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“Veg?" "
“G^'bomef0 dhnrv Why you’ve or ly just come."
»0h, Mr Strong, Iv’e been here ten weeks next 

Sfitr^d *y.”
‘ Ten weeks ! Tt rfoscn’t «e<*m tint many days,"
“Ani I’ve ‘•ad such a perfectly lovelv time, I 

only wish T had Just come ; then I’d still have my
^“Birwhy6need yon go borne? Write and ask 
your moth1 r to l°t you stay all winter.”

“It would he of no u«e ; and » hat is worse, I don’t 
exp»ct ever to see dear, lovelv Ch oago again. Ton 
know Jack is going t live in S’. Louis if ter this 
end tb-r- wisth» suggestion of as bin Miss Jessie’s 
voire as she finished her sentence.

Mr. Strong mnsed, and at but said, that’s too 
ba<i.’’

It was some time before either spoke again, and 
during'he interval the gentleman was feeling sin
cere regret that the lively IV tie girl was going away. 
He would orobahly never know a- other «sw-H ; in
deed, h- never would have known her if she had not 
» alked right into b>s borne, and, a- it were, forced 
him to make her acquaint,in in. Never before had 
he asked a lady to drive with him or go to the 
opera ; and although be had flut’d it a p'easant ex
perience, he had not the faintest idea that be would 
ever reoea’ it, for, as I hinted before, be was a 
bashful man, and be trembled at the thought of 
presenting hlm«elf before any lidy through the 
usual avenues of society. The result of all this ré
tros nefllon was mer ly a repetition of his first avow
al,'bat It we s too b>d

“Do vou mean V is too bad for you, or for me ?”
“Why, for—f r roe, of course.” Mr. S’r-ng hid 

reallv up *o that ins'ant not known which side his 
sympathies were on.

“Ob, now. Mr, S'rong, don’t tell fibs; you know, 
voudm’t care in the least whether I go or stay; 
von’ii forget that I ever exist' d a'ter I am gone a 
month:” and the big eyt s looked a merry reproach
U*“You are too hard unon a fellow. Miss Jessie— 
indeed you are;” a’d after Mr. Strong hsd oom- 
uiyi'uru ma pm yc v it wa« efts' to go on. Yon 
can't guess bow much we’ll miss you-all of ns— 
and. espe tally, you may be sure. I’ll be lonely 
enough when y u are g< ne.”

“Y»u ar“ very Kind *o say so.”
“Kind! How o >ol l a Mlow help missing snob a— 

a—” (Be c ireful, Mr. Strong: Mies Jessie looks 
vervsweet In the moonlight, as she sits waiting for 
y< u to finhh your sen’ence.)
“‘Sacha—a—’ what?” asked a saucy, mocking 

voice. . . ,
“Such a lovable H’tle thing as yon are;” and be

fore he realized what he was doing, he had bent 
down and lak‘n e ki-s from the mlling lips,

“Oh, Mr. Strong !” drawing back,
“Y u are not angry, aie yon. Mist Jessie? Please 

forgive n e. It deed I couldn’t hflp it.”
“I am verr,very -ingry. and yon could have helped 

it if you hsd e anted to.”
“Perhaps I con Id If I had wanted to,”
The y nog 1 -dy preserved a severe and silent de

meanor, and the culprit, grew
“You will f rtlve me, won’t y u, Miss Jersle? If 

we have to part, let us part friends,” in a very con
trite tone.

No an-wer. What was be to sav to make his 
peace? What wou'd Gordon probably have said 
under similar circunvtarces.

A sob fro n Miss Jessie. “I’m just as nnharpv as 
I can he. Mr. -trong, and I'm verv soiry I told you 
I was going «wav. I never thought it would make 
—make y< u kiss me ”

This was e-couraeing, and her companion’s 
spiri s grew ligb’er. and be became fluent in expr- s- 
si >t s of regret lor his conduct and h s remo e cause. 
H» at la»' succeeded in gaining forgiveness for 'he 
first. and in assuaging her grief et leaving “dear, 
darling Chicago:” for so perfect was the reconcil
iation that when their drive was ended. Miss BlOum- 
>r was tne nmmised w*fe of Mr Strong.

Now a wel -conduc'ed romance ou ht to have 
gone on amoot.lv from this point; out, instead, this 
< ne sought out the roughest p3th« tt rough which 
to wander. In the first place. Mr. Strong found 
awaiting him a t legraph which cal.ed him to Penn- 
-yivania, aud whl'e he was away the father of Miss 
Bloomer made an unexpected appearance in Chicago 
got very hnm«=rick, aft r <he manner of eld gentle
men unaccustomed to leaving home, and spirited 
that young perton away to the farthest corner of 
Minnesota, only the day before her lover returned. 
Had she known of bis nearness, she might bave 
ne-snaded ter father to wait twenty-f. ur hours; 
but I am forced to confess with sh-me that my 
hero had never once written to his little fiancee 
during tha ten dayspf their separation. He would 
g'adly have done so. and bad even da'ed numerous 
■ beets of paner, but after the date «as or ce written 
he « as at a loss how to'continue. Tt e address was 
the stumb’ing block; if he could have se'tled that 
to his satlfsa n iOL he mi. ht have gone on. but he 
could not. Since Mi-s Jassie was not present, his 
engagement, became so vague a thing that he was 
only half certain that be had not* dreamed it that 
night in the s e«i ing cat. When be bad started 
upon that eventful drive, no idea that be wou’d re
turn from tt her promised husband had ev- rcrossed 
his mind. Then, in less than two hours after, he 
said a hurried farewell in the hall, had stolen a 
rouole of lis les when t‘ ey were out < f range < f the 
open parlor—wherein reigned an ominous silence— 
had promised t > be race the moment business 
was over, and bad taken his valise and ruhed 
away to catch the night train going East. So, 
after the many vain attempts 1 have noted the let’er 
was given up, and be depended upon forgive
ness, wh-n be should reach Chicago, by eloquently 
and truthfully statlug the case.

have owned that he was doing more for her than he 
would cheerfully do for any ladv visiting the city 
for the first time, when each vi- d with the oth r in 
making her visit agreeable. But, oh, Messrs. Gord n. 
Strong, Jenkins, and Smith, did you do as mucb for 
quiet, plain Mi>s Wyman when she, only twelve 
short months before, visited her e- usin, your land- 
ady, in this ver« house? Where then was this lavish 
display ot hospitality “n your part? Did she no 
broadly bint bat she would like to go out to the 
“crib.” a-'d a'so see the interior of th~ shot-tower ? 
And did She not say plainly that she was not afraid 
of horses, when you, Mr. Gordon, made a sham show 
of regret that your swift trotters were not safe for 
a lady to drive behind ? And old not you, Mr. Jen
kins, trump up •* business visit to St. Louis rather 
than wait upon the ladles to the opera? And as for 
Sn Ith, > e ought t o blush to his dying day when he re
calls the the fal-ehood concocted about- the peris 
of a trip out to 'he oiih. And when did you, Mr. 
Strong, erer lay aside your evening paper and t an
ti r Miss Wyman to beat yen at a game of chess ? 
Shame, shame upon vou all! You ’now very well 
that you all wed that poor young lady to have a 
dismal visit In the city you are now making so live
ly for this rosy girl, with her bewt'ehing smile and 
eyes.

But to resume my chronicle. For *he first few 
evenings Mr, Strong was. to all outward seem! g, 
true to his paper but a i lose observer might often 
have caught him looking over the top at the central 
figure of tha group around the card table. Especi
ally was he distrait when a light, happy laugh call
ed him away from politics and current prices, and 
« pretty white hand reached out with a childish 
petulance after a lost “trick.” And he gave no 11 
semblance to reading when a gt'lish figure perched 
Itself upon the piano stool and waited patiently 
whieinatf rward Jen1-ins tortured the strings of 
his violin, and prepared to squeak out a villainous 
aooomoaniment.

Then came an evening when he stood back of 
Miss Bloomer’s chair and gave her some useful bin 
on euehre-i'laying, which were mo-t gratefully re
ceived. After that he was often one of the four 
around the ever-present euchre table.

About this time a cer'ain world renowned prima 
donna bega' an engagement at M'Vlok r’s, and one 
evening Smith came home unusually early, 
spent an unusually long 'Ime ove- his toilet. A 
little later, a g rgeous and expensive bouquet ar- 
•ived, and was sent np to his room. A t dinner. Miss 
Bloomer, always prettily dressed, had added several 
touch» s fo her dress, which, aken with the stmt ms 
in Smith’s case, threw the other three bachelors In
to a high state of excitement, and they anxiously 
awaited further developmt nts. They were not kept 
long in suspense, for soon after dh ner a carri gc 
drew up before the doer, and 'he driver at nounced 
tna* he had called fir Mr. Smith. Mr. Smith was 
no’ifl°d. and was soon wal'lng. In rather i nervous 
manner, in the hall. Pr sently Miss Jessie Bloom
er tripped lLh’ly down stairs, wtarped In a fleecy 
opera cl oak. and csrrxIng the myster oushr uquet in 
her hand, and together th“ forsaken trio of nacb- 

■‘lors gloomily wa'ched Smith band her into the
• arriaee, and drive away to the opera. T"ey ell ro
se* ted wlvt *bey felt to he shabby, underhanded 
behavior on hi* part. a»d had they beer Englishmen, 
they ft uld have joined In voting him “a ctd.” 
But. being merely good citizens of Chicago, they 
contente i themselves witn the remark that Smith 
was sometimes a little tricky on ’Change, » hich 
fact really had no bearing upon 'he case in hand, 
a« bis pre'e't behavior was certaml v straightfor
ward and above-board. He bad asked Miss B com
er that mor- ing if ne might have the pleasure of 
h»r comp nv to the opera; she had readllv ac epted: 
and it had never onre crossed bis mind that it « as 
a duty he owed to Ms f How-boarders t ■ acquaint 
them with his Intentions. But. it was tici'lv agreed 
that Sm*th‘i conduct was such that it could not be
• ve risked nor meekly borne, if he coud whisk 
Mis- Bloomer a way to the opera, why, so o iuld they, 
and then and tnere each to himself vowea a vow. 
the carrtlng out of which rolled gold—or raiher 
good ereenback«—Into t’e coffers of that nriroa 
donna, an<i int then ckets of floris's and h=ckmen. 
And never hifo-e did a little village maiden nave 
such a feast of opera, tr accumulate bouquets anr 
librettos at su ha rate. This opera but 
hut. the beclnnl g of her diss’pations. There 
drive» out to Lincoln Park; Gordon’s skittish heas’s 
flew P long “fe Boulevard” with the br„ve lltil- 
b He S'tting beside their owner; an excursion was 
trraneed offhand for herself, Mrs Mori", ard one 
of her admirers out to Hyde Park, when sbe was 
heard to express a » ish to go H ere aud eath-r 
fringed gentians: and as for bonbons, they filed up 
to her room in a perfect procession o’ costlv satin, 
gi t. and Inlaid boxes. So altogether Miss BIoom er 
was ba ing, is she wrote to a frLnd at home, “a 
perfectly lovely lime.

But iu the natural c urse of events there came a 
time w-hen she had to cease revolving in this round 
of gave y.

One soft autumn evenlng.as sbe was driving beside 
Mr. Strong al ngthe lake snore, there 
In the crnversatbm, and they silently watched the 
full moon as it began to burnish the tranquil waters 
of Late Mb higan The carriage r lied softly along, 
and the torses stepped evenly over tie damn drive, 
and every thing ‘OP biner to enhance ’he qnie*. of 
the hour. Finally Miss Bloomer spoke, end there 
was a tone of regret in her voice which her state- 
aent scarcely seemed to warrant. She said :

“ I bad a le'terfrom mamma tn-dav.” Mr. Strong 
was puzzled bv the woe of her manner, but hoped 
bemam-na was well.

„ Ves, thank you, shell quite well ; but—”
,.Your papa is not ill. I hope ?”
„No papa is very well too ? but—”

%m»lg (Sircle.

m! HOW THAT CUP SLIPPED.
“There’s; many a slip 
Twixt tne flip and the lip.”

In Chicago. But who would ever think of locating 
a romance in Chicago ? and not only using that 
prosaic city, but selecting for its hero a quite (except 
when in a “comer”) coal merchant ? My plea is this : 
romances locate themselves, and heroes are like 
murder—you never know when or where to prepare 
for them. So it was in Chicago that the enp was 
lifted, and quiet, bashful Mr. Strong, who knew far 
more about the different kinds of coal than he did 
about women, whose unsteady hand let it fall.

Mr. Strong at a date prior to the beginning of this 
romance, belonged to that army of middle-aged 
young men seldom visible to a ladv save at a thea
tre. or occasionally on Madison Street, or going 
up the steps of some boarding-house, 
they troop by twos and threes to their 
in all the joyous freedom of ungloved hands, listen 
to the play, unless perchance they are distracted by 
the sight of some former companion who is detected 
stealing guiltily in with a pretty smiling girl, upon 
whom he lavishes bonbons and attentions, aud never 
once glances in the direction of his forsaken friends. 
They always hurry out between acts, not so much, 
I am convinced, for the sake of getting a drink, as 
to escape into the open air, and chuckle over the 
capture “of Brown. Or (presuming mv reader to be 
a lady) yon are at another time Indebted to one of 
this hand for a seat in a crowded stage 
from one side of the city to the other. I 
resigns his place, you are made comfortable, and 
he hangs on to a strap and bumps his expensive 
beaver aginst the stage roof. Or. as I said before, 
yon may see him mounting the steps of his boarding
house.

It was in the latter case that Miss Jessie Bloomer 
first saw Mr. Strong. She had arrived in Chicago 
one summer day by an afternoon train, had taken a 
warm bath and a refreshing nap, had tossed her 
waving brown hair into an artistic mass, robed her
self in a pale blue muslin, the delicate shade of 
which brought out every rose and lily of her pretty 
dimpled face, and at last bad floated airily down 
stairs, and was standing at one of the parlor win
dows just as Mr. Strong, fanning himself with an 
evening paper, put his foot upon the lower step of 
his boarding-house. Some young fellows were 
lounging on the upper one, and a word from them 
caused him to look up. As he did so, the picture 
framed by the opened window with its shadowy 
lace draperv was so dazzling that it caught his eyes 
at once, and he was overcome with embarrassment, 
and shuffled clumsily up, to the suppressed amuse
ment of the fellows at the top, who remarked that 
“Strong seemed struck.”

Now it may naturally be asked how Miss Bloomer 
came to invade the home of these commercial gen
tlemen. The answer is easily given. She was a 
young sister of Mrs. Jack Morin, who, with her hus
band, also boarded at No. V’. Now all the fel lows 
in x»he house knew Mrs. Morin very well indeed, but 
tnen she was forty years old, had a double chin and 
easy maun rs, and it had not taken any courage to 
make her acquaintance. But it was a very diffe rent 
thing to have a dainty bud of a girl suddenly settle 
down in one of the rather worn easy-chaire of their 
parlor, and as she had come without warning, she 
was such a surprising apparition that she caused 
each one of the boarders to scuttle back from the 
parlor door, when he would have entered, and con
verse In unusually low tones on the front steps.

In the meantime Mr. Strong paused not to listen 
to the gibes of his companions, but hurried up to 
his room „o re-arrange his dusty garb; for he was 
late, and the fumes of the dinner were already 
mounting the basement stairs in an overheated 
manner, and mingling with the still warm air of late 
a -ternoon.

•When he re-appeared the scene was changed, and 
the household was assemblnd around the dinner 
table. As he entered the dining-room, Gordon, the 
wit of the house, had, with Jenkins and Smith, the 
other boarders, been introduced, and was giving the 
new arrival a humorous catalogue of the sights 
which Chicago offered, and which she must make a 
point of seeing.

Miss Bloomer was thinking, just as Mr. Strong 
took his seat, that it must be very funny indeed to 
drive under a river instead of over it, and she » as 
thinking, too, that a tunnel must be rather a fright 
ful place, especially at night, whjch gave Gordon a 
chance to get off one of his mots (not altogether new 
to his fellow-boarders), to the effect that although 
it was a good place for lurking robbers, they could 
hardly be called hightrapnen. at which Miss Bloom
er laughed sweetly, with h r big eyes as well as her 
pretty lips.

Somehow Mr. Strong felt irritated with Gordon 
and his old jokes, and when he in his turn had been 
Introduced to the young lady, he ■ hose to turn the 
conversation into a grave, even a gloomy, channel. 
But fortunately gayety was restored by the timely 
entrance of belated Jack Morin, who greeted 
his charming sister-in-law in a boisterous an 
brot herly fashion, giving ner a beartv kiss and hug 
when she sprang from her hair to meet him—a pro
ceeding which « as watched with envious eyes by 
tho boarders, and when he pulled one of the long 
nurls which hung in her neck, and told her that 
after himself she was the beauty of the family, 
every fork was silenced in rapt atten ion.

But I must not linger too long over this part of 
my story, si- co it is only the preface.

Not many days passed before Miss Jessie 
was adored by the four bachelors. Not one would
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