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Whose arms round him once,
Had caped themscives T

Had lnin *neath &ebﬁiﬁn—lﬂom

But the months passed away, and the
spring-time
Came on with its bud and it bloom.

fame.
And then came » day dawn ty,
‘When soldiers w‘mmghighw
With love and with honor so loyal,
O’er the graves of the heroes dead.

And Hitt)
Tyt

known,
Wandered % ‘neath the pleasant spring

With tears mlm eyes, allalone ;

And he gathered the vhmednsiel,
“For no other flower be,

And on the dear grave of his mother
He soattered them tenderly.

Onlythesmplevlmedmu'
Ouly the tears falling fast !
Only a bey’s sad heart yesrning
Farmothermim
Oh, fair were the buds sz?blo-om
Laid over the soldier dead !

But as and sweet were Tim’s daisies
Qm Iis mother's low bed.
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BY
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‘The old, old story,”

CHAPTER XIIIL
THE WRONG WOMAR.

Somewhat cxultutant over the new
-aspect of affairs, and unable longer to
endure the strain of the load of love he
was carrying about with him, Quimby
came to0 a desperate detcrmination.

This was o other, than to confide
in his roommate, and once dreaded
rival, and then, providod he was not
thrown out of the window, or kicked
down stairs, ask his advice about how
to rcnder himself clearly understood by
her, at the same time relating his form-
er unfortunate attempt.

This programme he carried into
effct one morning, as Clem was black-
ing his boots. Perbaps he had made
private caloulations on a blacking-
brush hitting 2 mas with less damage
than some larger article,

“I say, Clem ! Quimby began, “I—
1 want o ask your advice, you know I”

] am af your service, my dear boy,”
replied the unsuspeeting Clem, rubbing
away at his boot.

“Well—I—1 want to know—the
fact is, I—I am boiling over with
love 1"

“What!” exclaimed Clem, looking
up with an amused smile, “you are not
in love with Cyu too, are you ?”

“With Cyn, too?’' These words
were balm to the soul of Quimby, and
gave him courage to snswer eagerly,

“Ah? 50 use in that for me, you
know ! It—it is ¢he—DMiss Rogers—
Nattie—yon know !”

The blacking-brush left Clem's band,
but noytofly-at the expectant Quim-
by. It simply deopped onto the fioor,
while Clem gave vent to his feelings in
a prolonged whistle.

“Is it pessible 1” be said, having thus
relieved himself of his first astonish-
ment. “I might have suspected as
puch if I had stopped to think,
w’"

“Yes, I-—T think I showed it plain

DoT

-in & new, néw Way.

| encagh, you kuow!” sid Quimby

candidly, “You see, I—F tried to tell
ber of it once, before you came here,
chu’unn-u&.phwht
mm““"”*
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stand, aod—and bolted, you know! /'8

“But you—jyou ocught to—I mesn
you will sometime, you know ! Just
give me a—a start, you know I plead-
ed Quimby, sitting down on the edge
of the bed. ‘

“Shall Icall her aud propose for
you " inquired Clem, . somewhat
ironipally, and glancing st the sounder.

“No—o—I—No /"’ cried Quimby
in great alsym at this proposition.
“She might think yn-unt;ouulf,
you know I

“You must seftle it yourself, o
fellow ! Noonecnuyuuzhou
matters, There is no duplex!”

Quimby was therefore 1t to his own
devices; and his own devices brought
about a most extraordinary result.

That ‘same evening, Natiie came
over to Cyn's room, sad finding her
absent, Bat down to await. ber retum,
which Mrs, Simonson assured her would
be very soon. The was no gas light-
ed, snd in the dusk Nattie remained,
feeling, perbaps, an affinity with the
sombre shadows of the twilight. As
she =at musing, Dow wishing ‘C’ had
left her Tife forever when bhe left it
with the odors of musk and bear's-
berself for the weskness she found it
50 hard to overcome, she became econ-
scious of 2 denéer shadow in the shad-
ows of the opeg doar.

“]—J beg pardon. Is it Cyn ?
asked this shadow, in the voice of
Quimby.

“No,"” replied Nattie, “Cyn is out.”

“J—1 beg pardon. Is it you?” the
shadow asked with accents of delight.

Nattie acknowledged the “you.”

“And you—jyou are alone ¥’

Nattie glanced sround the room

hoping the Duchess bad strayed in, so

she might trathfully say no.. But she
was compelled to reply in the affirma-
tive.

“Glorious opporturity—I—it must
pot be wasted! T—I will explain
you know I” he exclaimed mﬁedly
and incoherently. But to Nattie's
surprise, instéad of entering, he darted
away in such a tremendous hurry that
be stumbled and fell, and she distinetly
heard his' skull bang against his own
door.

But his last works were too ominous
and she was too well aoquainted with
his peculiarities to flatter herself she
was permanently relieved of his com-
pany. He bad perhaps gone to brush
his hair, or 1a ke some quieting drops,
but she knew he bad certainly not gone
to stay, and not being exactly in the
humor for his cumpany, Nattie resolved
to fly ignominiously. Afraid of return-
ing to her own room, lest she might
meet him and be taken captive, she
quietly retired into COyn's bed-room.
In s few moments she hesrd him
stumbling over s stool in the parlor,
aod was just thinking that if he should
take it into his head to remain any
length of time, she would be in rather

a predicament, when to her surprise
she heard him say,

“J—1 must speak] I—1I hope this
time { shall remember what I bave so
often—s0 often ssid in the privaey of
my own: apattmest, to—if I may con-
foss it—to s pillow—s pair of pants
and 3 coat—placed in & chair as & poor
efigy of—of you, you kuow. Wwill
you—will you—don’t spesk, but let

ﬂuduqhnmnihtb—-ﬁo

lcp-nl.ll ‘and iv the greatest be-
m“ﬂnhq‘p
by ‘some

And then Nattie M&o

situation, Aiuhmmmn,

of language,” he did ot notice even
that it whs. not Nattie's voice saying
«Oh, Quimby I for be continued,
“[—j—you may rejeet toe—1am
afraid you will, but I must &y it, you
koow. I wust, or I shall—I shall ex-
plode dnd fly into Atoms ™ X
Here Celeste gave » little scream;
but he went on determinedly, making
the most of his “gloricns opportun-
“]—T am ot like other fellows, you
know ! ‘that is, I mesn T have not the
—the brass, if I may s0 express my-

terrupted Celoste, blindly or wilfully
misunderstanding—whoshall say which?
“But please get up, Cyn may come.”
At this Quimby scrambled to his
foet with m. suddenness, and ex-

claiming hastily, o

“1 will—L will write sgd tell you
all--all/ I have an engagement. now
w.th & friend just around the corner I’
he rushed from the room, and woull
have flown, but the pertinacions Cel-
este had followed, and just as he
reached the outside. hall, regardiess of
the publicity, flung herself around his
neck, this time without bringing him
to the grouad.

4]t is not pecessary.to write!” she
cried. . “Pray, do not take such a trifie
so: much. to_hesrt. Remember I am
yours, and——"
above the pair, interrupted. It was
the voice of Fishblate pere, aud it

her | self, and I am always doing something said,

wrong—but I am nsed to it, you know
—the jon I8, could you get nsed
to it ¥ for T have a heart that is—that
is hovest, and that beats all full of love
« of—dove for—you know who I

‘mean I"

There was a murmured “oh!” from
Celeste, as Quimby paused to wipe
from his brow the perspiration called

“What shall I do!” frantically
thought the perplexed listener, divided
between thé ludicrous part of the'affair,
and her desire to save him from the
dilemma inte which he was rushing ;
“what can I'do? oh! lme would
only come I”

But Cyn came not; and while Nattie
paused, irresolute, and not kmowing
what course to take, Quimby went on
to his fate.

“I bave thought, mometimes, that
you liked some other fellow—Clem, I
mean—" Nattie felt herself blush in
the darkness—*but I do hope not ! the
thought has made me boil in secret
often, and he loves Cyn, you know—"
Nattie's color left her fisce as quickly
as it had come—“but oh!” abd he
went down on to his knmees with a
whack that made the vases on the
mantel jingle. “Let me tell you what
I tried twice before to say, whatis
always in my thoughts! I—I adore
you! the grenud you walk on! and
have, ever since I first saw your nose !
I—T beg pardon, but I fell in love
with your nose! .and will you—can
you tell me that you don’t love any
other fellow—Clem, I mean—and share
my little property, aod be—be Mrs.
Quimby, you know!”

“Ah! really J—such s trying mo-
ment i—but dear, dear Quimby, I
never cared for Clem, never only for
you—and I am yours I”

With these words, Celeste precipi-
tated herself into his arms, and the
pext moment Nattie- heard a crash as
they both fell on the floor. The sud-
den shock of recognition that then
burst upon him, weakened him to such
an extent that he could not support
himself, much less her, so down they
went

“He must koow who it is now!”
thought Nattie, with & sigh of relief.

And mesnwhile' Celeste had picked
berseif up, but Quimby still remained
flat on the floor, bracing himself up by
his hands on either side, snd staring at
her,. thotionless,  Fortunately it was
too dark for her to see the ezpreseion
of hisface.

‘“Did you hurt yourself'?” asked
Celeste at length. “Let me help you
up! We are to help each other now,

“Hugging! Mamyber!”

“I—rI—will "’ wailed the now alarm-
ed Quimby, as Celeste blushingly
withdrew from her embrace of him.
“I—1I will see you to-morrow if I—if}
I live!” snd mnWmsh
his hand, burst away, bounded franti-
cally down the staits and fled, ejaculat-

ing,

“I knew it! I had s presentiment
from my youth!”

“Exeuse his eccentricity, Pal” Ce-
leste said. “He loves me n-ull,
poor fellow 1"

“Humph! Get enough of that/”
he growled, with contempt.

“And he has & nice little property !”
added Celeste as they went up stairs.

“Property is the thing!” Fishbiate
pere said, with undisguised plainness.

Nattie emerged from her retreat on
the basty exit of Quimby and Celeste,
so fall of regret for the flight that bad
proved so disastriouy to him, that the
lndmnputoftheme)unenmd
was forgotten.

“Poor Quimby!” she thought, re-
morsefully. “What a dreadful fix he
isin! Lbope be will get outofit;
and I am so sorry for my share in it!
How strange it wonid be if he should,
as he once said, marry the wrong wo-
man, after all 1”

o e

CHAPTFR XIV.

QUIMBY ACCEPTS THE SITUATION

When Quimby rushed out into the
street, it was with some wild and in-
definate intention of flying to the ends
of the earth, but secalled to his senses
by the stares of the passersby, he .
concluded he had better return snd
get his hat, When he reached his own
room, where Clem was thoughtfully
pacing the floor, he flung himself fape
downward upon the bed, groaning and
kicking his feet spasmodically.

“What is the matter!” Clem in-
quired.

“I've dome it mow[ D've donme it
now !” was all the answer Quimby gave
him,

“Has she rejected you?" asked
Clem, bis mind going back to their

’s conversation.
"#No! mo! she has we!”

mhd Quimby, with ‘:“Mmdipus
“What /" shouted  Clem, stopping

short in his e
“She has! oh, she has!” -on:g

the wretched victim of »

|'am engaged! ou,mrgm

et
“Do you -ﬂblﬂl-“-

m-md!-f' inquired

name completely unmaoned
Q-hi,-ih’oq-ur t-
F:hwihpa ‘,
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