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12, THE ORITIO:;
FOR P A STIME . *Even if you minded, you need not have shown s so plainly,’ she says
. in an sggrieved voice.
—— ¢ What have I showa phinly ?'
(Concluded.) ¢ That you find this accldent so—so——'

¢TI don't kocw. I don't think there is any kind of arrangement,’ Maud
sugwers, laughing, She looks flushed and pretty,

‘ Then we shall take the matter in1o our own hsods, You must give
me every wallz to-night ; there won't be many. The country-people will
waot reels.’

*Every wallz* Maud echoes, shakiog her head.

Ada sces and hesre, though apparently fully occupled with her own
conceros.

Maucd i2 no looger the belle of the evoning—that is very plain. But
custom hss robbed all this of its charm for Ada—she is so used to it.
She finds this kind of thing weatisome oow, though no doubt she would
have felt It silll more wearisome 1f she had missed the wonted homege.
Radiant she looks, and rather scornfolly beautiful, as she moves amoog the
plebisn crowd—out of her clement too, as if she found the whole thicg
rather a bore,

Girde never asks her to dance—not orce durlog the whole course of
the eveniog. Two or three times she thought he was steeriog tbrough the
dense crowd in ber direction, but it was always in search of some one
else. He ecemed to dance with everyone else—1o be the hero of the night,
in fact—but her he pever approached. Sho dues not want partners—she
has only too many of them—but scmehow she wishes the evening were at
ap end. She is not amused.

Jt s over at last, and the waggon sets out with its sleepy occupants,
but there {s some delay in getting round Ada’s borse aud Garde's,  Ads
changes her drets, and leaves the box to be called for at some other time.
Then, in the dark—for the moon has set, she is put ioto ber saddle by oae
of her most devoted admirers, and, afier many a good night, she staris on
her dark ride home.

It is nearly two o’clock, and, when Ada and her companions lose sight
of the lignted windows of the farmbouse, the darkness seems for a
while intepse. But they soon get accustorned to it, and the stars overbead
send down thelr silvery glitter, and, as they keep to the more level road, it
fe not difficult to make their way.

‘Do you feel cold? The air is chilly,’ Gsrde says, as they trot on side
by side.

¢ No, not at all. Ilikeit.’

They ride for a mile or two In silence ; then there is an ominous clatter.

¢ Black Bess has lost a shoe,’ Ada says, pulling up.

It is true. Garde dismounts, but finds the shoe broken in two pieces.

¢ This is the effect of mountain-climbing. Now what'sto be done V'

‘Can't we go on ?'

*We can try,’

They go on a little farther, and then Black Bess falls dead lame.

*Thisis terzribly provoking,’ Garde exclaims, sgalo dismounling. Bat
In the datk he cannot discover the cauese of the hozse’s lameness. Ads is
terribly provoked too because he is,

¢Is there no forge in the neighborhood ?' she asks, feeling o an awk.
ward predicament, and feeling al:o thst she bas brought it nupon herdelf.

¢ There Is one, but it is more than a mile away.’

¢ Can't we reach it ?'

‘Yes, in the course of time, I suppose.

I had better dismouat.’

*No, you need not dismount. I will lead the horee.’ He takes the
bridle in his heod, baving his own over bis arm. Their progress is very
slow,

¢ At this rate it will be morning before we get back,’ Garde says discon-
tentedly. This makes Ada still mote angry.

* f shall get down and walk home,’ she says, and prepares to be as good
as ber word.

*You will do no such thing. Isit likely I should let you do so at this
time of pight? S:t still. What can't be cured must be endured.’

This true s2ying does not mollify Ada’s feclinge.

It is hornibly tiresome !’ she exclaims vehemently.

¢ Horribly so Indecd.’

What a2 troublesome companion he must thiok her, and how disagree-
able it must be to find bimsslf 1o this hobble with hes! Iad it been
Maud, he might have quic epjoyed 1t. But he makes 10 secret of being
annoyed and bored now. Perhaps he s afraid Maud will wonder at the
delay, and think he protracted the ride for pleasure. Ada's proud heart
revolts at the mere suggestion.

‘1 am awfully sorry this shoold have happsned,’ she begins paseionately.
¢Soam I, her cousin answers quietly.

* You wmust think me a horrid bother.!

¢ Do not talk to me,’ he says in a strange tone.

8he bends her bead to look at him; he must be terribly annoyed to
speak like that.

*You are 5o uncivil that I scarcely pity you,' she exclaims hotly. -

] am sure you caonot pity me,’ he echoes 1o the same low tone.
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¢ Trylng ?' he concludes.
I can bear.'

¢ But why—why '

He struggles with himself for a moment. Is all his strength to go like
this? Is the victory to be hers after all? Is hs to be only another of her
victims, after all his stern resolves?

lr"Bccauac,' he begine slowly and gravely—* because I cannot trust my-
eelf.

‘To what ¥/

¢ To hold my tongue.’

Her heart gives one grest bouad.

¢ Ada,’ be says—snd Black Bass stands elill—‘I love you. Now you
gn(g all, and I must go. I need not ask you to show mercy—you cannot

o that.’

* Why muat you go¥' she asks softly, bandiog from her saddle.

He raises hia face, acd for one moment his eyes brighten—bu! only for
a moment.

*D)> you ask me that? Here is the forge, and by good luck they are
stirriog already. Now we shall b= all right before many mloutes.’

Biack Bees is soon shod ; and they ride home in a canter, nelther carlng
to speak, Garde Ruthien does not bid Ada good night, and he is gone {a
the morniog when she awakes—gone to visit some friends. She does not
see him again before she and her sister go back to town. Maud is surprised
at this, but not much more. The little maiden’s heart is not touched, and
s she herself confesses, Garde had never ssida word of lo%e to her. But
Ada bresks off her engagement with her Dragoon, apparently without rhyme
or reason—fortupately her Dragoon has not brains enough to care very
much—and before the next spring comes, with its violet-haunted airs and
azure skles, Garde Ruthven fiods that he canoot live without his cousin.
Apd Ads bas found this out too—she found it out on the night Biack Beas
lost her shoe—she is quite conteat to s2t sall with him in the Phabus for
New Z=aland, and to find her future kingdom in her husband's heart.

AL13ON,

JACK'S NEW YEARS EVE.

New year's eve was not pleasant to Jack Koickerbocker. It made him
thiok bow happy the coming year might be if hecould recall a certaio blunder
in bhis life. Recollectlons of other days when another and more dainty
palr of slippers rested on the fander beslde his own came back to him.
Torkish shoes among the plctures In the coals, and sometimes the face of
the woman who wore them smiled at him from the changiog glow. Jack
remembered how, not maoy months after he had brenr married to the owaer
of those slippers, he had deliberately put her from him. It was their firet
quarre), and his quick temper bad made him swear that it should be their
last. Baut he dido't start to bring this about by improving his temper. Oh,
no! He decided at occe that marrisge was a fallure, and his pretty wile,
t':'hen he had bratally announced that declslon, had quietly ssid, through

er tears: .

¢ Well, Jack, if you think it ls, it is.

And he bad said goodby.

Ob, yes ; he had glven her money enough, he reasoned, when he tried
to justity himself fur his cruelty ; he had arranged that with his lawyer.
Bat he had gone to London, and was there yet. To-night he realized that
he had got bis reasonipg mixed up. He saw plsioly that he bad bzen
crueler to himself than he had beea to his wife. H's lawyer had carefully
followed bis instractions. Jack had neither seen nor heard from his wife
sloce that night. ’

Foar years had passed and Jzck was almost accustomed to being a back-
clor again. New Year's eve, and just back agaio in New York, he occapled
an apartment in the Osborne.

A rolse of someone enterivg from the hall made Jack start from his
reverie and look around.

There in the center of the room stood a wee mite of 2 glrl,  She could
not have been more than 3 or 4 years old. 1Iier blue eyes twinkled with
mirth acd her short golden curls scemed to refiect the firelight.

‘You is Jack, isn't you?' she said, as she stretched out her baby arms
and toddled forward.

* Yes, that Is my pame,’ gasped the astonished man, aod opening his arms
he recelved the little bundle of lace.

¢ I knowed you was Jack,’ saild the child as she nestled close to him, ¢ cos
1 saw'd you from de hall.’

¢ And who is Jack !’

*1 don't know, but mum loves Jack.! The little girl slipped down and
sat oD an ottoman at Jack Knickerbocker's feet, and looked up carnestly ia-
to his face. ¢ You isn't as pretty as our Jack,' she said, after a pause,

« And where Is your Jack Y was the question of the surprised host.

¢ Ob, our Jack haogs over de fire. We lives in ds neat 'pariment, mum
and wme. Won't you come in aod see our Jack, an’ our fire is brighter dan
your'’s.

‘I do find it trylog—it is almost more than
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