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promised to honor me with? Ah! Fred! Con-
sider for a moment, what you have done and
‘what you are now doing. By your insinuating
love you riveted my affection to your heart.. It
still continues unbroken and as tenacious as
ever. You fHattered me with honied words.
You excited me with false hopes. My confi-
dence, yea, my very self I rendered submissively
to your honor. But, alas! the very prospects -
you reared for iny delight you are now trampl-
. ing beneath your feet. Am I to be left with my
little child, to struggle alone against the adver-
sities of this world, while the finger of scorn is
directed toward me, and also toward'my child,
whose innocence will neither soften the harsh-
ness of the world’s tongue nor justify the errors
- of those who gave to it an existence.”

“ Why, Clara,” exclaimed Fred somewhat ir-
ritated, “you are really sarcastic and condemna-
‘tory in your remarks. Is this the sort of compli-

mentary welcome I receive from you at my
return ? If so, I shall have to shorten my visit.”

“Well, Fred, consider the matter judiéiously,
and you will not think me unreasonable in my
accusations,” replied Clara.

“ Pooh, pooh,” retorted Fred, “never allow
. your imagination to soar higher than your rea-
son; curb down the irritable nerves of your
temper; turn the dark side of life’s picture to-

‘wards the past, and keep alwa_ys'the bright side
‘uppermost,”




