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Fifteen minutes later, as he stood
zlone in his chamber, he opened his
mémorandum book to make an entry
therein; something fell to the floor. As
he bent to find it, he saw only & dried,
-crinkled bunch oi apple-blossoms. Yet
he sat, forgetful of everything else,

azing upon it, until at last two tears
fell plump upon the little dead petals.

nga.tever he had thought of the
countess, she was now forgotten, and
in her place he saw a fresh, slim girl
in white, with pink cheeks and pink
flowers peeping out behind them. He
had that morning decided, his business
being now properly adjusted, to take a
run over to Switzerland, as the count-
-e88 had said she should do. But, in-
stead, he took up his newspaper and
looked at the steam-ship list. = Within
twenty four hours he had engaged a
state-room on a steamer bound for New
York.
. » * » * s * %

A jar, a crash, a shudder felt from
stem to stern, and Alene was wide-
awekein & trice. People were rush-
ing on deck—everybody was frantic—
what had happened?

They had collided with another steam-
er, and their own ship was siowly fll-
ing and sinking.

At length it was discovered that the
other ship was comparatively unin-
jured, and boats were put out, and the
throng of terrified passengers convey-
-ed as rapidly as possible to the other
vessel.

With no baggage and little clothing,
_Just as they had fled from their ' state-
rooms, they were conveyed on board
the waiting steamer, & crowd of woe-
‘Jbegone, frenzied, frightened people.

‘Warm-hearted passengers were wait-
ing to receive and aid, and women and
chidren were carried by strong arms
to the welcome nooks of .shelter pro-
vided for them.

One gentleman—a finely formed fel-
low of about thirty—stopped short, as
the flickering light of the cabin fell on
the face of the young girl he held. She
had not fainted, but sha was weeping
Lﬁysterically, and heeded nothing about

er.

Her gold-brown hair fell in masges
-over her white wrapper, and tangled
.dn his hands.

jed' himself at once. He seemed to re-
alize the situation, . .

«Ah, Mr. Wiilis, here is your—wife."

Mr. Bob Willis turned.

“My whatP”’ he asked, looking a8 if
the terror of the night had been such
as to leave him prepared for anything.

«Your wife."”

«Qhl—ahl~you are misteken, six
Al, Isee, old iriend Ogere: How d’ye
do?” and the next moment he was
gone.

Baut Alene, from the moment Ogere
had spoken, ceased her weeping, and
was noVw staring into the face above
her own with wide-open, rational eyes.
She knew that voice, and all fear was
gone, yet she was much overwrought
still, She had heard what Ogere had
seid, and remembered the note.

“His wife? Nevor!”’ she cried fierce-
ly. *Do you think I would ever marry
such a creature as that?”

Then the comical side of the situatior
striking her, she burst into hystericak
lsughter, in which Ogere joined, so
overjoyed was he at the discovery he
had made.

Of course it had all been a mistake;
yeot, had not Bob Willis intimated he
was engaged to this girl, and ever
shown him her note of accentance?

Yes, Mr. Bob had done all this in
order to rid himgelf of a formidable
rival, and he had - succeeded; but his
vanity had overleaped itself, and he
had not found the peor but bezutifel
Miss Ellerby so much in love with him-
self or his money-lags as with her
memory of the absent.

After all, in these modern days, it
is refreshing to meet with a little sen-
timent, though there are those who are
totally unprepared for it.

¢They must have broken off,*’ thoughs
Ogere, as he finished his promenade
with Alene. .

*‘Will you be my wife?”’ he whisper-
ed, as they sat down. And now his
tone is sober enough, goodness knows!?

Ang for answer Alene turns her poor,
foolish, tear-stained face, and hides it
on his sleeve; for, between laughing
and crying, she despairs of trusting
her voice.

But she does not turn uwon him
100K OI scorn she nad sent safter Bob
Willis, and the movement bespeaks
some little interestin his companion-
ship that is remarkably satisfactory to
Raymond Ogere,

“It is an il wind that blows no one
any good,’” quotes Ogere; ‘and



