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himself, and substituted " boy." ' Put I assure streaming from his brow, succeeded in fasteni 2
yeu, niy dear iss Petroleum, I like it very the steel te ber protty little feet.
mucb." " Now, Mr. Jones, put on yoir's."

"01 ! l'i se glad. l'i passionately fond of it. " Ai ! aw-i tbink l'Il wait a littie whie. I
Won't you go with nie to miorrow imight ? lim sure have a tooth which has just tak-en a twinge, and
you'll like it.' l'li afraid I'Il ha% e te watch you a while."

l low could i help iîIlhkig anythig y ou liked ? "I All right," said Miss P , and Tomîî Houston
Oh ! if the recordng seribe of the court of (upid1 comrnng up just then, she seized his arn and thte
could--ah-depict indelhly the-the-" i darted away liko swallows.

" . at my father wore," sang Bob, the irrepres. Augustuîs uatched thei wtl a brow worthy o:
sble younig brother of Miss l., as ho burst intto Mephstophels. As they darted past in, tih
the room and stopped the torrent o> cloquence. lady's eyes and cheeks seemed a battery loaded anid

Eveituailly it was arranged to go te the rmnk on ieveled directly at the heart of Mir. Thomai
the next evening. !Houston.

" Now do conte, Mr. Jones, for that hateful Tom A spirit of grim» determination took possession
Houston wanits me te go. i late lion, I do, and I of Jlones.
do so love te nake lin jealos," whispered his ' By -Jove," said lie te himlself, "I can't stani
charmer as site daintily respoided te bis fervent this. Confound that ' cad,' Dow happy le looks
iaid-pressuire at the door. here, you young reprobate, put on tlese skates," t

Of course Mr. Jones dcclared he would consider- a hoodlurm nscar liu.
ably prefer losing his head than fal to call for lier, The boy, w.th a grin, complied, and just as the
and with a graceful bow departed. operation was inished, Miss Petroleuin darted up

Mr. Jones did net feel particularly exhilirated te himî. Joues slowly, and with trembling knees
on lis way honte. lie had serions doubts as to arose. Determination was written on every lne of
whether he could even put his skates on; but the bis face. lie was braccd for a grand effort. Stli
prize te be won was somecthing not te sneered he wished te defer the final momtent a, long as
at. StiUle retlected bitterly on the probable con., possible.
sequences of to-morrow evening. lis dreams were "Aw-Mliss Petroleum, sit down a while; the
full of anguish that niglt, and lie anathemnatized seats are-are--i short, to sit on."
his luck in words iot te be found in anytheological "Oh !" said the girl, laughingly, "I'm not old
work. 1 or infirm; I prefer net sitting."

When Mr. Jones sallied out next day to buy a Jones started. Could she know auything et bu
pair of skates, his baggardl look testiied te his age? Horrilble thought!
anxiety of mind. He was elaborately clad, but ail "Come, Mr. Jones; what are you waiting for
bis paraphernalia of fashion could net conceal the i *m' growinîg cold."
outward manifestation of his inward woe. Se pre- Jones' smile was simply ghastly.
occupied was he that when a graceles " hoodlum" "Dear me," ci.ttered he; " why, your check
on Dundas St. remarkced - Shoot the swell !" lie are like roses, as they always are. You really look
bestowed a dime on him under the impression that bewitching." All this tinie Jones' feet exlibitedî
he had been accosted by a case of hcart-rending an a]arming tendency te shp from under him.
destitution. I " Don't flatter, Mr. Jones, but come along."

Going into G.'s, le bought a pair of fancy, soif- The ill-fatel vietim in desperation grasped hils
adjustng, ligltnîng Aeme skates, which lie paid partiier's ami, andu wildly strnck out. Much to lu I
for with a prernonitory groan. Then eli slowly oiown surprise, he did net fall. Wishing te know
tok his way te the residence of Niss Petroleui. I his fate before that detestable Houston should ha% e
Ie found lser waiting. lu the parlor with her a chance te supplant him and shatter his youthfal r
were a gay little girl of seventeen, named Rosa 1 hopes, lie stopped after two or three strides, faced i
Robinson, and the gentleman iwio was se uinfor- arouiiid in front of the syren, and gasped.
tunate as te be bated by Miss Petrolenmi, Mr. Tom ' "Oh ! Miss Petroleuii-Maggie, ny onn, imy
Houston. Thomas was a handsome, fraiik-faccd love, if I could oiy hope you would look on mt 3
young man of twenty-live, and lie eyed Mr. Jones' with those aingel orbs; if yoi could only love uit t
accoutrements wvith a decidedily supercilious eye. Ias I sigh te li lovcd; if You would-ah ! if, miiy I
Secure i the hopes wvhich tired his ardent breast, 'lear 3lagge-" Here le wildly chitchedb at ber t
Augustus menitally voted his rival a " cd," andi arn, as his feet began te slip. 1
proceeded te bestow lis smiles on the ladies. le !" Why, '1r. Jones," said she. " what cai you
concealed his agony under an appearance of juven- imean? Dear me, right lere, too. If l'd kiown i
ile gaiety, and almost totally ignorcd Tom. this, Tom."m

When the party arrived at the rink they fond "For leaven's sake, don't speak of hn ; ftait k
it crowded. .leus groanied heaviiy wvithn himîself. pearl of the city, you must bave seen how I love t

" Oh ! whata splendid tine we shall have," rap- yout. Could 1 only kiow yo love me, I'd Le con- n
turously said Miss 1'. te the wretched Augustus. tented te lie at your feet-oh! " l

" Ah ! yes, certainly, of course : but realhy JI llorribile dictu 1 Just then, as the words of e
would ahucst as soon go for a sleigh-ride, wouidu't pgassion werc culninating in. a grand climax, the $
you? ' said lie. i feet of Mr. Jones flew up, andl he fell on his back i

" Why, Mr. Jones, how can you say so ? I think in frout of the astounidel Maggie. t
this is charming. Oh ! dear, I wish we were "1 llck cornes in battalions." Tom Houston, <
skating now, doi t you ? who, with Rosa, was skating at lightning speed, '

"Yes-yes; but isn't it almost to crowded?" fell over the falleii Lothario. Threc uncouith n
"Net a bit. The more the ierrier. Here we youths, who were net au fait in the skatorial art, h

are: picase put on ny skates at once, Mr. Jones." followed suit, and for a moment the scene presented '

That hapless individual, I ami afraid, swore te nothing more definite than a medley of tumbling <
himself as ie gracefuslly knelt, and after about armas and legs. I
fifteen minutes bard labor, with the perspiration Finally all arose-Mr. Jones last. But what a


