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journalistic vehemence
and lau gbhs-y es,
iaugbs at the lanky,
insipid cbap who would
fain pose as ait irresist-

I ible powter smîting
( '' e vil as utitb the ham-

mer oU Thor. Sliaîl I
n ot confess to myself
bhat it is refreshung
oe sec the young thbing

Sitting iii my office.;'

0ow fearlcss, yet boutywomnanly? As 1 sit
beside bier to dictate,(f1 can aîmost feel lier

ftÇ reath. Wliy, even
-lier bat, bier jacket,

as tbey are, make nie
- feel atpeace with every

- ' villain in the blessed
city. And wvlien site

1 AM LOST! lifts up those bi",cdark
eyes,tbosc velvet eyes,

s0 deep-oh, Lord, bave I gone daft ?"

"lShe laugbis at me," groaned John Caustie.
Sbe sees that 1 love bier. No xvonder sbe

laugbs." Mr. Caustie laugbed bit-
terly bimself. 11To tbiîîk oU bier at
aIl is an act of the greatest daring.
An old Uogy likerme,lankyaîîd flabby!
Sbe likes men of force. And, Caus-
tic, let me tell you, that: you are an-
unmitigated ass." ~lI

Esther was flot alutays busy in
the office, and in leisure momenits
sbe avaiîed berself of the library,
wbîeb contained some good books.
Once lie ound Cowper open on lier
desk, and lie tliought lie sawv the
stain of a tear upon the page in
uthicli the poet addresses tic pic-
ture of bis dead mother.

IShe pretends to be superior to
senîtiment," thouglît Mr. Caustie
"this is very good."

1I tbought vtou despised poetry,
Miss Mayne," said Mr. Caustie one
morning sbortly aftcrwards.

'neyer said so. "
"Did you nlot ridicule me for be-

ing poetical ?"
'I1 would bave no riglît to do

tbat."
IBut 1 thiîik you did it just the _____

same. 1 see you like Keats, and
Tennyson, and Shelley. Tliese are
my favorites."

1Can 1 lîelp tlîat ?"
"lCorne, Miss Mayne, uby not be-

frieîîdly xitli me ? 1 tbink vou take
a delight in distressing me. It
would be a great pleasure to me and
a great lionor, if you could tbink oU
me as a riend. 1 knot I arn a
crusty old fellout."

1 never said so." ~I
"No, you neyer said so, but 1

fear you bave tbought it. And
tben you admire forceful men, and
1 fear you tbink 1 arn a nervelcss
creattlre." PLEASE, SIR,

IYou bave no riglît, Mr. Caus-
tic to think that I tlîiîk of vou at aIl."

"'Yeu are quite riglit,it is a great presumption."
II did not say so, but utili you proceed witli

the article, Mr. Cauistic ?"
IlTlîe articlei Te the-l have lîo article in

my beac,l1 can't lielp it, you knout, Miss Mayne."

"lCan't help thinkingofyou. l've trîedto,but
it's no use. I felt rom the start tlîat 1 was lost.
1 had liever been accustomed to the society of
womeîî. Your presence in this office seemed to
make me voung, and put a îîewt lîeart in nimy
breast. Don't stop me, Miss Mayne, 1 can't

help it. You seemed to supply something 1 had pose ; the delights of rural life ; Buluter Lytton
missed ail rny life. As 1 watched your whîite and big squasbes ?"
fingers flying over tbe keys, 1 felt like catching "lThere, there V' cried Caustic, in desperation,
and kissing tbem. Not a bit of use looking at Il 1 knew it. Very well ; despise me. That,
mie like that," said Mr. Caustic, nout grown of course, is the only feeling 1 could possibly
quite reckless. "IReproacb me, if you like -, cail evoke in your breast."
it presumption, uthat you wvill. Yes, and your Mr. Caustic rose, paced the floor, and folded
hat, your jacket, your gloves, seemed sweet biis arms across biis breast with the tragic air of'
sentie nt things to me. Ail at once. 1 found my a man utho hias receîved his death sentence, but
scbeme ot life inadequate. 1 biated political lias made up bis mind flot to give in.
lampooning. 1 dreamnt of a home and Sat you Il1 never said I despised you. And how do
in it-" you knout uhat feeling you could, possibly evoke

(,Mr. Caustic, the article-" in my breast ?"

Il Confusion seize upon the article ! Now, 1' knowv uhat it is v'ery %'ell."
Miss Mayne-Estber-l kniout 1 possess nothing "No, you don't."
w'hichi uould recommend me to you notice. 1 You despise mie, whbile 1 love vou xvith aIl
arn nearly ten years older than you ; I arn twcnty the force of my nature."
years older in feeling ; and instead of havîng "Wlîy do you laughi ai me then ?"ansvered

Iboat az.rgressive, strenuous look which I believe Mr. Caustic fiercely. Il Wliy do y-ou make fun
-uvomen like to see in a mari, l-am ridiculously of me uthen 1 never ivas so terribly iii eargiest in
mild and inoffensive looking. Have we nothing, ail my) fle ? wlhen 1 love those wretched scrnse-
then. iii comnon ? You like Keats~? less ke3s b,Žcause your fingers have toucbied

Vtes." them ; wvhen I bave kept everv sturnp of a penicîl
'tu like biis ' Ode to a igh-tingale ?-" you have tbroutn awvay for the last tuto months.
I love it." )oc you thînk," said Mr. Caustic, in a desperate
So do 1. And Tennyson is your favorite ~"voicc, "Ibtat because it is my cursed luck to have

"'tes. " to smite people iii tie paper, that 1 arn destitute
'Wliat of Tennyson's do you like best ?" of those feelings of-er-tnderniess wbicli we

a cknowvIedge to ex ist in the breast
of the coal beaver ?

I1 b ave somc sense of humor,
Mr. Caustic." Esther gave the
edîtor a quick glance, and thenr ' cast clown those eyes whiclb hiac
b;tunted him for the past tîvo
mnon tbs.''

-WXhat lias that te do utith the
Icase ?" demanded Mr. Caustic,

1-WrnoodiIý.4 t And I bave beeti more accus-

tVthe ont ilîto?''

Witbout despising cither char-
ac ter."I

Ib Tanks, Miss MaYne, so v.ou
IfIdon'ýt c1uite despisc mc. XVb;t t a
fi H ~consolation ?"

I' Il' Don't be sarcastic, Mr. Cauis-
I Jtic, sarcasrn does not sit well on
hyou I

*'~~ 'An.wver nie oune question, Miss

\l~1Mr. Callstic planted Iiniiself firmi-

tigat the tNvpeNvriting nmachine.
«'Wba;t do )-ou think ofine ?"\~\\\t\\rEst her ii bi a nlec[ -lance.
1iggsfor

'Oh, indeed ; oh, voirv good !ha;

''Not to sec" (and t lie velv'et eyes

------ t h at a

Il Vait, wi'ait, l'r ;ods ,tk,t
lie; gve ietiniie te kick mînv c1f.

I arn the greatest donkcey-the rnost
uinmiti,,gted-to bide wliat, Esther

TIuE FORENIAN SAVS HE WlI.I. HAVE TO LOCC Ul!' TuIE FORNI Il: N'OU: t iewa-qik uc-
IIAvE NOT THAT ARTICLE RE'Ifl. Il lHer--lheîrt."

In memnoriam." '' Thank heaven! My gloriotis darling!
So do I. Is flot this a sometbing ? Does XVbat! the lankY, crusty old editor to %vin a briglit

not this constitute a bond betuteen us ? And 1 beautiful wvoin
suppose you utere not quite ini earnest about There %vits a smart tai lit the door, and Ilhen
married life beiiig a bondage ?" tîtere wvas tlîe cifin face of the priîter's tievil.

IIt frequently is, but 1 do flot thînk it need IlPlease, Sir, the forenian say s lie will liav c to
necessarily always be so.'' Iock up tic foirn il' )-o have not duit article

Good, very good. Oh. Miss Mayne-miay ready »"'
l-may I hope;l -' ' larticle I Ila, lia ! Tell tic 1 orcnian lie

"'Mr. Caustic. do you knosv tîtat it is now ten inay-but nie, l'Il sec Iimii invselif."
o'clock, and you liav'e not dîctated a single line And tlien John Caustic did tlîe niost darig
of that article on-by the way, uthat is tbe sub- thiîig of hi- life lie stooped doutu and kissed
ject tlîîs niorning? sometliing pastoral, I sup- Esther on tlîe inouth.


