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Branch of Tea Plant

FIVE O°CLOCK TEA.

Lovere of a cup of really fineJTea will be glad
0 know that T. WILLIAM BELL, 88 PrincefWm.
Street, has recently imported an EXTRA CHOICE
TEA, in fact the finest that has ever come to this
market, and which he igloffering in 6%. 121. and
201b. caddies.

PUGSLEY BUILDING,
COR. PRINCE WM. & PRINCESS STS.

DIRECTORY.

Ground Floor—on Prince Wm. Street.

Halifax Banking Company.
M. A. Finn, Wine Merchant.
W. Hawker, Druggist. -
W. A. Lockhart, Auctioneer & Commission
Merchant.
Third Floor—Entrance from Princess St

Rooxs 1,2, 3—D. R. Jack, Agt. North British &
Mereantile Ins.Co., and Spanish Vice-Consul
4,5, 6—C. A. Stockton, Barrister, etc.

« 7 Herbert W, Moore, Attorney-at-Law,and

Stanley Kierstead, Attorney-at-Law.
“ 8—E. G. Kaye, Barrister, etc., and
J. Sidney Kaye, Agt. Royal Ins. Co.

“ 9—James J. Kaye, Q. C., Barrister, etc.

* 10, 11—Charles Donerty, Barrister, etc., and
Master in Equity.

‘“ 12,13—E. H. MacAlpine,
Master in Equity. :

““ 14 & 144—Charles L. Richards, Barrister,
Commissioner for State Massachusetts.

Second Floor.
Rooxus 15,16—News Room, C. H. Fisher,Proprietor
«" 17,18, 19—C. N. Skinner, Q. C., Barrister, &c
and R. C. Skinner, Jud
20, 21, 22—Hanington,
Barristers, etc. b
93—Board of Fire Underwriters,
Clinch, Secretary. .
24, 25—G. Herbert Lee, Barrister, etc.
26—Office of Coadjutor Bishop of Canada.
27, 28— Sidney Smith, Barrister, Solicitor
Bank N. B., and Sec’y Rural Cemetery.

Third Floor.

Rooxs 29, 30—The Dominion Safety Fund Life As-
sociation, J. DeW. Spurr, President.
1,32—R. C. John Dunn, Governmental
Architect. A L
¢ 23, 34—43. Anthony Davis, Barrister, ete.
35—Wm. J. Brophy, Janitor, ete.

Top Floor.

Roous 35 t0 45—0ccupied by Geo. W. Day’s Print-
ing Establishment.

 MACHINE
Repairing & Refitting

OF EVERY DESCRIPTION

“

Earrister, ete

of Probates.
illidge & Wilson,

Peter

Promptly Attended to at

B, §. STEPHENMN,

53 SMYTHE ST.

N. B.--Scales a Specialty.

JOHN HANNAH,

MANUFACTURER OF

Woven Wire Matrasses

Of several Grades and Varieties, which are War-
ranted to be the Best in the Market. Also:

Woven Wire Cots.

These Goods are sold by the principal Furniture
Dealers in the Lower Provinces.

FACTORY :

35 and 37 WATERLOO ST.

SAINT JOHN, N. B.

JOHN GHAMBERLAIN &, SON,

FUNERAL FURNISHING
Undertakers.

Adult Hearse, also White Hearse
For Children.

WAREROOM

No. 15 MILL STREET,

RESIDENCE:
15 Main St., Portland, N. B.
AGENTS FOR

Royal Family Ciparette

— =0

We have on hand a fine Assortment

Choice Havana Cigars

Which we will Sell low to the Trade.

TAYLOR & DOCKRILL,

84 KING STREET.

ANCOSTURA
BITTERS.

Per schr Welcome Home:

10 Cases ANGOSTURA.

THOS. L. BOURKE,
11 and 13 Water Street.

W A ED ___ 50,000 MEN to

WANT have their Oollars

and Cuffs launderied at UNGaR’S STEAY LAUNDRY.
w

Brilliants.

I do not love thee less for what is done,

And éannot be undone. Thy very weakness

Hath brought thee nearer to me, and henoeforth

My love will have a sense of pity in it,

Making it less a worship fhan before.
—Longfellow.

Like sunrise never wholly risen, nor yet
Quenched; or like sunset never wholly set,

A light to lighten as from living eyes

The cold unlit close lids of one that lies

Dead, or a ray returned from death’s far skies

To fire us living lest our lives forget.
—Swinburne.

On the worn features of the weariest face
Some youthful memory leaves its hidden trace;
As in old gardens, left by exiled kings,
The marble basins tell of hidden springs.
~Dr. 0. W. Holmes.

The hills were round us, and the breeze

Went o’er the sun-lit fields again:

Our foreheads felt the wind and rain.

Our youth returned: for there was shed

On spirits that had long been dead,

Spirits dried up and closely furl’d,

The freshness of the early world.
—Matthew Arnold,

Forth like a barb from Seythian bow,
Or skipping leaf in harrying storm,
Sped Onnalinda’s lissom form
To seize her oar in swift canoe,
AS8 rift of lightning thro’ the murk
She pierced the waves athwart the night,
And swift as shimmering swallow flight
She skimm’d beneath each bendent birk
With flowing hair flung to the breeze,
With parted lips and glowing eve,
A form inspired! ’twould draw a sigh.
From Raphael or Praxiteles.
—J. H. McNaughton:

THE PRICE SHE PAID.

BY FRANK LEE BENEDICT.

[Copyright.]

The Countess of Soissons was about to
separate from her husband; the Countess
of Soissons was coming home to America.
The merciless ocean telegraph, which
proves the greatest gossip of this gossip-
ing age, announced the fact, and the
newspapers reported it among the latest
bits of choice society news. Eager tongues
in the magic circle elaborated the story
through the length and breadth of Mur-
ray Hill, and long winded slanderers out-
side the pale added fresh revelations,
gloating over them with the glee of South
Sea Islanders scenting a cannibal feast.

Reasons for the rupture were given
without stint, and scarcely a show of rea-
son in any of them; but this did not pre-
vent each report having scores of devout
adherents. It was generally conceded
that the breach was of the countess’ caus-
ing, though she was none the less blamed
on that account. Most people tried to
think she only made matters public be-
cause she wanted to be first in the field,
and, having discovered that the count in-
tended to expose her shocking conduct,
invented this complaint against marital
cruelty in order to dull the edge of his
chronicle when it should appear.

The telegraphy the newspapers and the
gossips had it their own way for a few
days; such of the countess’ republican
relatives as anybody ventured to mention
the master to could only answer that they
had heard nothing from the lady berself.
Letters did come, however, or rather a
letter, from the countess to her stepmoth-
er; it had been delayed, as the epistles
one is anxious to receive always are.  If
was not a satisfactory ‘explanation,
though it was sufficiently clear, in all
conscience.

Thus much was truth: the countess had
left her husband and taken refuge under
his aunt’s roof; she intended to come back
to America. She had borne enough, that
was apparent; but she was too proud a
womdn to try to excite sympathy by a
wordy mnarration of her wrongs. . She
could have told that she had been more
than once dragged out of bed by the
beautiful hair which men raved over, and
Owen Meredith had written poems about;
she could have mentioned a descent down
stairs hastened by an application of no-
bility’s boot heels; but she forbore. She
was likéwise silent in regard to the fla-
grant insult and crowning wrong, which
no woman ought to endure, that had
caused her hastily to quit her outraged
and desecrated home.

She was not coming back to crave pro-
tection—Mrs. Laurence thoroughly com-
prehended this. She stated distinctly that,
though the bulk of her fortune was gone,
she had enough 1left to live upon—if not,
she would teach, sew; none of her rela-
tions need be afraid of her throwing her-
self on their bounty. She requested her
stepmother to make this truth plain to
the clan, and to add that she no more de-
sired advice than shedid assistance.

But almost before Mrs. Laurence, still
young and pretty, had read and ‘digested
the epistle, the telegraph blurted out fresh
news; the newspapers caught it up, the
scandal mongers went nearly mad with
excitement. The gount had been shot'in
a duel by the husband of the little Spanish
lady on whose account the countess had
taken her decisive step.

But that was not all. Surprises are
like misfortunes, they never come singly.
One of the Laurences died off in South
America and left his half million to his
beloved niece, Adele, Countess of Soissons;
she had been christened by that pretty
French name, as if her mother had a
presentment it would suit best with the
appellation she was to bear in later
years.

There was a revolution in the senti-
ments, at least of society, without delay.
A woman returning to her old home dam-
aged in reputation by an unexplained
parting from her husband, beggarded in
pocket by the extravagance of her noble
lord, was a woman to be properly pounced
upon and condemned. But a young widow,
possessor of an ample fortune, well con-
nected, with a title and beauty, was a
person to be received with sympathy and
affection. Besides, the withered old mar-
quise, who certainly would have been taken
for a chimpanzee had she lived in the
Jardin des Plantes, did not scruple to
make the story of her nephew’s enormities
fully known; and when it was discovered
how much money the countess had in-
herited, Paris, like New York, was pre-
pared to believe everything in her favor.

But one person cared very little what
people said or thought, and that was
Adele, Countess of Soissons, herself, who
was sailing across the ocean through
those sunny June days, as weary, sad a
countess as ever felt her forehead ache
under the weight of her diamond coronet.
However, this particular countess, like
a good many of her sisters, had no

izdmmond coronet left to give her the
headache, or to repeat poetry over when

she was misanthropic. The family jewels
of the Soissons had been paste through

several generations, though when Adele’s

|rcgnbziv;-;m futher learned this, he made

her a wedding present of a new set—
coronet and all. But this pretty bauble,
and such other of the trinkets as he could
lay hands upon, the dashing count had
disposed of a good while before, to satisify
the unpleasant needs for ready money
caused by his aristocratic tastes. Indeed,
the first'time he pulled his American wife
out of bed by her hair, and the last time
he had an opportunity to- kick her down
stairs, the disagreements rose out of the
fact that she refused to tell him where
she had secreted the rest of her gems. So
now, if she wanted a coronet to make
herself interesting, she would have to
purchase another out of her new inheri-
tance; but at present she did not feel
much inclination to provide herself with
this glittering reminder of her woes.
After news of her husband’s accident was
brought her, she went to his house, took
care of him during the brief space -he had
left for thought and repentance, then she
turned her back on the beautiful land
which se few years previous she had en-
tered with such worldly pride and wun-
yielding ambition.

When she landed in New York she
found her stepmother waiting to meet
her, and they kissed and were reasonably
glad to see each other, having been
schoolmates before handsome, penniless
Lily Waters married old Laurence,
whereby the two girls were forced into a
position in which they fought terribly, as
most girls would.

‘“We are going up to Greenacres this
evening,’’ Mrs. Laurence said, as the car-
riage drove through the familiar streets,
and the countess wondered secretly that
anything should look 30 much as it used
while she.was so changed—not an orig-
inal fancy, but just as pathetic to her. ‘I
thought yoa would prefer that; town is
very hot, and I knew you would want to
be quiet.”

“I do prefer it,”” Adele answered; “it
was very good of you to think of me,
Lily.”

Mrs. Laurence said something kind and
affectionate, and took the opportunity to
get an investigating glance at her com-
panion’s face. ‘‘She looks dreadfully
worn and pulléd down,’”” she thought;
‘“‘and she has almost lost her beauty,
poor thing."”

She grew more tender than ever. She
was sorry for her husband’s daughter,
and was perfectly unconscious that she
found a sort of satisfaction in pitying her
and noting the havoc that had been
wrought in her face. But Mrs. Laurence
was mistaken there. Just now Adele did
look weary and worn, and the girlish
loveliness would never come back; but she
was more beautiful than ever, with such
a touching sadness in the glorious brown
eyes, such a scorn of herself and the whole
world on her proud mouth.

‘‘Yes,” continued Mrs. Laurence, after
she had finished her study of the count-
ess’ features, ‘‘we’ll be quiet as mice
and sit and rest in the sunshine. I need
it, too. You know Dora Hastings lives
with me? She’s grown into such a pretty
girl—I'm sure you'll like her.”’

‘“‘That’s an admirable reason for one
woman liking another,’”’ returned Adele
lazily, and Mrs. Laurence laughed.

‘“That really sounds like you,’’ she said.
“But you never were jealous of other
women, I'll say for you; and certainly
you have no need to be now.”

‘““That’s very pretty, Lily,”” the countess
answered, with a flash of the great eyes
which reminded Mrs. Laurence of old

days, ‘“‘but you know you have been think-

ing for the last five minutes that I had
lost  all my good looks—I am simply
hideous,”’

‘‘You are tired—this dreadful voyage!”’

‘“‘Exactly,’”’ said Adele; ‘‘the voyage.’’

They reached the Fifth avenue house
and found luncheon and Dora Hastings
awaiting them.

“I hope you haven’t forgotten me,"’
said the girl, going straight up to the
countess and giving her one kindly kiss.
‘“You used to pet me & great deal. I was
such a little thing that I seemed much
younger than you then.”’

“I think time hasn't changed that,”
returned the countess. ‘‘You are 18 and
I am almost 25.”’

“For heaven's sake, don't begin talking
about ages,’”’ exclaimed Mrs. Laurence,
laughing. “I am astonished at sueh a
Yankee trick in you, countess! Please to
remember that I am too near 30 for the
subject to be agreeable.”

They had a cheerful meal together, talk--

ing as people might who had only been
separated for a short space, and to neither
of whom anything of importance had
happened since they parted. It was what
Mme. de Soissons intended for the pres-
enj and all time to come; but she men-
tally congratulated her companions on
having tact enough to accept the position
without one single blunder.

‘“We are going up the river in to-night’s
boat,”” Mrs. Laurence explained; ‘‘so
you'll not mind the added journey, Adele.
I must run away for awhile, now. Dora,
I want you to please go to Stewart’s for
me, and our traveler can lie' down and
rest herself.”

So they took her up to a pleasant cham-
ber, made her comfortable, and left her
with order to sleep. She smiled a prom-
ise, not thinking it necessary to inform
them that she and slumber had been poor
friends for a long while.

“Did you ever see anybody so worn and
haggard!” exclaimed Mrs. Laurence
when she and her cousin were safely
downstairs again.

‘“‘But she is very handsome still,’’ Dora
answered.

“I can’t see it,”” Mrs. Laurence pro-
nounced.

““Wait till she gets rested,’”’ said Dora.
“Poor thing, how sweet and gentle she
seems.”’

“Now, look here, Dora,” said Mrs.
Laurence, ‘‘you recollect what I told you!
I know Adele by heart. She has plenty
of good qualities. 'We used to quarrel
dreadfully; but of course we don’t need
to now"’——

“] don’t think,”’” interrupted Dora,
“‘that she cares enough about anything in
these days to quarrel over it.”’

¢“And I think you're a little dunce to
imagine you understand her at all,”’ re-
turned her cousin, with the charming
frankness relatives are wont to display in
private. ‘‘She is as artful as the father of
lies—a born actress, cold blooded, selfish,
and the most outrageous flirt that ever
lived.”

“But now’'——

‘“You make me sick with your everlast-
ing now! I tell you toremember what I
said when I found she was coming back.
Keep your secret for the present or she’ll
make you trouble.”’

“I'll remember,” was all Dora said,
and went her way. She had her own
thoughts on the subject, but it was not
her habit to force opinions on people, and
she never argued with Lily, because she
new Lily’s témper could not stand it. Not
that she was a poor cousin, or a protege,
or anything else unfortunate. She had
money of her own, and was perfectly in-
dependent; but she and Mrs. Laurence
were fond of each other, and lived to-
gether for that reason, and got on
smoothly enough; and Mrs. Laurence

thought her relative a sweet tempered,
yielding creature, with as little character
as women of 30 are apt to suppose young
girls possess. Dora never took the trouble
to undeceive her. Indeed, she probably
did not understand her own nature very
thoroughly; people seldom do until some
crisis arises which gives a need for per-
sonal analysis, and Dora's life had been
so far quiet and happy.

During the last three months she had
found a new source of happiness. Dora
was engaged, and it was of that engage-
ment Mrs. Laurenee did not wish her to
speak to the countess. Dora’s lover was
away at present: the betrothal had not
been made public after the odious fashion
of the present day, and Mrs. Laurence
knew Adele would live so retired a life
during the summer that it was ten to one
no report in regard to it would reach her.

The next morning the three ladies were
breakfasting in a charming room in the
old country house, with the sun shining
brightly in across the vine covered
veranda, and everything sostill and peace-
ful Adele Soissons could hardly believe it
real that such repose had suddenly come
into her stormy life.

“Dora and I are going to Saratoga next
week,”” Mrs. Laurence said, while she
was explaining to the countess the plans
they had made for the summer before
there was any thought of her return.
“Ip August we have promised to stay
with the Russian ambassadress at New-
port, and some time in the autumn we
are obliged to have a party of people
here.”

“And I am sure Miss Hastings will
enjoy it all,” the countess answered with
a smile, which Lily interpreted as one of
envy, but which seemed to Dora oniy full
of a wondering pity that a possibility of
enjoying such scenes should be left any-
body.

“I] wish you wouldn’t Miss me,” she
said, already completely subdued by the
pale lady’s fascinations. ‘Do call me
Dora.”

“‘Since you are going away I must miss
you,”’ said Adele.

‘“What a dreadful play upon words,’’
cried Lily. “It's a bad habit you both
have—I'll fine the first who makes a pun.
But now, Adele, about yourself—what
will you do?”’

‘‘Since you kindly put this house at my
disposal during your absence, I shall stay
here,’”” said the countess, ‘it being per-
fectly understood that the expense is to
be mine.”’ %

“Such odious calculations!’”’ exclaimed
Lily, shrugging her shoulders, thoughshe
was secretly pleased.

.“They will make us both perfectly inde-
pendent,” Adele said. ‘I have been
thinking over your proposal of last night,
and if we get on until it is time to go back
to town I have decided to spend next
winter with you, if you allow me: to’ pay
half the expenses of the establishment—
on no other terms. You will be mistress
just the same, of conrse. I only want to
make myself frec and comfortable.””

Mrs. Laurence at first expostulated, but
was brought to own that it was best, and
in her heart was glad to have her outlays
lightened; for she was an extravagant
puss, and in spife of the ample fortune her
old husband had left her she often found
herself cramped.

““And I dare say we shall get on very
well,” she said.

“If we let each other alone,”” Adele an-
swered, candidly.

‘““And she’s not hardsomeenough to
bother,”’ Lily thought; for remembering
the brilliant bit of coloring Adele had
been in her girlish days, she could not re-
gard her present pallor and sad face as
anything but a faded, washed out likeness
of the old time. Since she was pink tinted
and bright haired herself that was very
natural.

The fortnight passed, and Mrs. Lau-
rence and her cousin departed with their
arks and their servants. They were both
sorry to leave Adele, for 4 woman who
has the art of making herself agreeable to
sister women is not met every day; be-
sides, there was a chance of pitying her
loneliness, and it is pleasant to do that
when one is setting forth in search of
gayeties and excitement. But Adcle was
glad to see them go—not that their society
was disagreeable; she rather liked Lily in
these days, and discovered to her surprise
that she was growing absolutely fond of
blithe, sensible Dora; but she was better
alone®® She was moody, and bitter, and
sullen; at war with herself and fate. Ib
was hard work to hide the fact and be
amiable; for play acting had grown a task
and bore. So she sat down in the silence
of the great house and looked her with-
ered, desolate, dead life full in the face;
lived among her ghosts, reviled her own
folly, and had a season of Walpurgis days
and nights such as are interesting enough
to read about, but which are a purgatory
to pass through ‘that might make the very
angels weep to witness.

On the afternoon of the fourth day she
stood in the garden watching the sun set
behind the distant hills, and every sight
and sound of beauty was a fresh pang.
You who have suffered can understand;
to the fortunate souls who have not, a
volume of explanation would fail to mak
the matter clear. :

Out came the trim maid who had ac-
companied her from France, and with
many excuses ' for interrupting madame,
informed her that there was a gentleman
arrived to see Miss Hastings. There ap-
peared to be some mistake! Would
madame have the goodness to see him?
She, Cecile, had been airing herself in the
avenue when he drove up, and had ex-
plained as well as she could that the ladies

were absent; but he seemed so much an-~

noyed that she had told him she would
call madame, and he had bidden her so to
do. Cecile added that she had no doubt
it was the lover of the little mees. If
madame remembered, Cecile had men-
tioned to her that she was sure from hints
let drop by the maid of the little mees
that there was such a person, and this
gentleman was. 80 handsome, mais vrai-
ment distingue.

Madame thought it highly probable that
Cecile was correct in her suppositions; she
had discovered that Lily was making
Dora keep a secret from her—as if she
cared for anybody’s secrets!

She walked through the house into the
reception room where Cecile and the
visitor was waiting, opened the door, and
found herself face to face with Clifford
Stuyvesant.

If the pair had been on the stage trying
for a point which would bring down a
crowded house, they could not have made
a more effective tableau than they uncon-
sciously did during that first moment.
But naturally the lady was quickest tore-
cover herself; she was helped to do it by
seeing the surprise and wonder in Stuy-
vesant’s eyes change into displeasure and
annoyance. She moved toward him with
her gauzy black draperies sweeping over
the floor, graceful and picturesque as if
she had studied the whole scene for a
week in advance, and held out her hand,
saying: “How do you do, Mr. Stuy-
vesant?”’

He took it, grew ved, grew white, '
looked uncomfortabls, tried to say the !

proper {hing, and was awkward and mis-
erable, as an excitable man always will be
at such instants, no matter how much
training he may have had.

“I am so surprised—so'’——

“And you did not know I was in Amer-
ica!” Adele asked, as easily as if his sen-
tence had been finished according to the
most rigid rules of polite conversation.

‘No; I have been in Texas—just got
back this morning; but you had heard I
was there, I suppose,’’ he said, making a
dash at his self possession, and ready to
bang his head against the wall with rage
at his absurd behavior.

“] had not heard your name men-
tioned,’’ she answered in the low, thrill-
ing voice he remembered so well—that he
had cursed so often.

“I expected to find Mrs. Laurence and"
— he hesitated.

“And Miss Hastings,”” she added
quickly; but quick as she spoke, she had
a whole rush of thought first.. He was
Dora’s lover now. Lily had kept the se-
cret from her—perhaps hoping to enjoy
her pain by some dramatic exposure on
some future day. ‘‘They are at Saratoga.
I think they meant to have you meet them
there.”’

It was my blunder,”’ Stuyvesant said;
“I am back before my time, and thinking
I should find them still here, hurried up
at once instead of going to the club for my
letters.”’

The countess looked politely indifferent;
her crushed, tortured heart, that she had
thought cold and dead, was struggling
and writhing into new life as she gazed in
his face, but there was no sign; she ap-
peared courteous and civil—nothing more.

“You will be able to reach Saratoga
this evening,’’ she observed, after a little
pause. ‘‘The next express passes our sta-
tion in’’—she glanced indolently at the
clock on the mantel—‘‘about an hour:
In the mean time, allow me to play hostess
in Mrs. Laurence’s absence, and offer you
some dinner.”’

He declined in much too stately a way
—was conscious of it, and that made him
more angry than ever.

“On the whole you are wise,”’ she said, .
laughing, ‘‘for I don’t believe there is any
dinner. I hate the meal in summer; but
it is the time when I indulge in a cup of
tea. You shall share it with me, if you
will.”?

She touched the bell before he could
utter a protest—gave her order to the
servant—and in a few minutes those two,
who had parted five years previous, with
mad, passionate words on his side, with
bitter regret on hers, though she held
fast to her ambitious purpose, who had
never met from that time to this, and
had believed there could be no meeting
ground for them in the future, sat oppo-
site each other at the little mosaic table,
and the countess poured out her fra-
grant Orange Pekoe into tke tiny
china shells, and offered delicately thin
bread and butter to her unwilling guest,
and everything was as natural and com-
monplace as possible, In this age we act
our tragedies with forks in our hands in
place of daggers, and put them decor-
ously to our mouths instead of planting
them in our enemies’ breasts.

The countess talked of the weather—his
journey—her late voyage; and he tried to
do his best, but was aware that he did not
succeed over well.

“Do you stay lomg in America?’ he
asked.

“I have no plams,’’ ske answered.

““The count isnot with you?”’ was his
next question. -

“T am a widow,’’ she replied.

Then he did not know what to say, and
tried fo say several things, and broke
down in each.

“So you had heard - nothing of me?’’ she
inquired. ‘‘Yet you had a correspondent
from this house, I think. But I suppose
Mrs. Laurence and Miss Hastings thought
you would only be bored by news of an
old acquaintance.”’ B¢

“Several letters have missed me
lately,”” he said; ‘‘probably the very ones
in which I should have learned all this.”’

The countess bowed her head in assent,
which did not in the least express assent,
and upset the man’s last pewer of self
control.

“] know what you mean,’’ he exclaimed,
rising from the table more quickly than
good breeding would dictate.

The countess quietly put out her hand
to keep her cup from overturaing with the
jar he gave the table, and looked at him
with placid interrogation.

“You think they were afraid to tell
me,’”’ he went on; ‘‘afraid of giving me
pain, or that Dora was afraid for her em-
pire—you know I am engaged to her?’

It seemed to his listener that her mouth
was changing into iron—the muscles of
her tongue almost as useless as if they had
been made of sponge—but she still looked
at hinmy; the half smile was on her lip, the
voice which replied was indolent and
musical as ever.

I do, now that I have it from the best
possible authority—yourself.
your betrothed nor anybody else had given
me reason to suspect it. Your name has
not been mentioned, Isaid.”

“I suppose Mrs. Laurence told Dora
you would not be interested.’’

“I suppose so! Mrs. Laurence was
mistaken; I am interested—I con-
gratulate you with all my heart!
I have seen Miss Hastings constantly since
my arrival. I am sure you have won a
prize, and I am sure that you are worthy
of it.”

It was a rather neat speech, and she
knew that she delivered it very nicely,
and all the while sparks of fire danced be-
fore her eyes, and the floor went up and
tho ceiling came down; the chairs and
tables moved about in a frantic dance,
and everything grew so misty and indis-
tinct that she could see nothing clearly
except his pale, angry face as it con-
fronted her.

‘““You are very good,’’ he said, stiffly.
¢Your pretty compliment to Dora is sim-
ple trath, and I will try to deserve my
share."

¢“You will do it,"’ she replied, quietly.

He began to sneer—tried to get out a
biting speech in regard to the spirit of
prophecy she had developed. But angry
as he was—Dbitterly as he hated her—the
taunt died unuttered beneath the fixed,
golemn look in those brown eyes. So he
buttoned his coat and uttered a common-
place. ‘I will not intrude upon you any
longer; I have rather a tiresome walk
back to the station.”’

“Will you let me drive you down?’ she
asked. ‘I always have my ponies out of
an evening.”

“Thanks—the walk will be a relief after
so much railway journeying as I have
had.”

“So you will not even let me do you so
slight a favor as that?”’ returned she, and
this time her lips quivered a little.

“Tt really is not necessary, countess. I
wili say good-by now—or rather, as I sup-
pose we shall meet before long, I'll be
French enough to make it au revoir.”’

It was the first scntence with which he
felt satisfied, and for an instant he was
more at his ease. She speedily upset
that.

_YGive it any pretty rame yoy will”

Neither |

| Bex pleusant,

she said; “it is plain that you mean good-
by, and so—adieu.” X

She held out her hand—that perfect
hand which had been the envy of queens
—that - hand he had kissed so often—
prayed over, aye, fairly wept over in the
mad passion of his youth, the sight of
which made his very heart ache with a
recollection of the old pain as sorely as if
the wound was not seared over. He had
to take it. She kept her fingers pressed
slightly on his, and said, calmly enongh:

“Before you go, there is one thing I
should like'you to do—you see I am willing
to accept a favor from you, though youre-
fused mine.”

“Certainly,  Mme. la Comtesse; you
have only to speak.”’

«And because I bear that title, because
you are just entering a new life, I can ask
it. Say, ‘Adele, I forgive you.’”’

She raised her beseeching eyes to his
face. He fairly flung her hand from him.

“T won’t do it!"” he said, harshly. ‘L
don’t forgive you—I never shalll You
broke my heart—you destroyed my
youth! Why, you so utterly ruined m
life that now, though you are nothing to
me—nothing, I repeat, thank God!—the
memory of what you have made me suffer
leaves me capable of only half enjoying
my present happiness.”’ y

She bowed her head in patient submis-
sion.

“T was wrong to ask it,’” she answered;
‘‘but I thought now you might, because I
had passed utterly out of your life. I am
the same as dead—we don’t bear enmity
against them.”  _ -

“I am not sure,”’ he retorted. /

“I am,”’ she replied; ‘‘and I speak from f
experience.’’

“I don’t know why you should care to
have my forgiveness anyway.”’

“T'll tell you why, Clifford. Perhaps I
ought not to call you that, but I always
used, and it comes so natural that I for-

ok,

“You'll tell me why,’’ he amended, so
bewildered between anger and pain that
he could not decide whether she was act-
ing or earnest. .

‘Because I have learned how wrong
and wicked I was; because the ambitions
and triumphs for which I threw away my
youth have proved Dead sea fruits; be-
cause I despise and loathe the worldly
girl who caused your trouble more thor-
oughly than you can possibly do.”

‘“You have changed,” he said, bitterly.

“I remember when you declared that
youthful dreams were folly and never
lasted; that nothing was a real good ex-
cept money and position.”’

“T have not forgotten, Clifford! You
need not add to the bitterness df my con-
fession by reminding me of my old creeds.
I won the stake I played for—title, po-
sition; and today my life is so utterly deso-
late that the poorest beggar would not
change with me if he could know the
truth.”

¢“Believe me, I am sorry’’——

¢“You can’t be, unless you forgive me,’*
she interrupted. ‘I haven’t spoken to
excite your sympathy; do believe this is
not a bit of fine comedy! I always meant
you should know the truth—not to make
you pity me. It seemed that the telling
you would be a sort of expiation—a proof
that I repented my sin.”

I suppose you only acted in accordance
with the doctrines in which you had been
brought up,”’ he said, more gently.

‘‘But that is no excuse,’’ she replied.

“I was poor then. Your father would
not have allowed you to marry me if you
had .been willing.  Lily told me that he
threatened to cut you off with a shilling
if you did.”

““All true enough, but that was not
what deterred me. I was as worldly as
my father; I wanted to buy rank with his
republican wealth, just as I told you.
Well, I did it—let that go. I have said
all I wished now; it has been in my mind
for months, years! I wanted you to,
know that however deeply I wronged you
in the old time, you have been bitterly
avenged.”’

I didn’t want vengeance, Adele.”

““And yet you cannot forgive me!’

‘Yes, I do—freely; there is my hand!
There shall never be another harsh thought
in my mind toward you,” he said, with
the impulsiveness which no amount of
living could rid him of.

““You have done me more good than you
can imagine,’’ she returned, smiling sadly.
‘““Now we begin on new terms. ,We must
meet, and there need be no %‘eling on
either side to make us constrgined and
give people a chance to pity or blame us.”

¢TI don’t care for people!”’

“Nor I much—not enongh, Ifear. But
I do care for Dora, and I want you both
to be happy. I am sure that the forgive-
ness you have promised me will help you.
I won't keep you any longer—you might
miss the train. Go away to Dora. It was
not kind of Lily to make her keep the
truth from me; but I would rather let
them know in my own way that I have
discovered it."’

I shall only say that I saw you."”

“And give Dora my love—I mean it!
Good-by, Clifford! You'’ll be happy—very
happy. Iam sure of that, and I thank
heaven for it. At least I did not utterly
ruin your future.”’

She went away out of the room through
the twilight shadows which had begun
to darken it, and Clifford Stuyvesant
stood and watched her, and knew that
the futwre could never give any happiness
like that of his early dream.

But he had known this from the first,
he told himself over and over, as he hur-
ried along the path which led through the
flelds to the station. Dora was gentle,
and tender, and kind. He loved her after
what he might have believed a good
fashion, if he had never known a betters
at least a more fervid one. He hi@l™
watched her grow up; child as she was,
she had been his only confidante in the
first days of his wretchedness, when Adele
Laurence went forth in her search for title
and position. :

During those years he had become rich;
partly by the result of & voyage to South
America, partly through some of the won-
derful means by which Wall street has
made so many men rich during the past
few years. And this last winter, coming
back to town after a few months’ absence,
he had found Dora so much more charm-
ing than ever that he proposed and was
accepted, and told himself that the future
would do well enough—well enough; as
much as any man need expect who had
nearly reached 30.

The remainder of the summer passed
with Mme. de Soissons in a monotonous
round, which it would be neither useful
nor pleasant to chronicle, though I think
she did not altogether waste the daysfrom
the very fact that she tried not to rebel
against the loneliness and desolation of
her life. She acknowledged always that
she had brought it upon herself by sacri-
ficing love to ambition, believing the
world’s doctrine that all youthful affec-
tion must speedily lose its glory, that
wealth and pomp are the only lasting
basis on which to build up the sortof hap-
piness the mind mneeds as it forsakes its
early romance.

Mrs. Laurence and Dora both wrote to
hatty letiers, and sha &b-




