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the, and borne off the glorious shepherd (who by the way
cry a prince in disguise) leaving the astonished maiden to
bitte in a melody of tears and lamentations against the

rness of fate.
She was thus tunefully bewailing her disaster when Tom's

e. Th·eito wander from the stage to the floor of the
ruips ha eir only reason for doing so was that Mrs. Wood-
gentemad suddenly gone in the same direction. A lady and
orcht cwere seating themselves in the third row of the
fell ePon hairs. The lady was stooping as Tom's glance

O er. When she raised her head he recognized
eingston. He turned to his companion.

ry, she is here," be whispered.
"'S'é Woodruff fanned herself and siniled sweetly.

Kings gaze reverted to the pit. Ie had not met Mr.
igsto lfatut he knew the gentleman by ber side was

Oficifatber. This gentleman was going West on an
see bis durney, and had stayed over in the city for a day toWhy shoaughter and some friends. This %.as very well, but
here wth ·he be here, or rather why should his daughter be
her JOver bim ? Whyshould Olive he unable to accompany
thiher bto the theatre, and yet afterwards appear escortedt r thby ber father ?'r bese,
Could fie questions, which rapidly became insistent, Tom
had no answer. Olive did not now seem ill. She
cheek. Ugwonted, though perfectly healthy, colour in ber
eyeshadle observed, that she did not look at him. ierWith hd that cold light he had already become acquainted

otough they ranged above and around his box theydidn et pon it.
\With tbe

strahed egoing down of the curtain his emotion found re-
S expression.

Voodruf seens to have recovered," he remarked to Mrs.

Yes»
brightly'tsaid the lady, still fanning herself and nodding

bive'saed ome one in the opposite box, b" hope poor
'' Isn't •,sbetter. "

s son t a little surprising that she should have recovered
'es, said Tom. "Pl'ehaps we should have waited."

0uwere Ir.\Vatherley, I .uggested it, you know, but
a e anxious not to be late that you would not delay

\Vas IWonder Whanxios ?" Tom did not think he had been. " Iy here she was," he added.
bo , indeed ,»
bx.PPosit -a gentleman, another occupant of the

Where sb , received an enchanting sinile-"I wonder
To, e bcould have been."
kin ees here wandered again to Olive. She was now

hlseingrlo Ibeir box, but at Mrs. Woodruff rather than at
Part ofth en without seeing him they passed to another

ggestio bouse. Tom felt a trifle chilled. There was a
Sornethin of the street air in her glance. Ie saw that
talking wrong, l'ut it was no fault of his. Ie began

'' w rs. Voodrtuff
life Jolly it woutild be," he said, covering a yawn, " if10  a Sor(o)ne g

ro ort ofcomic opera ; if one could go singing
ents, 'piping and announcing to you my disappoint-

aln 
11' Sy, and you carolling away to me of your successes-

the thing. ,Ofmake-believe, done for the fun and fancy of

say you could sing without any make-believe of a.ýiR pîntment to-night," replied Mrs. Woodruff, smiling at

een aid Tom starting, " not at all-no indeed. It bas
Iig?,, gether a Success. Have you not enjoyed the sing-

at'er*es, have enjoyed it well enough, but that is another
th , o might have enjoyed it more if Olive had corne

ati h n said Tom-but he believed that be was
athing ben he wondered Mrs. Woodruff could say such

Ibhere Was am

e na a moment's cessation of talk, during which the
9 erenely out over the rows of heads.

hopratlleasant it would be now," said Tom, recurring to
lPiIerp a cheme of life, -. if I could be a picturesque

ePherd you could be a charming-I may say a radiants?, essbut should you like to be a radiant shepherd-
' If I

le tolee I (lare say you would not make sucb violent

tveste asor young friend with the flaxen curls and the
O I ers 1o bis maiden."

s~Yl ay tha n,"cried Tom, feeling foolisb, " why do0 you
I ho ,, UoW do you know tbat I sbouldn't ? I dare say

aO t dare say," Mrs. Woodruff laughed a little. Tom
~ga~ uspect a complication somewhere. But luckily
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here the curtain rose, and life, for the nonce, was again an
agreeable make-believe.

When the play was over it occurred to Tom that they
might find Olive and her father and be driven home to-
gether. He thought they might thus reach an explanation
of the mistake of the evening, for that there had been a
blunder somewhere he was convinced. When he had
assisted Mrs. Woodruff into the sleigh, he stood for some
minutes examining the crowds that streamled from the
gaping doors of the opera house. As tbey did not appear
he then got into the sleigh and peered through its square
opening for a minute longer, till Mrs. Woodruff complained
with a slight shiver of the cold. Deciding that the Kingstons
must have already gone, he reluctantly put up the window,
and they were driven off at a biisk pace.

They had gone but a short distance when Mrs. Woodroff,
who had been staring into the snowy street, turned to Tom
and murmured gently, almost inaudibly :

" Nou must forget what I said to-night, Mr. Weatherley.
I spoke thoughtlessly. Indeed I did not mean anything. I
was only jesting."

" Which--of course Mrs. Woodrufi-but what was it you
said ?"

"O you know well enough." She was staring into the
street again.

" Upon niy honour, Mrs. Woodruff, it may be unpardon-

able, but I an unable to recall the particular thing to which

you refer."
"O well, since you have forgotten it already, I need not

refresh your mremory." Ier voice was more than gentle

now ; it had a tender sadness.

" Ah, now you are unkind. I an sure I remember every
word that fell frorm your lips, though I may not have not d
this particular remark." Tom was not in the midn'ght dark-
ness he pretended. A sort of norning twilight had been
breaking upon him.

"O you know-that about your enjoying the play more if
Olive had been with us."

Oh !" said Tomî.
And about-about your naking love to-to the shepherd-

ess. I thouglht you were in jest, and so I took it up in the
same spirit."

" Why, of course, of course Mrs. Woodruff, il was a joke.
I--really-of course I understand you were jesting. Did
you think--"

" And I suppose you were hating to have mie here aIl the
time, and really wishing it was Olive. And I'rn sure I did
not vant in the least to go--only I hated that you should be
disappointed-and how cou'd I tell where Olive was ?"

Poor Tom !lhe had not bargaineil for this. \hat could

the lady mean?
" Why, Mrs. Woodruff, you are nistaken. I ani uot al all

disappointed. In fact I have been very much delighted.
And I should have been disappointed, quite disappointed, if
you had not come. And it was very kind of you -why,
what a strange idea !" To re-assure the sensitive lady he
drew near her and bent forward, but she refused to look at
him.

" And I dare say," she went on, in a tone of sweet, though
sorrowful, resignation, "Ithat Olive will be very angry with
you, and then you will be angry wi h me-that is if you care
so much for Olive, and I dare say you do."

"I care for Miss Kingston very much," said Tom, with a
warnth that was inexcusable. "But why should she be

angry with me, and why should I be angry with you ? We

were not to blame ; and she was enabled to go after ail."
Tom had not uttered these words when the young widow

sat boit upright, and he involuntarily becane also erect.

ier pensive languor was gone. She looked straight at the

velvet darkness before her.

" O, of course it does not matter at ail," she said, with

frigid politeness. "And besides, as you are leaving town
to-morrow, I may not see you again for some time. I intend

going away myself in a few days on a long visit to my aunt
in New Orleans."

Tom expressed his regret, a"d an awkward silence suc-

ceeded. This was not broken until they reached the house.
As they ascended the steps Mrs. Woodruff asked him if he
would not come in and say good-bye to the others. She

added that she could not see any light. Tom did not know
whether to take this for an intimation, for he wished to see

Olive. Hle replîied, however, tbat be guessed be would

come round in tbe morning, before tbe train started, to make
bis adieus. Wheu the door had opened and closed on the

young widow he rau down the steps and flung himnself int
his sleigh. As he was borne homnewards, to the sound of the
jingling beils aud the tbud of the horse's feet, he toldhimself
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that there really was a complication. Then he thought with
a dubious satisfaction that he was not in it, or, if he had been
in il, that he had come out of it safely.

II.
le kept his promise to call at the Woodruffs' next morn-

ing before leaving town. When at a short distance from the
house, he observed an elderly entleman mounting the steps,
in whom he recognized Olive's father. Ile had not met Mr.
Kingston before, as I have said, and the thought of be-
coming acquainted with this important personage, though
pleasant, gave him some little perturbation. To-day he
wanted to see Olive alone, to express his deep regret that
she had not been with him the night before ; to learn
whether she had suffered much from head-ache, and whether
it was this alone that had kept her from accompanying them.
lie gave the bell a considerate, an almost respectful pull.
The maid who responded knew him, and opened the door
very wide, as if she expected him to walk in as usual without
question. le wavered on the sill, however, and asked, a
trifle nervously, if Miss Kington were w ithin. lie was in-
formed, to his surprise, that MIss Kingston had gone out half
an hour before. Would she soon return, he enquired. To
this question his informant could give no positive answer.
Miss Kings'on might be gone an hour and she might be gone
half an hour. More than this his scrupulously veracious in-
terlocutor would not say. But would not Mr. Weatherley
come in and wait. Tom rephied, glancing first at his watch
and then into the street, that he had not time. Might he
sec Mrs. Woodruff for a moment ? To his increased aston-
ishment the maiden answered him, this time with the confi-
dence of perfect knowledge, that Miss Kingston and Mrs.
\Vodruffhad gone out together. They must not have ex-
lected MNr. Weatherley, she supposed. Tom thanked her
and went slowly down the steps. lie thought of Mr.

Kitngston, but he had no wish to sec him. IIe could not
postpone his departure, and now he should not sec Olive for
two weeks. They had not even arranged as to correspond-
ence. 1le had left that for the last meeting.

lie thought he might run across the young ladies in.the
street, but this hope also vas doomed to disappointment.
lie even stared into soie shops on his way, tilI at last, on
appealing again to his chrovoneter, he discuvered that he
had not a moment to spare. Ile made haste to reach the
station, î nd arrivedi in ime to hurry into hii train, whiclh
was already moving.

As be was cariried out of the city, over the rattling, sway-
ing bridge and across the whitened fields, he mentally de-
clared himself to le bth sport of soie malignant fate. IlIe
should not write to Olive ; he would wait till lie could sec
lier. Meanwhile he must endure this short separation as
best he could.

lie endured it with sufficient fortitude, and on the day of
his return to town lost no timie in presenting hiiself at the
Woodrufis'. It was a bright January afternoon. The sun
was shining with an April forecast ; the snow was melting
froni the eaves, and the pendant icic'es were diminishing in
liquid drops. Ie rang the bell, this time with dec'sion, and
turned for a look at the blue, benignant sky. The door
opened, his friend, the maid-servant, regarded him ipleaant-

ly, and he walked lightly in.
" Miss Kingston ?" he enquired, but before the girl could

answer he heard a stir in the drawing-roon and glanced in.
Ile was in time to see a well-known figure passing rapidly
toward a door in the rear.

" Olive !" he called, half in delight, half in consterna-
tion.

The young lady turned and came towards him. le had
extended his hand, but, as she did not smile and nmade no
movement of acceptance, it dropped to his side.

"\What is the matter, Olive ?" he demanded.
" I am not aware that there is anything the matter, Mnr.

Weatherley."

" Why, what is the matter ?" lhe repeated. " What have
I done ?"

" It is not for me to s-ay what you have or have not done,
Mr. Weatherley."

"Olive--Miss Kingston. Surely I do not deserve this.
At least you owe nie an explanation."

" I owe you no explanation, Mr. W'eatherley. You need
no explanation."

"But, my dearest, I assure you I do ! I arn altogether in
bbc clark. W\ill you not bell me what il is ?" Lu bis amaze-
ment Tom dropped into a chair, but, as Miss Kingston ne-
mnained standing, be was obliged to gel up again.

" You mnust flot speak so 1o me, Mn. W'eatherley, and I
have nothiug to bell you."


