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thing she would but cannot grasp. VVhat a bmow
Character and symmetry comibined in perfect bar-
mony. No trivial, self-conscious scblool-girl there !If
features and expression mean anything, 1 have founid tbe
mnaiden, who, 'inid the pomip and artificiality of wealth
and luxury, bas kept the graces and arts xvbicb these rnust
bring and with them, siniplicity and puIrity Of mind-the
rarest gemis of ail amiong womnanhood's graces."

At this moment the subject of bis culogies turnecl and
focussed for a moment lier liquid, mielting eyes on tbe
suddenly embarrased young man. He lbastily looked
out of the wvindoxv, and xvas surprised and not at ail
pleased to find tbat the train bad nearly arrived at bis
destination. For a moment bie besitated xvbetber or not
lie should tbrow engÏagemients to tbe xvinds and folloxv the
encbaniting creature to bier bourne. He tbougbit of bis
expectant bostess, tbe incomplete bouse-party, tbe iii-
dignant renmarks sbould lie disappoint them, hut be tbrust
tbemi ail aside. Sucb perfection was seen but once in a
life-time, and was it niot wortli the mnaddest chase for one
chance in a thousand of meceting ber? Possibly their train
migbit collide wvitb anotber ; she mîght faîl and sprain bier
ankie ; bie mnigbt bielp bier xvitb lier parcels-women
travelling alwavs h~ave parcels-a tboîisand contingencies
might arise and nine bundred to one lie would mneet lier. A
covert glance directed at tbe encbantress sbowed bini now
tbat sbe was drawing up bier bandsomne furs, pulling on
bier gloves, and evidently preparing to leave the car. Then
Dick aIl at once tbought wbat a fool aiiy one would bave
been to bave thougbit of following bier. 0f course it bad
been nîerely a joke on bis part. He badn't bad a serions
tlîouglit of doing sucb a tbing. He badn't grown alto-
gether clîildisb in an bour ;and be drew bimrself np to his
full six foot tbree aiid looked very imposing aiîd not at ail
foolisb. Z

Nevertbeless bie looked eagerly to see if bie could not
help lier off tie trainî, but she bad iîotbing to carry except-
ing a book. But Great Heavens ! the cover caught bis
eye ; it was bis own, bis last. After tiat bie walked on air;
notbing mattered now ; she bad read lus book, and kiîew
himn, knew bis ilîmiost soul. Tbere xvas a sweet bond of
sympatby between them, an invisible tbread of intercourse
joined tbeir bearts. lie could speak to bier tbrongb his
pen, and she would know and understand-bow this feat
xvas to be accomplisbed is not to the point.

By fuis time bie bad leaped off the car steps and was
awakenied from his revery by the cbeery voice of bis old
college friend.

" Hello Dick, old boy. Glad to see you. How are
you ? Awfully glad yon came. We weren't quite sure
you wouldni't after ail spend Christmas scribbling iii tbose
wretcbed quarters of yours, and Marion wvas preparing aIl
sorts of invectives against your non-appearance. Genii
now-a-days can walk over aIl conventionalities as they
please and be lionized for it. This way ;you are to come
with me in the cart, jack will look after the rest. You
didn't see anyone you knexv, did you, coming down ?"

Dick was really glad to see bis old friend, but lus
answers to the friendly inquiries about his success and in-
terests, and to the old-time reminiscences seemed decidedly
vague, aiîd bis maniier pre-occupied. However, tbey
were now approaching the borne of bis friend and tie
scene of the gaieties for the ensuing week, and it was
absolntely necessary to waken up.

It was nearly time for dinner, so Dick was shown to
bis roomn to dress after a hurried greeting to bis bostess.
Soon after lie was tbe centre of an adnîiring circle ini the
drawing-room, receiving aIl the attentions tbat American
youth can heap upon a favorite ; but this agreeable way

of passing the tinie xvas interrupted by bis hostess break-
ing ini anid carrying hinu off to be introcluced to somne one
else.

'It is nuy cousin, Mr-. H-enderson. Poor girl, slîe lost
bier father al little wvlile ago and sbe was grieving f'or lîim
so tliat 1 tliouglît she xvas getting- a little morbid, s0 1 just
made lier cone. She is uised to haviiig sucli a gay time
tbat she was mnissino- it very miucl. Yon must take lier
iîto diniicr. 1 know you wvill like lier. Everybody doos."

Ilereupori be raised lus eyes and sa teMadonna,
looking lovelier tban ever in lber simuple black evening
gown. Could it be possible tliat the gods bad prepared
for hl, unwortliy as lie WvaS, suclI an l10onor, so coniplete,
so overxvbelmiing, so Lunlooked for ! He felt tliat lie xvas
acquittin-îg liiîself vcry clunîsily, but wbat could lie say
fiat wvoi ild be wortlîy of sucli a listener ? H-e ran
tlirougb1 tbe xvlole c'atalogue of poets anîd called on
tue sliade of ecd to lîelp imii ; tbeu lie glanced up
at bier. Ali ! surely tliose brilliaiit, far-reacliing eyes
could pierce tbrouLîý1- fie enignias of Browning,
could soften over the lyrics of WJordswortb, could sparkle
in sympafîy witb every sentinment, every passion of the
buman lieart. Nothiiîg xvas beyoiîd the reacb of tbose
exquisite orbs.

Fortunately sbe did not wail so long for a subject
suitable to tue mniglty brain of bier conipanion. Suie broke
n on lus soliloqlies Wvith al clear, sweet voice that cluarmed
as ni uIcb as bier face.

"Mr. Henderson ? Ali, 1 was woiidering aIl the way
down on tbe train wlucre 1 had seen your face aiid I
couldn't remnember. But of course it was inii amnagazine,
likely. Von live iii New York n's-eps"Mr. Heiuder-
son ? It is so strange we hiave iîever met before. 1 am
sure niost of tbe girls in o ur set know you. Don't you
adore New York, Mr. H-enderson ?" Dick wasn't certain
tlîat lie was so frantically fonid of tbat place, btit lue would
have said so, if lie liad bad time. '' 1bave lived tbere
ail my life nearly, and 1 would simply die if 1 hiad to go
anywbere else," tbe fair nympbi continued. Il Before darling
papa's death 1 luad sucu beaps of fun. 1 iîever knew wbat
sadness was, but 1 have bad so riîch trouble, don't you
know."-A heart-rending littie sigb punctuated bier sen-
tence.-"' It xvas always my prayer from muy earliest cbild-
bood, that 1 migbit die before dear papa, and tiier xvhen 1
lost lîim 1 thouglît 1 suou Id really die too, and I don't
knoxv bow 1 can ever live witbout binu. Von know last
year,"-îere sbe brighteiîed up a litte-'' 1 had sucb a
lovely time , it was niy flrst seasoiî and 1 was sbown se,
mucli attention. Don't vou love dancing, Mr. Hender-
son ? 1 simply adore it, but of course," sbe added bastily
witb a ratlier amibiguons sigb, 'I can't dance for a wbile
nlow. But you write, do you not ? How encbanting it
must be to be able actually to write stories. 1 have read
some of your books and 1 liked them ever so miucli, especi-
ally the last one, but 1 neyer nnderstood wby yon didn't
make tbemn marry ini thîe enîd. It's sncb a stupid ending
liaving tlien die, and it made me cry like everythiiig.
Did you really copy yotir plot from Ronuco and juliet ? 1
just tiougbt you did," as Dick nodded assent, Il it ended
s0 like it, and 1 thouglit it was so awfully clever of yon,
don't you know."

IDick smiled grimly to bimself, IlI wasn't mistaken
about lier wonderful literary insiglht at any rate."

After tue ladies bad left the dining-room, Dick's
quiet and tbougbtfnl manner brouglît down on himself the
good-humored bantering of tbe gentlemen.

IlHaven't succnmbed so snddenly have you Hender-
son ?


