelidly the—the—" .
¢ Hat my father wore,” sang Bob, the irrepres.
sible young brother of Miss P., as he burst into
the room and stopped the torrent ot eloquence. '

Eventually 1t was arranged to go to the rmk on |

the next cvening. !

¢ Now do come, Mr. Jones, for that hateful Tom [
Houston wants meo to go.
do so love to make lim jealous,” whispered his;
charmer as she daintily responded to his fervent .
hand-pressure at the door.

Of course Mr. Jones declared he would consider- !
ably prefer losing his head than fail to call for her, |
and with a graceful bow departed. i

Mr. Jones did not feel particularly exhilirated
on his way home.  He had serious doubts as to
whether he could even put his skates on; but the
prize to be won was something not to be sneered
at.  Still he reflected bitterly on the probable con-
sequences of to-morrow evening. Uis dreams were
fu?l of anguish that night, and he anathematized
his Iuck in words not to be found in any theological
work.

Yhen Mr. Jones sallied out next day to buy a
pair of skates, his bhaggard look tesutied 1o his!
anxicty of mind. He was cleborately clad, but all
his paraphernalia of fashion could not conceal the
outward manifestation of his inward woe. So pre-
occupied was he that when « graceless ** hoodlum™
on Dundas St. remarked - Shoot the swell ! he
bestowed a dime on him under the tmpression that
he had been accosted by a case of heart-rending
destitution. !

Going into (i.’s, he bought a pair of fancy, self.i

”

I'm passionately fond of it.
Won't you ge with me to morrow mght? I'msure;

1q 1?7

“Now, Mr. Jones, put on your's.

“Ah ! aw—1 think T'll wait a little while, |
have a tooth which has just taken a twinge, ani B
| I'm afraid I'll have to watch you a while.”

“All nght,” said Miss I, and Lom Housto: 8
coming up just then, she seized his arm and they |8

darted away liko swallows.

Augustus watched them with a brow worthy o: [
As they darted past him, the§
lady’s eyes and cheeks seemed a battery loaded and B
leveled directly at the heart of Mr. Thomaf

Mephistopheles.

Houston.

A spint of grim determination took possessioz §
1 hate um, I do, and I i of Jones. ;
By Jove,” said he to himself, “I can’t stan§
Confound that * cad,’ now happy he looks |
here, you young reprobate, put on these skates,” tv |§

this.

a hoodlum near hiw,

The boy, with a grin, complied, and just as the |§
operation was tinished, Miss Petroleum darted up §

to him. Jounes slowly, and with trembling knees
arose. Determination was written on every lineof
his face. He was braced for o grand effort. Stilt |

he wished to defer the final moment ay long as B

possible,
<« Aw—)Miss Petroleum, sit down a while; the
seats are--are—in short, to sit on,”

< Oh ™ said the gir), laughingly, *“T'm not old §

or intirm; I prefer not sitting.”
Jones started.  Could she know anything of I
age? Horrible thought !

““Come, Mr. Jones; what are you waiting for®

<'m growing cold.”
Jones’ smile was simply ghastly.

“ Dear me,” chuttered he; ** why, your checks

are hke roses, as they always are. You really look

bewitching.”  All this time Jones’ feet exhibited §

an alarming tendency to shp from under him.
‘‘ Don’t flatter, Mr. Jones, but come along.”
The ill-fated victim in desperation grasped his

adjusting, lightnmng Acme skates, which he paid : partner’s arm, and wildly strack out. Much to hi: |

for with a premonitory groan. Then he slowly ' own surprise, he did not fall.  Wishing to know
took hisway to the residence of Mhss PPetroleum. !his fate before that detestable Houston should have
He found her waiting.

Robinson, and the gentleman who was so unfor- | around in front of the syren, and gasped -
tunate as to be hated by Miss Petrolenm, Mr. Tom! 1
Houston. Thomas was a handsome, frank.faced ' love, if I could only hope you would look on me

young iean of twenty-tive, and he eyed Mr. Jones' ' with those augel orbs; if you could only love mc B

accoutrements with a decidedly supercilious eye. !as Isigh to be loved; if you would—ah! if, my
Secure iu the hopes which fired his ardent breast, ' dear Maggic—~"
Augustus mentally voted his nvala *“cad,” and !arm, as hus feet began to ship.

In the parlor with her'a chauce to supplant him and shatter his youthfal i
were a gay Dttle girl of scventcen, named Rosa ! bopes, he stopped after two or three strides, faced B

““Oh ! Miss Petroleuim—DMaggie, my own, m) g

Here he wildly clutched at her §

“what can you |

proceeded to bestow his smiles on the ladies.  He! ¢ Why, Mr. Jones,” said she,
concealed his agony under an appearance of juven-
ile gaiety, and almost totally i%’norcd Tom.

When the })arty arrived at the rink they found

it crowded. Jones groaned heanily within himself.

““Oh ! whata splendid ume we shall have,” rap- you.

turously said Miss I, to the wretched Augustus.
“Ah! yes, certainly, of course: but really I

would almest as soon go for a sleigh-ride, wouldn’t !

you?" said he. |

mean? Dear me, right here, too.
this, Tom.”

““VFor Heaven's sake, don’t speak of ham; fair R
pear} of the city, you must have seen how I love |
Conld 1 only know you love me, I'd Le con- §
"tented to lic at your feet—oh! :
Just then, as the words of |
}mssion were culminating in & grand climax, the B
cet of Mr. Jones flew up, and he fell on his back B

Horribile dictu!

1f I'd knowr K

“Why, Mr. Jones, how canyou sayso? Ithink|in front of the astounded Maggic.
this is charming. Oh! dear, I wish we were! *I1 luck comes in battalions.”
skating now, don't you ?”

“ Yes—yes; but isn't 1t almost too crowded ?”

s Not a bit. The more the merrier.

{cll over the fallen Lothario.

himself as he gracefully knelt, and after abont | arms and legs.
fificen minutes hard labor, with the perspiration

Tora Houston, 8
[ who, with Rosa, was skating at lightning specd, |8
‘Three uncouth §
Here we ! youths, who were not au fait in the skatorial art, jg
are: please put on my skates at once, Mr. Jones.” | followed suit, and for a moment the scens presented |

That hapless individuval, ¥ am afraid, swore to : nothing more definite than a medley of tumbling K
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Finally all arose—Mr. Joneslast.  But what a |8



