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them
Was a’ an.d bOl:ne off the glorious shepherd (who by the way
Prince ip disguise) leaving the astonished maiden to

Cl‘y out ;
bity, M a melody of tears and lamentations against the
(:mess of fat e.

She Was
thus ty il . re
eyes chanced nefully hew ailing her disaster when Tom’s

ouse, . 'o wander from the stage to the floor of the
TufPs hag Su(:; only reason for doing so was that Mrs. Wood-
EeNtiemg, . enly gone in the same direction. A lady and
Orchestr & €re seating themselves in the third row of the
pon he:“'s- vThe lady was stooping as Tom’s glance
live Kip.... When she raised her head he recognized
« ngsto;?. He turned to his companion.
s, {'{’Zh‘; Is here,” he whispered.
s gazeO( ruff f‘anned herself and smiled sweetly.
Ningston b rte"e“ed to the pit. He had not met Mr.
liverg f;tbu he lf"eW the gentleman by her side was
ficia) J'Oum(:. This gentleman was going West on an
See hjg day h:” and had stay‘cd over in the city for a day to
Why Shouldgh €r and some friends. This v.as very well, but
ere wigy hi e>be h?re, or ralher' why should his daughter be
e ove, o ™2 Why should Olive be unable to accompany
thithe, b the theatre, and yet afterwards appear escorted
Y her father >
Coulq ﬁ:zer:erStions, which rapidly became insistent, Tom
an un ©answer. Olive djd not now seem ill. She
Chegl, Wonted, though perfectly healthy, colour in her
€¥es by, ‘:atObsewcid that she did not look at him. Her
With, cold light he had already become acquainted

3 thoy
Mot re ugh they ranged above and around his box they did

Wi Upon jt.

the go; oo .
Straip,, 8oIng down of the curtain his emotion found re-
(I exPTession.

She

W“Odruﬁ‘seems to have recovered,” he remarked to Mrs.
“«

.2 .
* 8aid the lady, still fanning herself and nodding

o : i

S.ome one in the opposite box, *“I hope poor

Sn’te'ad s better,
ita ) s

So0m o» 83: little surprising that she should have recovered
Yoo I&ud Tom. « Perhaps we should have waited.”
w éso r. \\‘eatherley, I suggested it, you know, but
0mem~ 0 anxious not to be Jate that you would not delay
13 °

Wag .
Wonde s 1 anxioys ”

G

Might)

Olive’s
i

w Tom did not think he had been. ¢ 1
“Ves, s 31 was,” he added.
box OPposiy eed ! —a gentleman, another occupant of the
Wheres € received an enchanting smile—*I wonder
Tony: € could have been.”
l‘foking ir:tYCS he.re wandered again to Olive. She was now
l"llnS'EIf, O their box, but at Mrs. Woodruff rather than at
Par ¢ €0 without seeing him they passed to another
S“Egestio: OUSe. Tom felt a trifle chilled. There was a
Somey in of the street air in her glance. He saw that
talkip, > W3S Wrong, Lug it was no fault of his.
“ 0_ Trs, Woodruf,
life wowmlly it would be,

He began

2 sort - ” he sai'd, covering a yawn, ¢ if
i1 o f’f comic opera ; if one could go singing
Meng, say, . P'PIng and announcing to you my disappoint-
A, Sn);’( and yoy carolling away to me of your successes—
the lhing.” of make-believe, done for the fun and fancy of

‘¢
. dare
:imppoinll::i You could sing without any make-believe of a

t to-night,” replied Mrs. Woodruff, smiling at

‘«

I
!’een ;h
lng m
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yes . .
Matrey ’,I have enjoyed it well enough, but that is another
Wilh
u

* O i . . N .
s» L might have enjoyed it more if Olive had come

" i
ald Top, starting, «

not at all—no indeed. It has
“8ether 5 success,

Have you not enjoyed the sing-

J
°n5ens 1 .
; ¢+ said Tom—but he believed that he was

hen he wondered Mrs, Woodruff could say such

se:‘emc;ment’s cessation of talk, during which the
hi Hoy plea “nely out over the rows of heads.
IS o ratic jam 1t would be now,” said Tom, recurring to
::ephe, and‘cheme of life, *if I could be a picturesque
phe; s Youcould he a charming—1I may say a radiant
Cg 3 S~but should you like to be a radiant shepherd-
‘
f
lovg tUI Vere I dare say you would not make such violent

off ng friend with the flaxen curls and the
€S 10 his maiden,”

sa .
Y thy Y Bow,” crieq Tom, feeling foolish, ¢ why do you

W do you know that I shouldn’t? I dare say

e
A2yp, ves aSl our yoy

‘e

d ” .
bega" to si:e 52,” Mrs, Woodruff laughed a little. Tom
Pect 3 complica‘tion somewhere. But luckily

here the curtain rose, and lifc, 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 streamed from the
gaping doors of the opera house. As they did not appear
he then got into the sleigh and peered through its square
opening for a minute longer, till Mrs. Woodruft' 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 luisk pace.

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

*“ You 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 27

““O-you know well enough.”
street again.

* Upon my honour, Mrs. Woodruff, it may be unpardon-
able, but I am unable to recall the particular thing to which
you refer.”

O well, since you have forgotten it already, I need not
refresh your memory.”

She was staring into the

Her voice was more than gentle
now ; it had a tender sadness.

‘“ Ah, now you are unkind. I am sure I remember every
word that fell from your lips, though I may not have noted
this particular remark.” Tom was not in the midnight dark-
ness he pretended. A sort of morning twilight had been
breaking upon him.

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

““Oh !” said Tom.

¢ And about—about your making love to—to the shepherd-
ess. I thought you were in jest, and so [ took it up in the
same spirit.”

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

““ And I suppose you were hating to have me here all the
time, and really wishing it was Olive.  And I'm cure I did
not want in the least to go-—only I hated that you should be
disappointed—and how cou’d I tell where Olive was ?”

Poor Tom ! he had not bargained for this. What could
the Jady mean?

““ Why, Mrs. Woodrutf, you are mistaken.
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 scnsitive lady he
drew near her and bent forward, but she refused to look at
him,

“ And I dare say,” she went on, ina tone of sweet, though
sorrowful, resignation, ‘“that Olive will be' very angry with
you, and then you will be angry wi h me —that is if you care
so much for Qlive, and I dare say you do.”

1 care for Miss Kingston very much,” said Tom, with a
warmth 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 all.”

Tom had not uttered these words when the young widow
sat bolt upright, and he involuntarily became also erect.
Her pensive languor was gone. She looked straight at the
velvet darkness before her. -

«Q, of course it does not matter at all,” 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, and 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. He replied, however, that he guessed he would
come round in the morning, before the train started, to make
his adieus. When the door had opened and closed on the
young widow he ran down the steps and flung himself into
his sleigh. As he was borne homewards, to the sound of the
jingling bells and the thud of the horse’s feet, he told himself

Iam not at all

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 it, that he had come out of it safely.

I1.

He 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 clderly gentleman mouating 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.
He gave the bell a consicerate, 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. He wavered on the sill, however, and asked, a
trifle nervously, if Miss Kingston were within. e was in-
formed, to his curprise, that M’ss 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 replied, glancing first at his watch
and then into the street, that he had not time. Might he
see 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,
Weodruff had gone out together.  They must not have ex-
rected Mr. Weatherley, she supposed. Tom thanked her
and went slowly down the steps. Ie thought of Mr.
Kingston, but he had no wish to see him. lle could not
postpone his departure, and now he should not see Olive for
two weeks.  They had not even arranged as to correspond-
IHe had left that for the last meeting.

He thought he might run across the young ladies in _the
street, but this hope also was doomed to disappointment.
He even stared into some shops on his way, till at last, on
appealing again to his chrorometer, he discovered that he
had not a moment (o spare. Ile madc haste to reach the
station, ¢ nd arrived in time to hurry into his train, which
was already moving,

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

He endured it with sufficient fortitude, and on the day of
his return to town lost no time in presenting himself at the
Woodruffs’. It was a bright January afternoon. The sun
was shining with an April forecast; the snow was melting
from the eaves, and the pendant icic'es were diminishing in
liquid drops. He rang the bell, this time with dec'sion, and
turned for a look at the Dblue, benignant sky. The door
opened, his friend, the maid-servant, regarded him pleacant-
ly, and he walked lightly in.

*“ Miss Kingston 2’ he enquired, but before the girl could
answer he heard a stir in the drawing-room and glanced in.
He was in time to sec 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. He had
extended his hand, but, as she did not smile and made no
movement of acceptance, it dropped to his side.

‘“ What is the matter, Olive ?”’ he demanded.

‘“Iam not aware that there is anything the matter, Mr.
Weatherley.”

‘“Why, what 7s the matter ?” he repeated.
I done ?”

‘It is not for me to say what you have or have not done,
Mr. Weatherley.”

““Olive—-Miss Kingston. Surely I do not deserve this.
At least you owe me an explanation.”

‘“I owe you no explanation, Mr. Weatherley. You need
no explanation,”

ence.

* What have

‘‘But, my dearest, I assure you Ido! I am altogetherin
the dark. Wil you not tell me what it is?”” In his amaze-
ment Tom dropped into a chair, but, as Miss Kingston re-
mained standing, he was obliged to get up again.

““You must not speak so to me, Mr. Weatherley, and |
have nothing to tell you.”



