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8teals forth, endimanchée and expectant, fails for an hour or two to catch a
ghmrpse of hIer beloved. She is beginning to be sadly bored by the society
Of ber present three, four, or five admirers, when suddenly she sees the
beloved approachin. Then she briglitens, and becomes quite sparklingly
?MiUmated. And when her Ideal draws near, twirling a lîcorice cane-I
"r'8ist upon having ber Ideal twirl a licorice cane-she receives bim with an
air of the most unconcerned indifference. It is exquisite to observe the
cahn, careless way in whieh she asks bir" ...
toi "IPardon me," interrupted Kindelon, with a short and almost brusque

Oe, "but is flot this gentleman coming towards us your cousin?1"

"My cousin ?" faltered Pauline.
"Yes-Mr. Courtlandt Beekinan."

Pauline did not answer, for sho had already caugbt sigbht of Courtlandt,
advýanceing in ber own direction from that of the South Ferry, which. she
and ICindelon were now rather near. Sho stopped abruptly in her walk,
anid percoptibly coloured.

A moment afterward Courtlandt saw both herseif and ber escort. He
ilhowed great surprise, and then quickly conquered it. As ho came forward,
?'aui 10 gave a shrill, nervous laugh. IlI suppose you feel like asking me
What on earth I am doing here," she saîd, in by no means her natural voice,
9 1d with a good deal of fluttered insecurity about ber demeanour.

III shouldn't tbink that necessary," replied Courtlandt. His sallow
face bod not quite is usual hue, but nothing could be steadier than the cool

lhtbis eye. IlIt's very evident that you are taking a stroil witb
M~r. Kindelon." 11e thon extended bis band, cascd in a yellow dogskin
Riove, to Kindelon. IlHow are you 1" be said to the man whom he entirely
dialiked, in a tone of neutral civility.

"eVery well, this pleasant day," returned Kindelon," jovially imper-
turbable. "And you, Mr. Beekman V"

IlQuite well, thanks." Ho spoke as if be were stating, a series of briefCommrercial facts. IlI had some business with a inan over in Brooklyn,
snd took this way back to my office, wbich is only a street or two beyond."

18turned toward the brilliant expalise of the bay, lifting a big silver-
knùibbed stick whicb ho carried, waivîng- it right and ef t. CIIlVery nice
dow11l bere, isn't it V" ho went on. H-is look now dwelt in the most casual

*YUpon Pauline. IlWell, I must be off," be continucd. Il IVve a lot of
business to-day."

lie bad passed tbem, when Pauline, turning, said composedly but*

"Can't I take you to your office, Court?2"
"Thanks, no0. I won't trouble you. It's just a stop from bore." Ho

Iifted his bat-an act which ho had already perforriied a second or so pro-VOuBly-ad walked onward. Ho bad flot betrayed the least sign of annoy-
auc0e ahl tbrougb titis transient and peculiarly awkward interview. Ho had
bee11 precisely the saine serene, quiescent, demure Courtlandt as of old.

Pauline stood for somne littie time watching him as ho gradually disap-
P'ared. When the curve near Castle Gardon bid bim, she gave an im-
P54tient, irrîtated sigb.

",You seeni vexed," said Kindelon, wbo bad been intently thougb fur-
tively regarding her.

ccI arn voxed," sho murmured. Her increased colour was stil] a deep
rose.

lathere anytbing very horrible in walking for a little wbile on the
'k.ttery 1" ho questioned.

Sho gave a broken laugb. IlYes, s ho answered. I'm afraid thero

Rindelon shrugged bis shoulders. "But surely you are your own
41Ustress V

ccRather too much so," she said, with Iowered eyes. "At least that is
wat peoplo wiîl say, I suppose."

I thought you were above idle and aimless comments."
"Lot us go back to the carniage."
"By ahi means, if you prefer it."

'thik reversed their course, and inoved along for sorte tuf0 in silence.tikyou miust understand," Pauline suddciîly said, lifting bier eyes toXfldelon's face.

OnoI understand," ho replied, with hurt seriousness, Ilthat I was having
likeOof the pleasantest hours I have over spent until that man accosted ushiea gnim fate."

Il ou must flot cail my cousin Courtlandt 'that man.' I don't like it."
&,oi amn sorry," ho saîd, curtly, and a little doggedly. IlI might have5 ke0 more ill of hini, but I didn't."1c

Pauline was biting ber lips. "lMou have no riglit to speak ill of him,"
retorted. "lHo is my cousin."
"lThat is just the reason why I held my tongue."
"'You don't like bim, thon 2"
I do not.",

ccI can readily comprehend it."
Rýifldelon's light-blue eyes fired a little under their black lashes. "lMou

~Ythat in a way I do not understand," ho answered.
"'fou and Courtlandt are of a different world."

Ilar not a combination of a fop a-id a parson, if you moan that."
Pauline foît herself grow pale with anger, as sho shut a look up into

companion's face.
"Yuwould flot dare say that to my cousin himself," she exclaimed,* m1 antly, Ilthougb You daro say it to me 1

da Kindelon had grown quito pale. His voico trembled as he replied. "I
t edo almost anything that needs the courage of a man," ho said. "IOLIgbt you knew me well enough to be sure of this."

" Our acquaintance is a recent one," responded Pauline. She fot nearly
ýthat ile had ehot a wounding sh4ft in those few words, but she

chose to keep ber eyes averted and not s00 whether wrath or pain had fol-
lowed its delivery.

"lA long silence followed. They had nearly reachod ber carniage when
Kindelon spoke.

IlYou are in love witb your cousin," ho said.
She threw back ber bead, laughing ironically. IlWhat a seer you are

sho exclaimed. "llow did you guess that 1"
" Ah,' ho answered her, with a melancholy gravity, Ilyou will not deny

She ropeated ber laugh, thýugh it rang loss bitterly than before. She
had expected himi to Ùieet ber irony in a much more rebellious spirit.

IlI don't like to have my blood-relations abused in my hearing, she
said. I arn in love with alI of thom, that way, if that is the way you
mean."

IlThat is flot tho way I moan."
They were now but a few yards from the waiting carniage. The foot-

man, soeing them, descended from his box, and stood beside the opened
door.

IlI shaîl flot return with you," continued Kindelon, "since I perceive
you do not wish my company longer. But I offer you my apologies for
baving spoken disparagingly of your cousin. I was wrong, and I beg your
Pardon."

Witb the hast word ho extended bis hand. Pauline took it.
I have nlot said that I did flot wisb your company," she answered,

"but if vou choose to infer so, it is your own affair."
&CI do infer so, and I infer more. . It is best that I-I sbould flot see

you often, like this. There is a great difference betweea you and me. That
cousin of yours bated me at sight. Your aunt, Mrs. Poughkeepsie, hated
me at sigbt as well. Perbaps their worldly wisdom was by no means to
blame, eitber. .Oh, I understand more than you imagine!1"

Thero was not only real grief in Kindelon's voico, but an under-throb
of real passion as welh.

"Understand ?" Pauline murmured. "lWhat do you understand ?"
IlThat you are as stancb and loyal as over to your old traditions. That

this idea of change, of amelioration, of casting asido your so-cahhed patriciafl
bondage, bas onhy the meaning of a dainty gonthowoman's dainty caprice..
that-"

lis voice broke. It alnost seemed to ber as if his largo frame was
shaken by some visible tremor. Sho had no0 thought of boing angry at
him now.

She pitied him, and yet with an irresistible impulse ber thought flew to
Cora Dares, the sweet-faced young painter, and what she herself had of lato
grown to surmise, to suspect. A sort of involuntary triumph blent itsehf
with ber pity, on this account.

She spoke in a kind voice, but also in a firm one. Sho slighthy wavod
ber band toward the adjacent carniage. "Wihllyou accompany me, thon 1"
she asked.

Ho looked at ber fixedly for an instant. Then ho sbook his head.
"No," ho answered. "lGood-bye." H1e lifted bis hat, and walked swiftly
away.

She bad seen bis eyes just before ho went. Their look haunted ber.
She entered the carniage, and was driven up-town. She tohd hersoîf that
ho had behavcd very badly to ber. But she did not really think this. She
was inwardly thrilled by a strange, 110w pleasure, and she had shed many
tears before reaching home.

(To be Continued.)

A SUPPRESSED BOOK

A IIAMPIILET on IlBerlin Society I was recently issued in Germany which
was so înalicious and shanderously indecent-which contained such out-
rageous attacks upon the Royal family and promîneat Beriners-that
the German and Frenchi Govcrnments united in suppressing it. Seeing that
the brochuare is accessible in other countries, and that its very extrava-
gances minimized its power for evil, people wonder that it was tbought
needful to furtber advertise it by an impotent suppression. Enough truth
underlies tho malicious statements made to give vim to what would other-
wise bo beneatb notice. The author is said to, be a Frenchman who bad
been engaged as reader to the Empress Augusta-a man so lost to decency
as to slander the benefactors wbose saît ho had eaten. It will be necessary
to remember the vitiated source front which these cynical abuses corne, in
perusing the following more moderato cuttings from the pamphlet which
for a few days s0 exercised the Royal famihy and the haut ton of Berlin.
The stronger passages are unfit for the eyes of ladies and gentlemen

THE EMPEBOR WILLIAM.

The Emperor William ie, without contradiction, among his people the moat popu-
Jar prince living. Without having remarkable intelligence, ha poasesses a talent for dis-
covering people who May beoome useful to bim, and pushee them torward. Ha has
110 vanity, disappears at the riglit moment, keeps in the background behind his Chan-
cellor, and whatever ho may suifer from the imperious will of the latter, be bas ton
much dinity to let the world baholi it. He le brutally ambitiaus, tbrougb a sentiment
of covetouaes268; morally he bas the same appetite as pbysically; ha woiild alwayshave more than hue already possesses; and eveu to thie day ha cannot console bim-
self in thinking that ha did flot taka Saxony in 1866. He husies himaelf about the
Govarnment moire than anybody suspects; whan it ia aomething that'eoncerna him-
self, ha ia stubborn and persistent in the detarmination to triumph; in any othar avent
ha leaves avarything to othera. The army bas in hlm a atout champion, and it ie
tha only tbing which ho has 4os parmitted Biemarçk tç. me4d4e with. He bas nevQ;


