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THE FEE OF THE DIOSCURI.

Loud the muluight revel roared
Tu the home of Cranou’s lord.
Lytes were ringing, Hute: re shrifling,
Fuuned in hywer-wreathud bowls the glowing

wine.
Torehes

shing through the hall
Lit t} tnor on the wall—
Stout Chaleidian Bades and haees,
Shiehl mnd helm and cuirass, vanged in line,

[re the mid=t, in princely pride,
With hix Kinsmer nt his side,

Lay proud Sceopag, lord of Cranon,
On Milesinu purples conched ot eave,
Then, with hadf-uplifted hand,
Searcely deigning to coammanid,

Al the nngquet’s din he silenced,
Beekoning to the bhard Simonides,

Hel the swan of Doriawn cong,
With the common feasters’ throng
Lay, uot wholly mingling, silent,
Musing great thoughts in his poet heart,
Slowly, ot the chief’s commund,
Nearthe throne he took his stand,
Ar who wakes from dremins of heaven,
On dull enrth to play o mere man’s part,

Glanciue halt in scorn the while,
Seop miled a prinee’s smile:
“He c¢ now how lyres of Ceos
Skill ro celebrate Thessa
Grudoe me not thy choicest,
What U poct still, men
Crares his fee. U gold thow eravest,
Gold have I for fifty Homers” meeds!

<, my victories."’

e

* Sing my
There he censed. Simonides
Wrenthed his hrow with bays, and lightly
Ban his hand in prelude throwgh the chonds,
1 he ehanted how in fight
¢ tanved i

ravaged Tempe:
on vitnqui<hed Phera?’s lords,

Tribute &

Now anobler music flows,
For to worthier thewes he ros

Dwelt i n's mes
v his

“in earhi
r stemmed the yieldin
Polvdences in Therpnae A

Thus with plumes of teinmph decked his brow !’

Then in melting strains he told

All that sweet ¢ of nld—
Of the twi 1,

Cat bow in strife
:and at his grave
Palydeuces gave,
is inortal hrother,
talt Bis own imanorial fife

flow the prison honds of hell
From reviving Cistor fell
And, theneeforth, the Twing alternaie
Life in Heaven and denth in Hades share @
How their hero spirits reign,
Worshipped in Olympia’s finne:
And theiv ‘Cwin Staro’er the Fzean
(Heaming grants the storm-vexed seman’s prayer

Sreatthiess hung the sobered throng
On the nugice o the song,
Only Cranon’s lord ungracious
Deemed his praise by praise of others mnrred.
*Priend,” he sne “Aake helf thy fee:
Helf thy sony w fen Lo me:
Lt thy Twins, thy Dioscuri, .
PPy, themselves, their shave of thy reward.””

At the hratal prince’s jest
Ench sleek courtier siniled his best,
Buta Voice came: ** Ceinn stranger,
At the door two horsemen ask for thee.”
Fven s he beft the hall
Down it erashed upon them all:
Al but him, That Voiee hal saved hin,
Thus the Dioseuri paid their fee.

Fraxews Davio Mower, in Hearper's.

NEAVLS, NANSE, & NEAVIES.

BY ZADEL BALUNES GUSTAFSON.

At about 10.30 in the morning of the 3uth of
December, 1881, young William Nanse sat at
his desk in the ceunting-room of the publishing
firm of Neaves, Neville, & Neaves-—¢ N., N.. &
N.,” as the employés shortened it.

The window at his left looked out on one of
the busiest sections of Oxford Street, or wonld
have looked out but that o thick chocolate-
colored fog hid everything save the sounds of
confusion going on in it.

Nause looked up from the heap of papers on
his desk, and called to an oflice-boy, “ Sam, let
me know the woment Mr. Neaves comes in,”

“ Yessiv; 'e’s—'¢e’s u-comin’ now, sir.”

Nanse swung round in his chair, and rose
quickly. A middle-aged gentlemon of almost a
military lirmmness of bearing wasapproaching the
eounting-room, surrendering his overcoat to an
attendant ns he moved. Nuanse met him at the
door,

“ Mr. Neaves, can you give me a few mo-
ments, sir " he asked.

“This morning ¥

¢ Yoy, siry U'dlike Lo getit over,”

Mr. Neaves drew out his watch.  ““Come to
me at cleven —uo, suy five minntes past, pre-
cisely ;" and he passed on to his private oflice.

Nanse returned to his desk, and rapidly sorted
and arranged the papers there. The minutes
dragged, the minntes liew, and he was cold and
hot by turns. Tle wrote on a fresh envelope,
* Miss Lulie Featherfew, 99 Marleybone Road,”
considered it with a heavy frown for a moment,
and tossed it into the wasle.basket, with a deep,
impatient sigh. ““ No,” he muttered, * it’s dane
and ended, and in o few moments 1 shall have
cut the bridge behind me.”

When it wauted but thirty seconds of the time,
Jjust enough to exactly keep the appointment—
for “XN. of N., N., & N. never waits or keeps
waiting,” was the current saying— Nanse sprang
up, looking a little pale, saluted, in passing, a

handsome, sallow young man with ‘¢ Good-
morning, Hartington,” ecrossed over, tapped at
Mr. Neaves's private office, and was promptly
called in.

The clerk who received the mail entered the
counting-room and laid aletter on Nanse's desk®
Hartington, whose desk was next beyond that
of Nanse, observed this, and drew indolently
near.

e stood perhaps & full minute mechanically
twisting his long davk mwoustache and looking at
the letter. Then, first throwing a slow, careful,
keen glance around him, he picked from the
waste-basket the discarded envelope Nanse had
addressed to Miss Featherfew, and slipping into
it the letter from Nanse’s desk, sealed and put
it in his breast pocket. He then laid down an-
other letter in place of the one he had just re-
moved, and went to his desk: There he seemed
to become almost immediately absorbed in his
work, yet had any one taken him by the hand it
would have betrayed his agitation. '

In his private oflice Mr. Neaves, sitting with
his hat ofl, his shoulders squared, his thick iron-
gray hair pushed back from his forehead, was a
man well worth looking at. If you had been
going to describe him essentially in three words,
you would have said, ‘‘Business, experience,
heart”—a reversal of the usual order of things.

“Well, my boy,” said the head of the firm,
motioning to a chair, *‘ what is it? By your
looks it's trouble, so let us get it behind us as
soon as may be.”

“I’1n going away, sir, exclaimed Nanse, speak-
ing with difliculty. Then, aftera moment’s si-
lence, hethrew up his head and went on rapidly:
“¢] can’t explain, and 1 hope you’ll not think
bardly of me, sir, but I must go away; and if
you had the man you wanted in my place, 1
should beg you to let me ofl’ at once—to-day. But
of course 1 don’t ask that, omly, sir, if you'll
please arrange it as soon as you can, it will be
the greatest kindness to me, sir.”

*“This is a strange request—very,” said Mr.
Neaves. After a considerable pause, “Is your
mi»d quite made up ¥’ .

“Quite.”

“We have been thinking lately of some
changes in which you are interested. Don’t in-
terrupt me, but listen. With the new year Mr.
Neville, who is rich enough, and tired of busi-
ness, goes out of the firm by agreement. You
have been with us some time ; you know the
business ; you suit us; and we have made up
our minds to offer you 2 place in the firm, be-
ginning with the new year. See!”—pushing a
proof slip toward him-—¢¢* Neaves, Nanse, &
Neaves. 1t looks well ; it sounds well ; we think
it will be¢ well.”

Nanse had risen and taken the slip, and now
stood quite mute, and very red in the face,

“ Come,” resumed the older man; * you've
made me crack the shell a day sooner than I
wanted ; but young folks always do force mat-
ters a little. Come, mnow, doesn’t this change
things a bit! Can’t you explain ¢ Or, better
yet, let explanations go, and you stay.”

*“ Oh, Mr. Neaves, all this makes it horribly
hard for me,” suid young Nanse, beginning to
tremble like a girl ; ¢ but—but it doesn’t chunge
things at all. Do you believe how grateful—"

“ One word,” broke in Mr, Neaves—‘‘are you
dissatisfied with me, with us, with anything
here ?7

‘ No, sir—never, sir.”

““ Yery well, I'll look up a man, and let you
ofl' as soon as [ can.”” Mr. Neaves had already
turned to his desk, but he stopped the young
man in the doorway; ‘“Stay! Your address—
I might want to use it—is with Miss Ingram,
isn't it ?”  Mr. Neaves shot one of his keenest
glances with this simple question.

““No, sir; I left my aunt’s 2 month ago. I'm
stopping in Guildlord street.” Ile was so con-
fused that he did not give the number ; and Mr.
Neaves, who was not at all confused, ignored the
omission, and occupied the next sixty seconds
in writing a note, which was delivered by the
postman that same night at 99 Marlebone
Road.

Nanse looked very tired as he sat down once
more to his desk. ““It’s an ill turn you have
done me, Lulie Featherfew,"” he muttered, under
his breath, ““and I hope youw’ll be satisfied with
your work.” Then observing the note which
Hartington had left on his desk, he opened it,
read it twice, tore it into tiny bits, and drawing
toward him a sheet of plain business note, wrote
a {ew lines, inclosed, addressed, and stumped it,
with an air of tinulity and dejection.

“ Shall T post your letter for you 2 said Hars-
ington, turning to him at that instant. *I’'m
just going myself.”

This note also was delivered that same night
at 99 Marlebone Road, and the house-maid took
them up to the drawing-room floor, dropped a
courtesy, and handed them to Miss Betsy Ann
lugram—a pearl of a maiden lady, with slightly
silvered brown hair, blue eyes, and delicate skin
set off by o dress of silver-gray silk. To the
young lady seated near her at the same table,
knitting with searlet wools, the house-maid gave
a third letter. .

This young lady was exceedingly fair to look
upon, by reason of a sort of witchery which was
neither of eyes, hair, complexion, nor shape.
The free-spirited gazeand certain movements of
the mouth indicated great pride and willfulness,
yet soltness and generosity too.

Miss Ingram’'s letters were short,

"The Vriefest one ran thus :

“Drar Miss INaraM,—Telegraph if you can
not see me at eleven o’clock to-morrow, the 31st.

“Yours truly,

Narnaxien NEAVES.

The other note vead :

“ DEAR AUNT,—You mean most kindly, but
you don’t know Miss Featherfew’s mind. 1 do;
so let us leave it. Assoon as Mr. Neaves can
supply my place, I am going away—to America,
I think. Iam so sorry you must be vexed by
this, but it can’t be avoided. Of course, if you'll
be alone, I'll come and see this old year out with
you, as we've been used to do_ever since I can
remember. Don't think that I shall ever forget
how good you've always been to me—more than
a second mother, God knows. But when I come,
don’t let us speak about Miss TFeatherfew,
please.

Yours, WiLL.

“P.S.—I hope (Lulie, carefully scratched
out) * Miss Featherfew is well.”

Miss Ingram slipped the letters into her
pocket ; a smile had at the last crept into the
anxious expression of herface. Taking up a copy
of the Gentleman's Magyazine, she glanced over
the top of it at her companion, whose head was
a little bent, but not more than was natural in
picking out a tangle in the skein.

It rose again to its natural willful poise, and
the fingers followed the needles lightly along the
scarlet meshes. A vivid color had come into the
young cheeks within the last few moments, and
the fine white line marking the outer crimson of
the lips showed that some powerful excitement
was being resolntely repressed.

Whatever her letter had been, she had got it
quickly into her pocket.

“Little Minx ¥ murmured Miss Ingram,
mentally, ‘1 know that letter was from "Will,
and she knits away as if she hadn’t any heart,
and as if I hadn’t any either.” i

The next instant the naid announced ¢ Mr.
Hartington, ma'am,” and in walked the hand-
some sallow young man with the voluminous
dark moustache who had taken to the post at
least one of the letters that might delivered in
Miss Ingram’s drawing-room.

Mr. Hartington was received by Miss Ingram
with quiet courtesy slightly shaded with anxiety;
by the young lady with an unusual show of
cordiality. .

“ I thought I might meet Nanse here,’”” he
said, replying to Miss Ingram’s vague inquizy if
all were going on well at the office.

¢ Oh dear no,”’ exclaimed Miss Featherfew,
quickly. ¢ Mr. Nanse seldom comes here now.
He is too busy, of course, and then he is likely,
we hear, to make quite a rise in life soon™”

““Lulie ¥’ cried Miss Ingram. It was won-
derful how intensely willful the girl could look
while so quietly slipping along the needles in
her work; but neither of them observed the
¢ Ah 1 of relief which had eseaped Mr. Harting-
ton on being assured that Mr. Nanse was not
likely to be there.

A veiled and confused blending of curiosity,
caution, interest, calculation, passion, and re-
solve strangely animated his face and manner
during the rest of the interview.

‘ So yeu have heard of it ?”” he asked, looking
at thein alternately. ‘¢ Well, then, I suppose I
am free to speak.”

‘ Yes, pray tell us everything, Mr. Harting-
ton,” said Miss Ingram, eagerly. *¢ You know
how good and true my nephew is, and how much
I care for the least things concerning him. But
his modesty makes him reserved.”

¢ Oh, Mr. Hartington,” said Miss Feather-
few, crossing to the piano, and taking up some
music, *‘1 have that lovely Hungarian air at
last. Do come and sing it for me. We can hear
about Mr. Nanse later, can’t we, aunt ?’ with a
challenging llash of the eye.

f“If you don’t mind,” said Mr. Hartington,
‘“ I would like to speak now, dear Miss Feather-
few, because—because now we are alone, and I
am afraid I may have to give some pain. Later,
some one might drop in, you know,”

*“ O, very well I said Lulie coldly, resuming
}:l.er seat and her work wtth an air of abstrac-

ion.

Miss Ingram, who had grown a little pale,
gave her whole attention to their visitor. *“Yes,”
said she, ‘‘ we have heard—that is, 1 have known
some little time—that Mr. Neaves was thinking
of taking Will into partnership soon ; a great
thing for him, dear boy, so young as he is, but
he richly deserves it.”

Hartington looked at her a moment, then
said, with a burst of emotion : * You know how
much I have always liked Nanse, and I am so
grieved to have to tell you— By Jove! he
ought to come and tell you himself."

“ What is there to tell me P’ eried Miss In.
gram, in a changed voice. “ Speak out at
once."”

Lulie Featherfew laid down her knitting,
‘Yes, do pray speak out, Mr. Hartington,” said
she, in a soft, steady tone. ‘“We should never
know anything of Will's doings if you didn't
tell us”’—with a look at her aunt.

““Why, he's going away out of the country,”
exclaimed Hartington.

“ Oh, yes, he’s written to meabout that,” said
Miss Ingram, with a retorting glance at her
niece.

Il'“ B}lt be's going awny in spite of Mr. Neaves's
offer of —"

““Mr. Neaves hasnot made the offer,” inter-
rupted Miss Ingram ; ‘“he does not intend to
make it till the day after to-morrow—New-
Year’s,” -

‘¢ Oh yes, he has, though ; I happen to know
that the mutter of the partnership was proposed
to Nanse this very day; and—and afterward
Mr, Neaves withdrew it, and Nanse is to leave,
and we think—they say at the office—that he
must have doue something ‘very wrong ; that's
what’s whispered at the oflice.”

¢ What's whispered ¥’ demanded Miss In-
gram, T want to know every word about it,
Mr. Hartington ; I want to know exactly what
is said.”

“Well, there's been a good deal of talk for
weeks back. Nanse has been very gloomy and
absent-minded, and now they think that he’s—
You know he’s had all things in his own hands
in the counting-room.”

¢ Ah I” gasped Mrs. Ingram, ‘‘ you mean
that they dare insinuate my boy would steal—
that’s the plain English of what you are telling
me. And you—you Mr. Hartington, his old
friend—vou have thrown back their base lies in
their teeth 1”

Hartington recoiled a little, cast down his
eyns, and remained pensively silent.

Nothing could have affected Misz Ingram more
than this air of disinterested regret. Sherecalled
the note from Mr. Neaves —couched, indeed,
like so many of its predecessors ; but could it
perhaps have this heavy meaning?

There was o rustle of the silver-gray silk. Miss
Ingram had left her chair, and sunk on one knee
at Hartington’s side, and there she spoke, in a
low, broken voice : “ Your silence is terrible. I
do not care for what people may say who do not
and ean not know my nephew ; but you, his cld
friend, yon know him—obstinate, high.spirited,
and wayward, but true as fine gold ; and if he
has in haste, by some nccident which perhaps
palsies him with unforeseen consequences, done
anything—if you have any reason for the hor-
rible fear you give me—'"  Sobs interrupted her
pleading ; she crept back to her chair, and cov-
ered her face with her hands,

At that instant Hartington looked up with a
sudden start. Lulie Featherfew had come around
from the table and taken his hand in an almost
powerfully nervous grip. She was quite pale,
her voice was steady and sofr.

¢ Come, Mr. Hartington,” said she, and drew
him—his hot fingers closing passionately around
her cold hand—into a curtained recess. i

“ Now,” said Lulie, in a voice that shook a
Jittle for the first time that evening, ‘‘what has
Will done, and how can we help him out of
it ¥’

*¢ Miss Featherfew—Lulie—you must let me
say something else first. Nanse and I have
been friends, but we are rivals, and we agreed to
give each othera fair field.” .

¢ Oh, Mr. Hartington, is this giving him a
faiv field ¥’ she murmured, putting her free hand
to her eyes. .

The young man breathed fast and heavily.
* Wait—hear me out. He has done—I'm bound
by solemin oath not to tell what he has dome.
but—but if you’ll promise me that you'll be my
wife, I can and I will clear him.”

A ghiver ran through her, an outburst seemed
on her lips, but she checked it, and presently
said, ¢ Come to-morrow night and 1 will answer
you, but please leave me with my aunt now.”
He drew her close, aud covered her hands with .
kisses. ‘“ Go! go at once !” she gasped, widsly
averting herhead.

When the door had closed upon him she ran
across the room and lociced it, then turned and
flung herself at Miss Ingram’s feet, straining her
arms around her knees, and broke ount in grief
so wild and passionate that the older woman was
frightened into calmness.

¢ Oh, aunt, do anything, everything you like
tome ! Itisall my fault., I'm the worst, the
wickedest girl that ever lived! Oh, what can
Will have done? Whatever it is, I drove him
to it. And this—this man, his friend, will help
him out of it if I'll marry him. Oh,” laughing
wildly, ¢ of course I will! He’s inuch tro good
for me ; but, oh! I hate him so. Ah, I could
cut my hands off! And 1do love Will | I have
loved him more and more, every day, every
hour, of this wicked time that I’ve been so crue
to him, and driven him to despair 1’ ‘

“Tell me how it all happened, child,” said
Miss Ingram, putting her arms kindly round
the struggling girl.

¢ Oh, it was all my vile temper—my vile,
vile, hateful pride. He didn’t like me to waltz
with Mr. Hartington, and when I said I would,
he got angry, and said that—that any modest
girl would know instinctively that he was not
the right sort of man to be so familiar with. And
then I'lost my temper quite, and I gave him back
his ring, and told him I hoped he’d find a girl
modest enough to be Mrs. Nanse some day.
And I knew Mr. Harrington was looking on, so
1 spoke up loud to vex Will the more, and then
I went off and danced every round dance with
Mr. Harrington. But that’s not the worst’’—
pushing back her loosened hair from her flushed
wet face. ~ ““The next day will came—yon re-
member, for it was then he sent for his things
away from here—and he spoke so kindly, and
begged me to forgive him, and said I had made
him so jealous he couldn’t help himself ; and
then he tried to put the ring on my hand again ;
but I wouldn’t let him, and I laughed and told
him to keep it for the future Mrs. Nanse ; that
I thought Mr. Harrington could find a ring that
would do well enough for me.”

¢ Oh,’how could you {" cried Miss Ingram,
drawing back a little. She could not help re-
senting this for her nephew. But Lulie canght
her hands and sobbed out :

‘1t you were only in love yourself, you'd un-
derstand how a girl could be awtully wicked and
yet want to be good all the time, and—and wish
somebody would manage her and make her be-
have. If he'd only kept the ring in his hand one
instant longer I should have snatched it and
kissed it before his eyes, and if he had only
wg.ited a moment I should have got over my
wicked pride and thrown my arms around him ;




