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3BITTERS things that would have seemed forward and native, seems equally impossible. I have 

anmaidenly in other girls, in Ida seemed so set the police on the track. but 1 am utter- 
ample and artless and unconscious that you ly ba filed and bewildered."
could not be disgusted with her. I can not pretend to describe the scene

just stood before him, with eyes halfdown- 
cast, half averted, but with fear and sus- 
p cion and distrust written so legibly on 
every feature that the young man must 
havebeen blind indeed not to read that silent 
language. Not a word of welcome, not a 
question as to where he had been, nothing 
but that confused, blushing silence which 
the most et sily deluded lover could never 
have mistaken for the timidity of love and 
jy I think Mark was bewildered 

<1 first. Lut as he stood and gazed at 
her, gradually the meaning of it all grew 
plain to himm, and his expression changed. 
I saw il • ■ pride and calm contempt slowly 
rise and over flow his face, as it were, as a 
wave no \ spread slow ly over a low flat 
when the tide comes in. 1here was no. 
anger in his look, no resentment. He 
seemed only like one who wakens alertly 
from a pleasant dream and realizes that it

in all weathers, and coming back pale an* 
tired, but with never a complaint from her firm. MY GEORGIE.
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I have been asked tn tell the story : but. if little lips, and always with a bright smile and » 
I tell it at all, it must be in my own way. I’m cheerful word for "Aunt Jennie,’’ as she to 

an old woman now, and if I ramble and calls me, I believe the child really does lov. 
maunder at times, why, perhaps you me; and so does Ida, only hers is a different 
would .io the same if you were sixty years old. sort of love. You feel that if you were away. 
It wasn’t necessary tosee through a millstone Isla would love a stick, or stone, or any thing 
to see that one of the gills loved him with her that might happen to be in jour place i but 
whole heart, while the othe — Hut there ! I Georgie would never forget you—never. The 
have got into the middle of the story, and young man is Mark Drayton, and he is only a 
haven't told you the beginning yets clerk in my brother’s store, but lor all that, he

There wasn’t any great harm in Ida-1 ba of good tith and breeding. The wheel ° 
lieve that thoroughly -but the child was too fortune has strange ups and downs, an a I be wa-

Of course there was ‘nothing for Mr. that followed this announcement. I know 
Dray ton to do but to say that lie would be that for a moment there was dead silence 
relighted to escort I.er. I caught one ••• the room. We were all, 1 think too 
swift glance from Georgie’s eyes, and then much shocked and stunned to speak. Ida 
I remembered that he was to have taken still stood in the middle of the floor, with 
er on that very evening to hear a cele- a face from: which every vestige of colour 
rated pianist who was setting the whole had fled. Then Georgie came forward, 
ity wild: lut Georgie did not speak. She and, as if her movement had snapped the 
vas only a* fiend and a sister, and 8)) II, the silence broke up suddenly—ques- 
must learn to be quietly put aside when lions, surmises, doubts, suspicions, set 
others claimed his services. Perhaps th asile as soon as formed, for none of us 
young insn’s conscie nee smote him a little, could really suspect of any evil doing the 
(r he was unusually gentle and attentive young man whom we had known so long 
in his ways to Georgie that evening, and ! 
heard him say.

much of a kitten to know her, own mind, glad enough of the place when Mr. Merton 
Pretty ? Oh yes, very pretty, even to my old sought it °it nil offered it to him, in memory 
eyes; just the sort of beauty that old agelof early benefits which he had received Iron, 
likes, with plenty of light and color about it— young Drayton’s father. Neither of them had 
great soft .lark eyes, and heaps of dark tangled any reason to repent the step, for Mark had 
hair, and the bloom of the damask rose on her proved,o be steady and honorable, with rare 

flashes of what was almost like a genius for

and so well. But all came back to the one 
horrible, unanswerable question, Where 
could he be ?"You know, Georgie, that he will be 

here for some time, and any night will do 
for him, but Nilsson may not appear as 
Marguerite again.".

‘Oh yes, it is all right. I quite under- 
stand, ’ raid Georgie; and if his ear was 
not quick enough to detect the little quiver 
in her voice, nor his eye sharp enough to 
see the flutter of her lip, though my old 
eyes and ears could perceive both, whose 
fault was that?

Love is blind, they say; but a calm, 
friendly indifference is blinder than ans 
mole.

I scarcely saw Georgie the next day, but

I can only tell the story from my own
was but a dream. And then—then hepoint of view, and there is no use in my

lying to enter into the details of the po- turned to my Georgie at last, and over his 
lice search, of the rewards offered, of the face there came a glow and a light such as

soft oval cheeks. She was a good little thing 
in the main, but fanciful and flighty and cap- 
r cions as i will-s-the-wisp, and with a whole

business, if there can be such a-tiling. He 
had risen steadily, until it was quite understood 
that next year he was to be a partner in the

clews which they had found, but which in-'I had never seen there before, as he said, 
variably led to nothing. Had the earth simply,
opened and swallowed up Mark and that But Georgie believed in me." 
mysterious woman, they could not have And she went to him and wept her heart

disappeared more utterly. The detective awry in his encircling arms, and 1 drew 
system was a mystery past our compre- Ida softly away and left them. Young 
hension, and we could do nothing but sit 6 merby had had sense enough to take 
at home and wait, deluded with fresh himself off before. So Georgie had won
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play to see that dainty, luxurious little creature | of Merton and Co. All things considered, le 
sitting there in her silks and laces, talking would not have Leen such a bad match for Ida, 
about self-sacrifice and the pleasure of working only thal 1 knew the child did not care about 
and economizing for the man one loved. Work | him, and there was Georgie breaking her proud, 

patient little heart for his sake, and nobody

foolish little brain. Il was really as good as a

and economy, forsooth ! and she knew about 
as much of either as a mollusk does of 
algebra. Not that 1 know what a mollusk is—7 
Heaven forbid!— but it seems to be the fashion

hopes of sickened by fresh fears as 
1er day crept slowly on.

day af- not much of a prize after all. to my think­
ing; but if she was satisfied, that was allsaw it but one old woman, who had been

through it all herself, and knew what it meant. that was necessary.Ida was in and out, bright and blithe as 
it ‘vas hard enough for her sometimes, but she, usual. When the evening came, both the 
was not the one to fret or bemoan herself. |g ris were in the drawing room. Ida was 

of course the young man was caught by Ida’s radiant. Iler dress was of black silk, but 
witcheries, for the little puss was as fond of all tricked off with soft fine laces, with 
admiration as a cat is of sparrows, and spared flecks of scarlet hero and there. Scarlet 

fuchias nodded in her hair and dropped at 
her dainty throat. Georgie looked like a 
pale shadow beside her, in her soft gray 
gown, unrelieved by a single dash of c. for.

You understand thal, apart from the 
horror of the mystery so 
into our midst, my heart was wrung 
Georgie, bearing her burden of anguish

Of course was dying to hear Mark’ssuddenly thrust
for story, but I had not the heart to intrude 

-so upon them. When he did tell it at last, 
patiently. Day by day her little face l it seemed more like a crazy dream than a

now to talk the most of what you understand 
the least. Yes, Ida was a nice little thing, 
bright and good-natured, and generous in an 
impulsive, open handed way ; but, bless you! 
she had about as much power of loving in her 
as a kitten. She could like people and be 
fond of them, and all that sort of thing, as 
long as everything was smooth and pleasant : 
but at the first touch of adversity—puff! her 
little rush-light of love was out with a whiff, 
instead of burning up clearer and stronger and 
fiercer for the blast, as it ought to do if it were 
the right sort.

What is the use of being hard upon the child, 
though, for what she could no more help than 
she could the mole upon her cheek, which 
troubled her so? Love is a gift and a talent, 
like any other. Some people have it and some 
people haven’t, and whether it is a gift to be 
prayed for or not is a question my poor old 
brain cannot pretend to settle. 1 believe in it 
yet, old as I am, and 1 believe in insanity, but 
it’s precious little I've seen of cither the one 
or the other. They say we are all crazy, more 
or less, only in most people it never comes out 1 
very strong, and perhaps its much the same| 
with love. I suppose most of us have more or I 
less of the commodity lying about us, ready to 
be squandered on anybody that comes along.

grow paler and thinner, and the wistful, 
yearning look deepened in her eyes, and 
her lips were more firmly set in their re

sober, matter-of-fact episode of the nine 
teenth century. When he got into theno pains to fascinate hi.J. I wonder that the : carriage with Mrs. D Arieton, she, it seems, / 
began to talk in so brilliant and fascinat-two girls continued as good friends as

but 1 think Georgie saw that Ida was
Ihey did; 
not real

solute line. But I knew that her dread 
was only of his death ; I knew that shad- ing a manner that he did not notice the 

direction in which they were driving 
until they stopped before a large building, 
which he recognized as the lunatic asylum. 
Requesting him to wait for a few minutes, 
as she had business ins de, she left him. 
Shortly afterwards he was greeted politely 
by the doctor in charge, who came to the 
carriage and addressing him as Mr. D’Aric* 
ton, requested him to step out for a minute. 
Mark disclaimed the name but for this Dr. 
Langley was prepared, as Mrs. D’Arleton 
had told him that her husband was the 
victim of a strange hallucination, believing 
himself a clerk in the house of Merton and 
Co., and giving Ids name as Mark Dray, 
ton. Recognizing the trap set for him, 
Mark, by his own account, lost ids bead 
for the moment, knocked down one or two 
of the men who advanced to seize him, and 
conducted himself generally so like a 
lunatic that there was no room for doubt 
of Mrs. D’Arieton's story in any mind. 
Of course he was overpowered at last and

ly to blame, and was only acting out her nature, 
in perfe. t ignorance of the deadly hurt which 
she was inflicting upon her friend. For though 
Georgie had told her of her long, long friend-

ow of a doubt of his truth and honor hadbut, to my eyes, so sweet and fair in her
■ rave, quiet composure.

W ell, the evening crept slowly on, and
Ida grew impatient, flashing hither andiat first, was the most wretched of us, and 
thither in her quick, restless way, while yielded to her feelings without restraint, 
Georgie, half hidden in the shadow of the: But when the first horrible shock was

ever crossed her mind.
And how was it with Ida ? The child.

ship with Mark Drayton when he was only a
4 * poor struggling clerk, she had never told of 

the looks and words and ways with which he 
had won away her heart before either of them 
knew it. Not that the young man was dis- 
honorable either. She had been his only friend 
in those days, you see. That was while lier 
widowed mother was still living and Georgie

P curtains, knitted on steadily at some piecelover—-how shall I express it ? I think 
of soft fleecy work, apparently unmoved, the long misery of suspense bored her.— 
The carriage had been waiting at the door. She could never endure ennui, and sad and 
tor an hour, and still no sign of Mark. : slacking as it may be, there is a certain 

Just as Ida was for the fortieth time ap. dreadful ennui in all protracted grief. She 
pealing to us to know if‘it were not the grew tired of it. tired of waiting and 
strangest thing we ever heard of, and hoping and tearing, tired of our sad faces, 
where in the world could The | e, the door ! tired, most of all, of the long strain ot 
opened, and Mr. Melton entered. A tall, grief on her light, careless nature. .So at 
fine looking num was this brother of mine, : last it was really a relief to her to open 
with silver hair and clear blue eyes, andiher ears to the rumors and suspicions 
the port and hearing of a gentleman of the which circulated among those who did not 
old school, with the polished courtesy of know Mark as we did. It justified her in 
that by-gone class too, and the dignified, casting aside the show of sadness, which 
calm which scarce anything could ruffe. I had alendy ceased to le anything but a 
So it startled us to see a shadow on his show, and when a doubt was once enter- 
face which deepened after the quick tained, it was easy for it to become a set- 
glance which he cast around the room. itel: ngry conviction.

"W hat is the matter brother Paul?" 1 Well, time passed on, as it always does, 
asked; and both girls looked up. $ whether its foot falls on lores or on break-

I am vexed and puzzled,’ was his reling hearts. We were all collected in the 
I ply—a most unusual one for him, -I : drawing room. How well I remember the 

to fear that cause in hoping against hope to find Mark .scene ! The room was lighted only by 
Dray ton here. You have seen nothing of the wood fire, which sent its fine flickers 

him ?" a wavering over floor and ceiling. Georgie

A

was living with her. It was not till after her
M mother died that the girl came to Mr. Merton’s 

house. Sympathy and friendship are very 
sweet, and Georgie had been patient and ten
der and true, and the young man had learned 

sister, and perhaps a!-to think of her 
most to love her :as something more, but it all
seemed so hopeless that he spoke.
And then he met Ida, any wns dazzled and
bewitched by her, and so Georgie was eclipsed as he jakeo 1he building, catching a glimpse

tude of Litter but most becoming grief. 
She had taken the precaution to pay his 
board a month in advance, thus securing 
his detention long enough to allow her to 
escape with her booty. - As time went on 
and be became calmer, his entreaties to be 
confronted with Mr, Murton, which at 
first hand been treated as mere ravings, 
began to make more impression. At last 
Dr. Langley meeting Mr. Merton accident-

for a while— only for a while, I felt sure, if hePeople in genera! are satisfied to dribble it out, 
here a little and there a little, until it is all and Ida could be kept from committing them 
gone, and nobody the better for it —or the selves until both had had time to wake up 
worse. Once in a while, though, you comet from their bolish dream.
across somebody who has hoarded up the whole Tha, evening, though, I began
stock, and kept it intact until the one comes the rush young things would take matters into 
along wlio claims it all. Is that the better their own hands. Mark always did run about 
way? I’m sure I can’t tell. It all depends the house like a tame ent; there were few 
upon who comes in for it at the end, evenings that did not find him in out drawing-

Georgie was one of that kind, I think : a lit- rnom. No doult it was very good for the 
.Ie mite of a creature, with none of Ida’s young nian, and kept him out of a great deal 
brightness or bloom about her, but taking, in o: mischief, but I could not help thinking 
her way, too, with a look of quiet resolution soimeti.... * that he was not the only one to be 

% about the square chin and firm little mouth, consiste 1(. * hat 'vening Ida exerted all her 
and the wistful yearning spirit that seemed witchery. Such a bright, sparkling little puss 
‘ - always peeping out of the blue gray eyes. Soft as she was when she close ! It was not what 

rown hair, and a fair, quiet little fare that she said; that was well enough in its way, but 
1uM wake up and sparkle with life when......y- neither remarkably wise nor witty, but so en- 
coring stirred of amused her—that was Georgie, forced and pointed by droopings of the long 
third, both Of the girls thought they loved him Inshies, and pouting of the red lips, and flashing 
And? h what there was about him that was , of the dark eyes, and fluttering of the little 
thous, fully attractive I never could see. A white Imnds. that even an old woman like me 
wonder hiking young fellow enough, tall and couldn’t help forgetting for a while what non- 
good-loon, th a brown mustache,and a clear sense the whole thing was, and being carried 
manly, his brown eyes. You see hun away and captivated and fascinated in spite of
frank lookwas he every day, and what there, herself. And all the while my little Georgie 
€I reds as good. 11 17Tn—W ell, well, girls are mysteries, 
was about hint ent from what they were when , . .... . way, ...... I her quaint little words, just the
and very differs n we didn’t consider it proper same as ever, for anyt.... g they could see. And 

guk,about such things. We if I fancied now and then that there was a 
j quick catching of her breath or a passing con-

wavering over floor and ceiling. Géorgie 
sat on a low ottoman. How thin her faceMark Drayton ! Ida listened in earnest
looked as the bright lights and deep had-now, and even Georgie dropped her work..

"It is a most perplexing thing," he wentlows chased each other across il ! She was 
on. "I would stake my life on the young | rested in black, put on, perhaps, poor 
fellows truth and honor; yet what can child : is a silent emblem of the sorrow 
have become of him?" 4 that had almost died into hopelessness.

Become of him ! A perfect hurricane I Ida was at the other side of the room, talk 
of questions arose : only Georgie was si- ling to young Somerby, who had dropped 
lent as death in her obscure corner. Astin, just as she used to talk to Mark, with 
soon as Ida could le induced to listen and the same pretty gestures, the same arch 
let the rest hear, brother Paul told his sto- : inflections, the same soft, ringing laughter.

V. How could she? But it was the child’s
. How that in the morning a lady hid (nature. I dared not forget that, or I should 
entered the store, a lady regal in silks and have bated lier for her fickleness and 
laves, more regal in port and bearing, so ! heart les: noss, 
brother Paul said, tall and fair, with great! Suddenly the door into the hall opened, 
flashing hazel eyes, and hair of palest gold. And who stood there, a black figure sharp 
How that this lady, after inspecting and 1ly defined against the glare of light ? For 
lavishly ordering the richest and costliest an instant we all sale mute and motiless,, 
goods, velvets, silks of every shade, laces, uncertain, I think, whether it was a ghost kUp 
—old point, Honiton, guipure, Mechlin __ for not. For we had become so sure 

sat there, with her pale face and her gentle "enough to dress you from from head to Georgie and I, that he was dead, you see
foot, Ida" —had suddely discovered that though neither of us had breathed the /T Georgie and Mark 
she had forgotten lier purse and check- picion to the other, nor would we h - • ac 
book. In sore perplexity, she had sent 
her card to Mr. Merton —Mrs. Launce D‘ 
Arleton was the name it bore—with a re-
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ally, mentioned the circumstance, and the 
result of course, was Mark's release.

So there is my story, and if it is not ar- 
tistically handled, why, I am an old wo 
man, as I told you, and not used to such 
things. To me the chief interest centred 
in Georgie, and if I have made her the 
principle figure, and richer slurred over
Mark’s adventures, it is jartly for that 
reason and partly becau e, beyond the 
bare outline, we could not get much out 
of him. He had suffered t o much, I sup- 
pose, during his incarceration to let his 
mind drop upon it willingly. Mrs. D’Ar- 
leton was never traced; but whenever we

paper and read of a successful
swindling operation, we look at each other 
and wonder. "Was it she?"

are very happy, if we 
way judge by appearances, and 1 think we 
may, Ida has outgrown her suspicions, 
aml Mark has forgiven her for them, but 
he old glamour is gone forever, which is 

very fortunate for all concerned. And if 
Ida and young Some by should come to 
erins, why, I think it will be a very good 
hing, for there are no heights in the na- 
tire of either alter which the other must

Iknowledged it had we been taxed with it. 
For an instant we sat so, and then with a 
low cry of "Mark ! oh, Mark ! is it you at 
last ?" Georgie sprang for ward, her face 
all lighted up with eager joy and triumph.

But he ? He scarcely noticed her—my 
poor little Georgia! just took her hand 
mechanically as he peered into the shad 
ows,

"Ida!" I exclaimed, sharply,” for the 
child had never stirred, though she saw 
him well enough.

Then she came forward slowly and re- 
Instantly, I think she was frightened, for 
she hated tragedy will) every fibre of he 
nature,and she had been living in the midst 
of it for two weeks, and now its culmina-

was young: The, 
to talk, or even Bi uda gave usin that line" an-l took the goolthe, , about any “wight here 
never vexed our her-
Be - That’s what IIdit, and 1ul none the be 28. .l.at.Ds though, if Georgie’sworse for it now. Perham .. 
father-But that is all over: and done with long 
ago. Sometimes I think, though, that that 
limy be the reason i love the gif so we 
ler, yes, certainly better, than Ida, hough she

Jof
traction of her pretty forehead why, perhaps 
it was only my fancy. I tried to think so, at juest for an interview Explaining thal 

he was obliged to leave town that after- 
2000, she begged him to send a trusty 
clerk in the can iage with lier to receive 
and bring back the money.

"So, said brother Paul, in conclusion. 
"I asked Mark to go as a personal favor. 
It is hardly his business, but 1 thought 1 
could trust him."

all events.
Presently they began to talk of the opera, 

and Ida declared, with lier pretty hand 
clasped, that she adored Nilsson. Didn’t Mr. 
Drayton think she was jusf divine? And oli? 
what would she give to see her in Faust? Some­
how she had never seen her in ti at; and she

strain in vain.
.So my task is done, and now I can lav 

down my pen and take my rest by the 
earth where we have sat, Georgie and I, 
so many times, and where we have both 
dreamed our dreams—I of a darkened past 
she of a darkened future. We dream them

Dmy own niece.
But here 1 am maundering on about " X T 

views and my own thoughts and my own, feel- 
i 12a, and haven't told you who they all are yet. 
Jia you see, is my niece—Ida Merton, BY 
brother’s only child, Georgie is Georgie 
Gresham, a distant connection of Ida’s whin 
lives in the house, lut supports herself by 
giving music lessons. Such a patient, plucky,I 
indomitable little mite as she is trudging out1

"Well, papa 7, said Ida as lie paused.
.Well, that is all," said brother Paul.
"All pi-pa ? but where is Mark ?1
"Ah 1 that is the question. Since he en- 

tered the carriage with Mrs: D’Arlingtot 
nothing has been seen of him. The sum tion in bodily shape stood before her. She 
was a large one,:. d whett er he has yield- did not know what to do. The kitten had 
t ‘eredden tempstation— but that is nothing in her nature to enable her to iise ।......-

foul play; the only alter- to the level of such a crisis as this. She Warth

was sure she must be a perfect Marguerite. 
Did Mr. Drayton know that that was the opera 
for to-morrow night, and perhaps that might be 
(he last time it would be given?

- And Ida stopped, with her hands still clasped 
Ianal her eyes fixed on the young man, j de-

nor : and if her future is bright, 1
-03 beyond and above a future for- mo 

a brightness thatelare I sou’d I Ave boxed her pretty pink ears, 
Georgie could not lave done it; but then impossible.

which is bright with
f can never give.
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