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FOUND DROWNED.

Shoe searahas, searches evervwhere,
“As one wounld treasure find—

Old Susan with the wandering eve
‘And long-bewildered mind.

All up and down the shining sands
With cagerstep sho goes;

And speaks with hesitating voice,
Not knowing friends from foes.

* 0Oh, hare you seen my pretty boy,
My little haby hrother ¥ .

She left him to me when she died,

And bade me be his mother—

* Qur mother. She frowns out of heaven
On e, a3 once she smiled :

So I zo searching night sud day
Until T find her child.

¢ *Tis a fow weeke ago’"—{alas,
She has lost count of years }—

*Ilaid him ou the so® warm sand
Asleep, and had no fears,

“ 1 only went a little sway,
And sat behind that stone,
Writing to William Beverley,

That i to India gone.

“ He will come back and marry me,
He says, in two years more:

I shall be then but just eichteen,
And hescarce twenty-four.

* Bat can he marry me ¥ she chricks—
** Me that waz hanged? I mean
They would have hanged me, but perhaps
Somebady wld the Queen,

* And she said—what. T do not know ;
I think I slept or died,

And woke np in & world of dreams
Most horrible and wide.

““ T did not kill the boy,” she moans:
* 1 only lef?t him here— A

Forzot him—and the tide flowal in
And ebbed out—no cne near.,

* Not guilty ! oh, my loni. my lord,
* Not gailty ! zobbing wild 3

** I only let him foat away X
‘ And drowp—my mother's child !

* And so my mother made them shut
On me the prizon duor, |

Tili I was dead: yet now, it seems,
I am alive once more.

I walk aloag the shining sands,
I hear his shout of joy :

I know I'll find him very soon,;
My little darling boy.”

o on she goes with cautious tread,
Apd cagereves agd wild: .3
But never, never will she indl

The little drowned ¢hild.;
—Divag Mrock Cralk, in Harper'e,

FRANK LORIMER’S LOVE
TROUBLES.

BY NED F. MAH.

1
FRANE,

Fraok Lorimer paced the little sitting-room
which adjoined his studio, smoking fast and
furious.  He could not paint to-day. His colors
were intractable, his brushes obstinate, his hand
had lost its cooning, his model was irritable
and fidgety. He had sworn at her a dozen
times till finally the poor weak thing burst into
tears and he had sent her away, with a snarl
disguised into an apology. He was restless,
excited, nervous, feverish, altogether onut of
sorts.” He counld neither sit, nor walk, nor lie,
nor staud, nor maintainithe same position for two
consecutive minutes. He rang the changes on

ipe, cigar and cigarette and back again ta pipe ;

ut neither hookale, briar, or meerschaom
‘pleased him. What could these strange symp-
toms of derarg:ment signifly but that Frank

Lorimer was in love? - .

Frank wasa handsome fellow, very fair, with
slight, finely cut features, which would have
seemed effeminate but for the massive brow, and
the sufficiently muscular frame, which counter.
acted their somewhat girlish beauty. And if
any of his acquaintances had been inclined to

. ridicule the poetic, musical and artistic procli-
vities of his temperament as womanly, none
could deny that he was a daring gymnast, pulled

a good oar, and rode straight to heunds. Only

it must have been a hardy partisan who woulid
~ have attempted to assert that he was wise in

what the werld calls wisdom, or to prove him
keen in judgment. Sanguine, impulsive, frank,
open-hearted and generous to a fauit, feeling
vain or pleasure keenly, but pleasure more keen-

Iy than pain, he was likely to encounter his fair

share of happiness, since he knew nothing of

that greatest bar to happiness—repression of
emotion. . ( ‘

This was the man who now, restlessly and
with slippered feet, noisclessly as a ecaged pan:
ther—passed 1o and {ro over the Brussels which
covered the floor of his snug room. Among the

pictures ou its walls were the portraits of twe

. women. - Oue was a {ull length photo, h, the
other & water color nkexch.gl T}?c la.ftmzas his
- oan.work and it wag' a gem inita way, . Never,
even ‘in the pictures: which sheuld hereafter
grace the Academic walls, and win the plandits
of the multitude, was” he destined to achiev
" snything which might do him more credit. It
“seemed,, 80 hanpy was ‘the -likeness, as though
the living Dora Annerley herself agreed with the

_candor of innocence from out the rustic frame.

An

those ‘eyes "so bright and yet so mild.

‘1 & suubeam and kept it prisoner.

How could he see ta d them ! The pearly teeth
lancing through the half-parted, - ruby lips.
g‘he golden hair which seemed to hare entangled
The axpres-
sion, radiant with all that makes womanhood
lovely —infinitely sweet and tender, yet grand
in the pride of its maidenhood. He never
paused before that picture now. Yet when he
painted it, he painted it with his whole heart,
The photograph presented ‘the semblance of
an older woman, yet still in the first bloowm of
vouthful beauty. ~She united the form of an
Amazon with the dignity of a Juno, aund the
grace of a Venus. The face was full of charae-
ter, as of one strong for good or for evil. “'A
Joel, a Judith, or a Joan of Are,” Frank mut-
tered to himself, the odd combination being no
doubt suggested as much by the alliteration as
by anythiog else. But ever, as he strode to and
fro his eves were fixed upon that figure, shown
to exquisite advantage in its black velvet robe.
This was the torch that now enflamed him—
this the shrine at which he worshipped. Of this
woman he dreamed night and day. For her he
lost his rest, his appetite, his energy, his desire
for fame, his delight in all that gave him plea.
sure.  Wasshe worth it !

He thought so. You see her's was just the
kind of natnre likely to attract him. It wasthe
attraction which = strong nature always exer-
cises over a weak one. For the astute reader
has already discovered that Frank Lorimer’s
strength of character was in nowise proportioned
to his strength of body.

[ wonder whether she'd have me,” Frank
said to himself for about the hundred and fiftieth
time. “ You see,” said Frank apostophising
himself like the man in the song, who

Az he walked by himself he talked to himself
And thus to himself said he—

*¢She's such s swell and 1'm1 only & poor ar-
tist. And a fellow would feel awfully cut if a
woman said No to him, wonldn’t he ! Bat then
1 suppose & fellow might put outa feeler in a
sort of way to make her show she liked him,
without altogether committing himself, mightn't
het Yousee,’ he ‘pr\xeeded. arguing the point
with himself, *‘a fellow who was unsed to this
sort of thing would understand how to do it;
bat then this is the first time 1"ve had the thing
to do, and 1 don’t exactly know how. Of course
there was Dora Annerley, but that was differ.
ent. There was no doubt at all about her and
of course | could bave her any day I liked. A
good-nstured, jolly little fool was she,” turning
a moment to the other portrait with a self-
satisfied glance, ‘“and just as good as gold, bat
not fit to tie the shoes of such a woman ss my
Judith. XNone of your little, maling, bread-
and-batter saints for me. [ like & womag with
a dash of devil in her. And then I've caught
her looking at me some times in such & peculiar
way and she sayssuch flattering things to me,
and puts her hand on my coat sleeve with a
soft cat-like touch that isn’t at all like her nual
way of doing things. But perbaps she's just
the same with other fellows when they’re alone.
Who knows?! Oh lord! | wonder whether
she’d have me 1"’

Angd 50 he ended where he had begun—as he
always did in his cogitation on this important
subject.

By Jove!” he said after awhile, “I'l]l run
nver to Tom's rooms and have a jaw to him."”

1I.

Frank Lorimer, taking the first street to his
left after leaving his own apartments, proceeded
some hondred yards along it till he reached
double doors over which stood the inscription—
Exyptian Chambers. Entering, he traversed a
flagged vestibule, and ran up a great oak stair-
caze which faced the door. Half-wn{'u he met
a saucy, bright-cyed serving weuch, Ecr rosy
face set in a natural frame of yellow hair, and
her brawny arms—to say nothing of the black
lead brushes in her hands-—give unmistakable
evidence of a recent acquaintance with one of
the *¢ Egyptian’s” stoves.

“lg Mr. l.ane at home!” inquired Frank,
chucking her under the dimpled c{xin.

“Yes, sir,” replied the Aucilla, ‘‘ but you'll
find his oak sported. He's got the working fit
on to him this day.”

“T'1l draw  him, never fear,” said Frank,
leaping up the remaining step, and ﬁoing along
the passage till he stood before the door No. 9,
which he belabored manfully with the under-
side of his clenched fist. ) .

Maledictions, not loud tut deep, resounded
from within, but presently the key grated in the
lock, and Frank obtained permission to enter
‘“if he wasn't a dan or a tout,” and the next
s\-’cond he stnod within the sanctum of Egyptian
No. 9. R e '

If the acene which met his view was not a
strange one to Frank's eyes it ‘inay appear sin.

gular enough: to those who have not the pri. |

vilege of being the cronies of the occupant, te
warrant & description. : .
The chamber was large, squareand lofty, The
ceiling was beautifully ornamented with a group
of flowers cxt)uisitel'v painted by a German
artist whom' Tom had hunted out to do the
work. The pale blue wallx were almost covered
with ;. pictures ~-chiefly genre au!jects — little
gems gome of them—among  which, however,
safficient apace was left for & stag's antlers and

a pipe rack. -The floor ‘was painted—rot car-:

‘peted-<though here and there a great soft mat
was - Jaid befors “or benieath some - article of fur-
niture,  Before the fire-place was a leopard skin
rug on. which a great,. gaunt ‘deer houad lay

stretched, blinking the keen grey oyos above his
tafted jaw. A large Angola - eat modestly oc.
cupied the opposite corner. -A fire smou\gekmd
in tho grateand the window was wide opou..

- Seated in the chair which he had just resum-
ed--a folding chair of cane and bamboo, with a
swing desk attached, the mechanism of }hc
whole of Tom's own invention—was Egyptian
No. 9. He was habited in. a. boating jersey
trimmed with blue, leaving his muscular arms
exposed almost to the arm pits; his lower ox.
tremities encased in a pair,of loose'white trou.
sers; his naked feet thrust into scarlet Turkish
slippers.  On his head a damp towel was foldod
tarban-wise. By his side was n spitoon ofiren,
filled with sand, completely hidden beneath a
pile of cigar stumps, relics of cremated Havanas
similar to that which now blazed between his
lips: Befors him stood a mahogany table lit.
tered with books and papers, proofs and pamph-
leta; while a lottle of some chaice liquor,
strong yet sweet, reared it head among the chaos.

Tom l.ane was a handsome fellow, so the men
said.  Women, who sometimes took exception
to this, aliowed that he wns essentially manly-
looking, ** which,” said they, **is better than
beauty in a man."” His nose was aquiline, his
teeth white and regular—a trifle large perhaps—
gleamed beneath the hirsute moustache, Keen,
frank grey eyes twinkled merrily beneath arched,
bushy brows, surmounted by a forchead whiter
than the towel which now hid it from view.

From this room, written by the pen of thia
man, issoed many an anonymous magazine ar-
ticle, which has amused or instructed multitudes;
many & pung-nt satire which has done much to
correct & popular folly or a fashionable vice ; and
several novels, full of a nervous force and virile
energy, with a healthy tone and elevating ten-
dency which have roused their readers to a setse
of the trae dignity of manhood, and given a new
impulse to the flagging courage of many a faint
heart.

Yet Tom Lane was no hero, certainly not to
his valet, for he never had one—the little imp
who blacked bis boots and ran his crrands as-
saredly did not merit the name. He was not
even a hero to himself, for his lifs, and he
judged it with no partial judgment, was far from
blameless. Yot his sins were such as the world
looks leniently on, and had he covetad popu.
larity, he might have been its idol. In public he
always apprared well dressed and with a full
pucse, and if the soarce from which it was re.
plenished was wrapped in mystery, there was a
dignity in his bearing which ‘brooked n» ques.
tioning, and, when he'so willed, an irresistible
attraetion in his manner which disarmed all
enmity.

* Tom,” said Frank, 1 ses vou're under the
intluence of the divine afiiatus : sacry to inter.
rapt their flow of ingpiration, 'm sure, bat, in
fact, I'm out of worts and awfully down inthe
mauth, aud a chat with you is the best tonic I
know.”

Tom turned back his swing desk till it hung
at right angles with the chair arm, eomposed his
limbs with s good-natured air of resignation, and
sent a quick succession of smoke rings ceiling.
wanls. )

There was a silence of some minutes, Frank
pulfing huge blasts of smoke from hin cigar
stump.

_Tom foresiw that he wax to play-—not the first
tune by many—Mentor to Frank's  Tele.
machus.  Perhaps he was not altogether nnans.
picious thata Calypso was aboat to enter on the
scene.

** Try another weed,” gaid Tom. i
Frank helped himsell from the box an tl
table. Then he ung bimself at full length upan
;he-} sofa and eoaxed the soothing vegetable to

ight,

**1t’s a glorious day outside, Tom : »o bright,
and such adelicions freshness ia the sir.”

““ Did you come here to tell me it was a fine
day 1’

- " No. 1 wish we were in-Italy ; we ahonldn't
talk of the weather thery,”

Silence again.

*“You were never married, | know. So you
uever asked a girl to have you, did you 2"

‘ My dear Fravk, if you want my biography
I had hetter begin at the beginning. | was born
at— " )

** Hold hard, Tom, what's the nss of bring
cantankerony and cutling up rough, The fact
is, I'm pulling myself togethar to pop Lo some-
body, and I want a few useful hintws.”

““Whao iait 1"

“CGuesal”’

* Yourold flame, Dora I

** Little golden-haired doll! No, [ never
really cared for ber. [ never think of ‘her now.
I dare say she has forgotten all about me.”

*“Now, you know perfrctly well, if you saw
her marriage in the pipers you would feel vour
self an injured being.” - :

““Why ahonld 11

‘“You wonld, nevertheless,” :

¢ Well, she did pretend to be awfully spoony
once.'’ ' o

‘*1 don't think there was much pretence
about it, and.1 don’t think you will ever sce hiar
marriage in the papers.” : '

“But1 don't tove her. Naver did love hér.

You wouidn’t have me.marry a woman:l don’t:

love " -~

* Lave ivseldom equal on both sides, A« the

French say, *There is alwaya one who kiwses,
and one who oifars the cheek.’ “There would bo
a . great: many more. lappy marriages if inen
would marry the women who love them, mther
than the women they love, It is a man’s view
of the case, perhaps, but thon I speak a3 'a man,

 ab table.

——
mrecims

The woman who "marries because the

eligible, or ‘out of compassion, because hz?rﬂ;%rvi:
worries her into it, wilf not find her compwio;,
strong enough to remind her of her duty whep
she meots tho man she gan rveally love nmi ought
to bave married. Trust we, he'is 8 wiso man who
mnrrics the woman that loves him. Sarely it iy
no hard task 1o bo sufliciently affectionate in
return, " and, at least, he ‘may be fres from
joalouay." ‘ .

*1 don't cate,” cried Frank, with an impa.
tient kick of his dexter foot  at the Angola cat
which, frightened from her cosy corner of the
mg by a miniature bombshell which had sprang
froma Mazing coal, had erossed the cold floor
with as hurried a gait os her feline dignity would
permit, and moditated » spring which wax 1o
and her in the immediate neighborhood of
Frank's patent leather shoes,  *“['m got going
to have Dora Annerley, though 1 know shed
have me, and I min going to have Di. Burton
whether she'll have me or not 1 '

Tom Laue didn’t start.  Nothing ever scemed
to surt)rim Tom Lane. But hix oyes brightoned
slightly. e left off blowing rings, and bent his
bead 80 a8 to bring Frank within his range of
vigion.  Then he said, quietly :

“1f you will take wy m{vice, and wish to
spare yoursell the homiliation of a refusal, veu
will never ask her.”” ~ ’

Frank sprang erect.  The frightened cat, who
had remained irresolute near the sofa foot, with
ears bent back and twitching tail, now tad,
completely routad, to the mat bufore the bouk.
case, and there entrenched horself, disconsolas-
apd indignant.

** What do you know about it1  What right
have you to say such a thing?" he asicd
fiercely.

‘I 'believe | am corrret enough in my eati-
mate of Diana Burton's charscter, when | say
that she wonld neversericusly think of tskini
any man for # husband whose present circum-
stances and futare prospects are as uncertain as
your own, She has too much sense to let ro-
wance run sway with her.  Still, 1 have uot the
slighteat right to control you. 1 offrred wy ad-
vice as a friend, bat I must not expect you to
take it.  Poople never o, vou know,” he adided
with s0 completely good-humored & smile, that
Frank's frown vanished befare it

*“ Well, he said, *‘ thank« for your warnjag,
but I'tn sfraid [ shan't profit by it. '

He cither fears hia fate ton mnsh,

Or his dexert 1o small,

Who dares ot put it to the touch,

To win of s it all.
For my part, I amn not yet old enongh to think
a girl a fool if she has a few grains of romancein
her composition, and I'd work like the very
deuce, if she'll only promise 1o wait for me.”

**Wiln, man, gang your ain gait! Bat if |
were a betting man 1'd wager you ten to one in
anything you chossa she dan’t have you. But
| never bet, and you'd better keep your mouey
to buy canvassea. L2t us change the subject,
Dine with me at the Cave, and then we'll go
round to Pollie’s"”

* Anything you like,” asid Frank." *!'m as
restlexs as a skeleton on wires,”

“I'mglad he told me” muttered Tom to
himself as he dived into his dressing.room to
muke himself presentable 1o the outer world, '
like the boy too well tolet him fall a prey to
IH.  Aond he'd never have told me if he anw I
hekd hin fate in my handa, Ignorance will prove
bliss in his case at any rate.’

11
POLLIE.

The Cave was a club for artists—dramatic,
masical and literary people. 1t was called the
Cave becanse it was umdergronnd. The entranes
was from n queer little bark street callal Seven
Sisters’ Lane.  You went down steps ty it, and
through a mysterious little door with a wicket
init.  Oneo upon a time tradition said it had
been the headquarters of a secret society, and
its portal had only opened to those possessed of
the open sesame urn counteraign.  The Uave
had this peculiarity @ it wav an Epicure Club.
It posseased aladiex’ dining-room and a ladies'
reading-room, but although these were designed
for the specisl accommuodation of its fomale m-m-
bers, there was no reatriction which forbads the
marrie:d Iadies to share the society of their lords
or such of the unmarried subscribers an were
sufliciently emancipated to display their skill in
the scientific ‘diversions- of the billiard-room, or
to add the perfume of their cigarettes to the
denser incense of the devotees of the narcotic
weed in the smoking-room, or to seek for part-
nern at whist in the eard-room.

As the friends entered they saw thiough the
open door of the billiard room that Pollic was
engaged in n game of carambole with a noted
billiand player and vetoran actor, who though
usnally resarving himaelf for such characters as
wiley monks, bishops, dukes, “or ministers, or
other elderly and respectable roles ~aceasionally
astonishes the public by the youthfuluess of hix
make.-up, and tho vivacity and verve of bis ren.
dering of Dozzle or Charles Surfuce. :

J ¢ Come, you two,” ‘oried Tom, **and pick a
bit of dinner with ua.”’ ‘ .

I cannot, for my part, accept,” said the
veteran,” ** [ -play in thros pieces to-night and
in two of them there:is oating to be doue—a
bronkfast in the first and an oyater supperin the
Iast-~and we are. fur teo. realistio -at. the Sans
Houei to have property viands, - But: Pollie can
stopi, - She is not wanted titl nine o'clook."”

‘801t wag nrranged, and the throe wers soon



