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A FATAL RESEMBLANCE

BY CHRISTIAN FAERHE,

XXXVIIL

In the second month of the spring Ned
was to be married ; & quiet ceremony per-
formed 1n labandabed, followed by a
wedding breakfest, after which the
voung conple were to take a brief trip to
New York, Washington, and a few other
prominent cities. In deference to his
aunt, to whom Carnew was especially
gratefol for her kind treatment of his be-
totued, he had agreed to make the trip
thus short, but he intended to take his
bride to liarope the ensuing winter,

And Dywe and Meg muast be at the
wedding ; Nad sent the most loviog let-
ters to them, letters with affectionate

tgcripia appended by Carnew, entreat-
ing them to gratify her. Dat Mez was
confined to bed from an attack of rheu-
matism that the doctor said woald render
her unable to travel for three months to
come, and Dyke wrote in his tender, lov-
ing way that he could’give no decided
answer yet. She did not dream that his
indecision came from the cowardice be-
gotten of his love for her. He dounbted if
his heart conld bear to see her given to
another ; whether his very manhbood
would not forsake him at the sight. He
kissed her letter and pat it away, but not
with the packet of her former letters ;
those in some 84ngs Wwere more precious,
more his own.

It became incnmbent upon Ned to write
at laat to E lna, from whom she had not
received a siugle line in all those months,
in order to apprise her of her approach-
ing wedding, and to write also to Mr. Ed-
gar, which she did in her kindly way,
thanking bim for all that be had done for
her, and asking him to forgive any an-
noyance or displeasure she had ever
caused him.

What was her amazement to receive
from Edna the following reply :

““MyY DEAREST NED :—Can you imagine any
thing more singular ? At the very instant I
received your letter. I was about to write to
you, to apprise you of my approaching wedding.
Only, I shall be married at an earlier date, three
weeks from to morrow ; yours will be three
waeks later. My engagement has been very
brief, and the ceremony will be quiet and
hurrfed. We are going to Europe immediately
after it, my husband and I ; papa does not feel
well enough to accomoany us sut all this
time. I deciare, I have not told you who s to
be the bridegroom, Noiessthan ourold friend,
Mr. Brebellew—— '

Ned could read no farther, for a mo-
ment, from aswaishment. Brekbellew,
who had been the batt of Rahandabed,
ne had only departed a month before ;
whose insipid conversationshe had heard
Edna frequently ridicale ; who had noth-
ing to recommend him save his wealth,
and Edna surely had no need of that,
counld it be possible that she was abont to
give her heart and hand to that man ?
And how had her father's cousent been
won to such a union ?  She resumed the
letter, but 1t explained nothing that so
Yuzy.lnd, and in some sense shocked her,

t onlv said :

*You know_ how devoted the poor fellow used
tobetome; I felt I must reward him. Asoar
wedding 18 to be 8o quiet and hurried, I cannot
invite you to be present at it: and as we shall
leave in such haste, there will be no time to
see you ; but I know, my dear Ned, that you
will give me your very best wishes, a8 I give
you mine. * Yours lovingly,

EDNA,”

A postscript atated that Mrs. Staflord
had gone to England to make her perma-
nent home ihere.

Sne also received an answer from Mr
Figar, an answer that chilled her to the
very sounl—it was so coldly conrteous.
Migs Edgar having chosen to remove her
self B0 completely from his authority or
advice, he knew not why sne shoald
deem it necessary to ask his forgiveness
for anything, or even to apprise him of
her intended change in life, There was

not the most remote sion to his
danghter’s marriage, nor the slightest
wish for Ned’s happiness,

Sne crushed the letter in her hand, and
throst into her pocket, with an uncon-
trollable feeling of avger aund disappoint-
ment. This cold, aggravating man might
»\nn'i'.', AL 8nch & time, LHave given her

Jina’'s letter she showed fo Carnew.
He read it throngh withont & word, and

then he looked at her—a peculiarly
amused and lingering look. For onge,
mascnline wisdom had  been greater

than feminine astnteness ; he divined, or
imagined that he divined, the motives
which promptad Edna's horried and ill-
matched marriage—piqae ai her disap-
pointment in eecaring a more eligible

{Tar, and ambition to be married before
Ned shonld be. Bat geeing that his
gnileless commpanion had nosuch thoughts,
he did t tell her what lus own were,
but returved the letter to her with a
broader smile stiil, and a hope that I Ina
would be happy. Soe was on the point
f showing n My, Eigar's letter also,
M § refained, thinking that, if
e di would make Carnew dislike
him; and sinee she owed her ucation
and her home A part of to the
gentieman, she could not in coms-
mon gratitude, to diminish any friend-
ship he might have won

I'hat same afterncon, Macgilivray

brought & meseagy

to her from Josaphine,
“She’s seare

a' there,”"said the honest,

sy mpathizing fellow, his expressive Scoteh
way of pa g that her mind was not
right, * an' the doctor says shie'll dinna
last till morning, She's sair tr led,
Miss Nad, an’ she's ca’'d mony times for
you. I'wr:.)\;\l yon wad aas min gang to

the pair creature,”

O! coursge, Nad did not mix
gave up her afiernoon ride
leaving a little
est, did she tell

id ; she even
with Alan,
note of excuse for him

him, he might object 1o
her visiting Jogephine jnstthen. e had
already dewn at the frequency of her
visits to th , Bignifying readiness
to provide for the nofortunate cr re in
every « t way than i \ )
any of the society of his in te

yuld not A y thought pure
vely gitting at t badside of
that e y woman. bBat the erring wo-
man was soothed and benefited by Ned's
Visit to snch egree that the old Scoteh
wife, wit! m shestayed, regarded t
yonng la tile less t 1 B ADRE
and Ned's own tender charity disposed
[ in ary 1 Whalever way she
uld, to the comfort of Josephine, even to
the v y oifanding Carnew, But,
gon plea for tha poor gir 3
him #nd | y far yielded as not to for
hervisit
at the pcor Fren girl a0
¢ kenpt evan telling it to Ned
€ { upon her with bitter eflect It
maoe her il aud sent har to her bed be-
fore ov ¢ rth of herchild, Fordave
¢ y 1l ont and ancomplaining,
vutilt Al we to her brain, anud
e a not &' there,” as Macgilivray

had expressed it. Then she called for
“ Mademoiselle"” Ned ; it was the one

name npon her lips all that night and all |

the next morning, and the Scotch wife
watched for Macgilivray when he drove
to the village, which he did every day,
either with or for guests, in order to ask
him to tell the young lady.

When Ned arrived at the little cottage,
she fonnd all in commotion, Josephine’s
baby had been born two hours before, but
atill-born, and the young mother would
hardly live through™ the night, the doctor
said. Butehe was quite herself, with a
conscionsness of and a resignation to her
circamstances almost touching. She
asked for * Mademoiselle,”” begging that
she might be sent for ;and when informed
that Macgilivray had promised to tell the
young lady, tears of gladness and relief
came into her eyes. Wnen Ned came,
she extended both of her thin hands to
greet her: !

“The doctor has told me that I will not
live,” ehe said, “ and I would be 8o glad,
only for my poor little sister—she has no
one "’-——ears prevented her speaking,
and she covered her face with her hands
and let her tears have their way through
her wan white fingers.

“ 1 shall gea to her,” said Nad, “always
gee to her; only yesterday Mr. Carnew
paid her school bill a year in advance,
and he has told the managers of the in-
stitate to draw upon him for all ber ex-
penses.’’

*() mademoiselle, how can I thank
you? What have you not done for me ;
yoii“are an angel. If the blessing of &
poor, sinfal creature like me can beof any
use, you have it; but God will bless yon,"

Sne covered Ned’s hands with kisses,
and shed her happy tears upon them.

“They told you abont my baby,” she
resumed, “didn’t they? And how glad I
am that it is dead; for, poor littla one,
what wonld it do? Draw your chair closer,
mademoiselle, for 1 want to eay some-
thing very secret. 1 wantto tell you, you
who have been 8o good to me, and now
that [ am dying, who the father of my
child is; but you must promise me not to
tell any one, for I love him, and I want
to show my love of him by going down to
my grave withont giving his name toany
but you. Itis—" with & sort of gasp in
uttering the words, * Harry Brekbellew.”

Ned gave & violent start, and for a
moment she became as pale as the poor
sick creature beneath her.

*Yan ara anrpriged, mademoiselle ; you
did not dream of him, for he never looked
at me before anybody ; but we met many
times when there was no one to see, and
he told me how he loved me from the first
time 1 came to the house; and I grew to
love him, until now, mademoiselle, even
now, I love him so much I cannotsay one
word against him.”

“ Bat he has wronged you 8o,” burst
from Ned; “he has deserted you when it
was his duty to marry you.”

“] ghall be soon gone, mademoiselle,
and as my child is dead it makea no dif-
ference.”

“Bat it will be my duty to speak of this,”
said Ned, her face very pale still.

“(h, no, mademoiselle |” and she tried
to raise herself in the bed in order to
make her entreaty more effactaal, “1
could not die if his name were told."”

There was but one coarse for Ned to
pursue; to tell the dying girl that Brek-
bellew was abont to be married, and that
it would be criminal not to reveal his
character to the lady he would marry.
Her very soul shrank from the task, for
she fearad the shock it wonld give to her
who “ loved too well,” but it was the only
way to win her .onsent to the revelation
of his name. And in the interest of jus-
tice, for the sake of Eina, whom she 1m-
agined as having fall trost, at least in
Brekbellew’s upright character, it eeemed
to be her duty to do so. She stooped
down and told it as gently as she conld,

Bat all her gentlenessidid not temper
the shock. Josepliine ‘-uu\.l bear his
heartlesa desertion in her hour of tronble,
his crael forgetfulness, for she was still
baoyed with the hope that her devotion
to him in the matter of not revealing his
name would tonch him, and that her very
death would canse him to have a tender
memory of her; bat to hear that he was
about to marry, proved so congciusiveiy
that he no longer cared in the least for
her; indeed, that he had flung away all
recollection of her, that every vestige of
the slender hope that had animated her,
tled.

“ 0 mademoiselle ! she said, taking in
her hot grasp both of Ned’s hands, “that
ia the last pain. Yon can tell the lady
his namse, for my heart has broken now.”

It seemed g0, for relingnishing Ned's
hands she tarned her face to the wall
with a great sigh, and she did not speak
again, The young lady waited a long
time, and the old Scotch wifs came in and
leaned over her.

“She's amaist awa’,”’ she said, nodding
her head at Ned. “she’ll noo bide till
night

Her words came true, for, even as she
gpoke, there was a motion of the head on
the pillow, a swift, npward opening of the
eyes for a second, a gasp, and all was over,

XXXIX,

Nod was 80 pained and distressed, and
even shocked by all the circnmstances at-
tonding the death of Josephine, that she
could scarcely hide her feelings from Car-
new. Ila saw that she was pale and
tronbled, and at times most unwontedly
pre-occupied, upon all of which he railied
her, and said that he was glad the French
girl was out of the way, since, having

f wouldn't !

snch an effsct upon Ned, what 1t be ifshe
had continued to live; and he hoped his
betrothed wonld not happen upon any
more cases of the kind., He liked sisters
of charity, not exactly in his own
family ; and then he laughed and made
wry faces at Ned and his aunt, who had

but

heard nothing the young lady's good
offices in be of Josephine until the
death of the girl, when she exclaimel :

“ Gracions, Ned yw econld you? Do

yon know you might ipjare your own re-
putation by going near snch a creature? 1

|

|

l
|

be most unwise for me even to hint that I had
teard of his folly.
+ wWishing yom, my dearest Ned,
wisdom in the future, % remain,
ou

s deeper

“EDNA,

Ned was disgusted, and for ounce she
fairly contemned her consin, Was the
latter utterly devoid of heart that she
conld write thus, when Ned had depicted
in strongest language the love, devotion,
and suffaring of the nnfortunate French
girl and the heartlessness of Brekbellew ?
Bat it mnst be eo, else how conld she so
eagily and 80 soon forget poor Mackay ?

In little less than three weeks all Ra-
handabed received the wedding cards of
Mr, and Mrs. Brekbellew, and also the
anpouncement that they had gone im-
mediately to Naw York, thence to take
passage for Enrope. :

“That beautiful girl,”” said Mrs, Dolo-
ran, *' to marry such a monkey ; but that
just proves my theory about women;
they're fools from the first to the last of
them,” evidently forgetting that she was
incloding in the same category herself
and Ned, for whom she now professed
such an ardent affection.

* And that stiff, unmannerly old father
of her,”” she resumed ; “its a wonder how
his pride could ever be reconciled to such
a match—why, he enubbed that fool
Brekbellew when he was here.”

And Alan and Ned wondered also, but
they were too much absorbed in the pre-
parations making for their own wedding
to give the subject over-much thought

Dyke wrote at the very last that he
was not coming; and it wai true that his
business (he being the newest partner in
the firm) claimed very close attention,
but he did not say that he was glad it
was 8o, for he felt now that he conld not
witness anmoved the marriage of Ned.
She had written that he must give her
away, that Alan eaid eo, and that that
fact contributed so much to ber happi-
ness, all of which Dyke answered in the
inimitably tender way so peculiarly his
own—a way that told so much, and yet
that told nothing he would conceal,

Ned cried from disappointment when
she received the letter. Neither Meg nor
Dyke to be at her wedding ! All Raband-
abed could not make up for theirab sence
and Carnew coming upon her, still in
tears, algo read the letter.

“ It is too bad,” he said, sympathizing-
ly ; “ but we shall punish him, Ned, We
shall stop long enough in New York to
have him call npon vs. and if this driving
business of his won't even let him do
that, we shall call upon him, if necessary,
at his businees place.”

“ (O Alan, how good you are! I never
thought of that'' looking at him with
smiles and tears.

“ Well, prove your gratitude by drying
your eyes at once, and permitting me to
tell Ordotte that you will let him give
you away. He is most anxious to have
that privileged position.”

“1Is he, really ?”” half interested and
half amused.

“ Why, yes ; he has been talking most
mysteriously about his right to do 8o, and
if I were not familiar with hisstrange in-
nnendoes and strange insinuations, put
forth to excite my aunt’s laughable cari-
osity, I would say he knew some secret
about you, Ned.”

“ No secret abont me,”’ she rejoined,
laughing. * Everything plain as the day.
I have had it from Meg & hundred times
—= poor little English waif in whom Mr,
Eigar became interested because I hap-
pened to bear the same name as his
danghter, and he knew my parenta ; only
for those fortunate facts, I might have
grown up a poor, negiected orphan.”

Alan did not answer ; he loved her so
well that he questioned nothing about her.
Sne was the queen of his heart, and he
wanted no more

The wedding morning arrived, and
even the weather seemed to have some
naptial design, for naver had the snn
stione more brightly, nor the foliage
about the grounds of Rahandabed looked
greener, The very birds were caroling in
such & way that they woke up Ned even
before it was time for her to arise, She
could not sleep again, however, and she
rose, a8 it were, to * nurge her joy.”” All
night she had been in the little moun-
tain home, a child again, taiking to the
trees in her guaint, childish langnage,
with foud old Meg, aud trae, tender Dyke
about her ; and as she realized that all
that wasentirely gone, that on to-day she
was to pass a Rubicon which wounld sep-
arate her forever from her maidenhood,
that never in all the years to come could
she ever experience any of her child-
hood’s delights, burning tears started
from her eyes, aud rolled down her
cheeks. Yet she did not for a moment
doubt ber happiness. Sue wasonly obey-
ing the strange impulse of regret for
something lost whict to strong natures
comes most forcibly in momente of great-
est happiness, or perchance 1t was an un-
cot 19 sympathy with Dyke, some-
thing only to be explained on the prin-
ciples of second-sight and presentiments,
for at that eame hour, early thongh it
was—but he had scarce'y slept all night—
Dyke was reading her letters, reading
them for the last time while ghe was a
maiden, he said to himself,

When Ned found the tears on her
cheeks, she brushed them away hurried-
ly, and then laughed as she did so, be-
cause of her silly superstition, for she had
read soewhere that @

* The tears of & bride on her wedding morn,

Bring grief and neglect, and the tinger of
scorn.,

"Owing to Ordotte’a frequent interposi-

tion, Mrs, Doloran’s desire for vulgar dis-

play in the preparations for the wedding

had been kept decently subdned, though

in the matter of her own toilet ehe was

provocative of mirth on every side,

Never was a sweeter bride than Nad.
Her own exquisite, modest taste had pre-
vailed in the choice of & dress, and as she
eutered the great state parlor where the
and

was to be performed,
wd, in the
yere asegemble
wsiagtic in admir
vaning on the arm o! (
even his tawny face was
flushed as if with pride and delight,
Carnew, to many an envioos heart in the
assembly, never appeared so hundsome,
Happiuess had given to his cheeks a rich
flagh, and to hig earnest, dark eyes an
exquisite sp arkle,

ceremony

where the gnests,

I'hie brief ceremony was over, and Nad

{ was an 12 igar no longer, but Mrs Carnew,
| wife of the richest and bhandsomest man
| in C -, Bat of thoss advantages she
never thought; he was her lovs, tender

ave her a minute in Rahaada-
| bed after what had occarred,

Aud Mrs., Doloran's nose went up to a
much higher angle than its usual eleva-
tion,

Ned wrote to IKdna, never doubting that
8hs eak ofl ber engagemen
media , when she learned the base-
1ees Brokbellew, Bat what was her
astonishment to receive in reply :

My DraAresT NED: I'he circumstince
you mention s by no means so dreadful as yoar
unagination pletures it to be,  Were you mn re
acquainted with the world, you would know
that it certalnly was not safficient to break off
an engagement of marriage. In usof the tratl
ar sex, virtue of the strictest kind is expected |
and dasmanded, but tn our lords and masters

these dreadtu! things are merely youthfulindis
cretions. =0 Mr
t &t youthful indigeretion,

« it would be most
u: jast tor

me to punish him as severely as you

Scod 0 inter that I ought to do, and it would

Brekbhe'lew being only guilty !

and trt and in that she rested, and had
her treasure and her joy. The pleasant

| wedding breakfast also was over quickly,

and then nothing remained bat for the
bride to put on her travelling dress away
with her husband from Rahandabed,
Mrs. Doleran hugged her very tight, and

l {

kissed her again and agsin, and then she
hugged Alan, and kissed him, and after
that ehe tarned to Ordotte, and in her ex-
citement seemed about to surject him to
the same ordeal, only he, divining her in-
tention, slipped out of her reach,
Macgilivray, honest, delighted Macgil-
ivray, drove them to the station, and a8
Le afterwarde xpressed to his fellow-help:

“ A bonnier bride ne’er steppit.”

Never having travelled, beyond her
journey when a child to the Pennsyl-
vania School, thence to Barrytown, and
afterward to Albany, the jonrney was a
constant sonrce of delight to Ned, and to
Carnew, who had travelled so much
both in the old world and in the new,
her simple, unaff2cted enthusiasm was
most refresning. He loved to watch her
pilently, a3 with the glimpses that she
canght of the pretty places along the
river, the color rose in her cheeks, and
the sparkle came to her eyes. She was
hardly wearied when they reached New
York, and the thought of seeing Dyke
seemed to imbue her with fresh spirita.

“ 1 think, Nad,” said Carnew the next
morning, after an elegantly appointed
breakfast in their own apartment in the
Astor House—at that tima one of the
leading hotels in the city—* that we shall
call on Mr. Datton. I am afraid your
impatience wounld never brook the delay
of sending to him to call upon us. So i
you like, we shall go immediately.”

“ Shall we?” her wide eyes alight with
pleasure, “ How very thoughtful and
guod yoa are, Alan "

“Am 1?7 He waistanding near her,
and he could not resist the impulse to
draw her to him and fold her in his
arma.

“ My own,” he murmured. Was it the
spirit of prophesy which occasionally, ail
nnconscions to ourselves, comes upon us,
that impslled her to say almost as if an-
other and not she were speaking :

“ Will the day ever come, Alan, that
you will not find it in your hear: to call
me that ?”

And he answered firmly ; clasping her
closely :

“ Never!"”

Neither dreamed of the black, crael,
horaid phantom which was so soon to
separate them.

Dyke, in the private offize of his busi-
ness house in cosaltation with the senior
partoer, was told some one wished to see
[ R ee]

“ Let the party come in here,” said the
senior partner, and he retired to a desk in
a remote corner of the room.

Mr. and Mrs. Carnew appeared. Itwas
Ned's plan to gend in no cards, in order
to surprise Dyke, and never was a sur-
prise more effectnal. Though knowing
that their wedding trip was to include
New York, he never dreamed of their
visiting him, and now as he looked at
the lovely, blushing, smiling bride, it
seemed to be all a dream. Bat she did
not leave him in dreamland long. Yorget-
ful of everything but that the honest fel-
low whom she loved with all a tender
gister's warm affaction stood before her,
she rnshed to him, put her arms about his
neck, and kissed him heartily. Even
the senior partner could not help looking
up, and wondering, and almost envying
Dyke, for Nad was 8o lovely.

Dyke was crimson np to the roots of his
hair and down to his shirt collar with sar-
prise, delight, and a host of emotions
Something even like moisture came into
his eyes, but he managed to conceal that
and to avert a recurrence of it.

Ned drew him to Carnew, introducing:

“ My husband !”
with a naivete and pride that was charm-
ing, and Dyke wrung Alan’s hand and
congratuled him in a voice that to him-
gelf was unexpectedly steady. It was no
nse for him to beg to be excused from
giving the day to the couple, for the sen-
1ot partper, from his corner, over-hearing
some of Mrs, Carnew’s entreaties, came
forward, apologizing for his intrnsion, but
saying that, having heard the young lady’s
golicitations, he could no longer refrain
from adding his request to hers that Mr,
Datton would take the day. Then fol-
lowad introdnctions to the gentleman,
and Doka finally was indnead tn gn ont
with his friends,

What a happy day it was! In the
brotherly attention which Carnew paid
him and the sisterly affection of which
each moment he was the recipient from
Ned, Dyke felt the pain in his heart
lulled, an1 when he saw how traly happy
was Ned, he rejoiced for her gake. With
himself, all his agony should not weigh
a faather against Ler joy.

Then he had some news for her. The
relatives with whom Meg lived in Albany
were all going to Australia—promises of
moat Jucrative employment being ten-
dered to them by friends already in that
distant country. They were going in
June, and by that time Meg would be
able to travel, the doctor said, and Dyke
intended to bring her to the little moun-
tain home, at least for thesummer. Meg
was longing for it, and he himself was
anxions to spend a few weeks there. The
senior partner had told him that he could
be spared at that season of the year for
two months if necessary.

“Delightfal I” said Ned; “and Alan
and I shall visit you there, I want him
to see the mounntain home of my child-
hood.”

Dyke blughed a little.

*1 don’t know about the propriety of
yonr making a visit there now. Meg has
dissuaded me from my desire to make
some improvements in the little place.
She says it wounld loee its charm for her
if it were altered, and that, as she is so
old and scarcely expacts to live a great
while longer, it will not be much for me
to defer my plan,”

“ And she 18 right, dear old Meg,” re-
gponded Ned, tears showing for a
moment in her eyes. “I am glad she
requested that, For me, too, it would
lose 118 charm if you had it altered.

“Bat don’t yon see,” said Dyke, “ how
little and how poor the accommodation is
r yon if yon should visit it. The mar-
ried lady, Mrs. Carnew, will hardly, I
think, be content with what amply suited
the little girl, Ned IS igar.”’

And Dyke smiled,

“ Mrs, Carnew will be just as amply
gnited,” mimicked Nad, “and a3 for Mr,
Carnew, hie hias becoms so plabeian ginca
he married poor little Ned Idgar, that [
believe he could accommodate himself to
& mud hut,”

At which they all langhed, but im-
mediately afterward it was settled that
gome time in the ensuing summer the
young conpla would visit Ned's monntain
home

That day endel, a3 all happy days do,
far too quickly, and Alan and Nad con-
tinued their bridal trip.

TO BE CONTINUED.

A LITERARY VENTURE.

I have some imaginstion and a great |
many near relations. These two facte
go far toward explaining why I near-
ly became an author, and did not
quite.

As a child I was fond of imagining
thiogs and for this reason was con:
gidered untruthfal ; but all the punirh-
ments and scoldings endured on this
account from nursery malds and gov:
ernesses failed to entirely crush my
love of inventing. Indeed, when I be
came emancipated from the thraldom
I found the early habit return in
greater force, and at last, some years
after [ had been *‘out,” it occurred to
me to try my hand atauthorship. The
reason that I had not done so before
was not bacause I was entirely given
up to gayeties, I went to dances
more as & duty than a pleasure ; and
in my secret, very secret soul [ disllked
dinners and loathed afternoon teas—as
soclal functions, be it understood, for
I have a very healthy appetite. No;
the main reason why [ did not seek this
outlet earlier lay in Family influence.
I write it with a capital, for in our
household Famtily reigns supreme. It
is not 8o much a matter of pedigree—
though I belleve we go back to the Ed-
wards. Oae of mv brothers declared
once that Edward V. was an ancestor
in the direct line. Bat I have never
troubled to hant it up myself, though
I suggested to Fred that it might be as
well to study the history of England
before making statements, not thor-
oughly corroborated, about the history

of the Gwenlions.
However, to return to famlily
influeace. My people, I had, per-

haps, bett>r explain at once, are of the
old fashioned type, and the idea of any
female member of the @wenlion famlly
ever doing anything is undreamt of by
them. I and my four sisters drift
in our old country home, sewing and
chatting and visiting our neighbors,
a8 our aunts and great-aunts and
great-great aunts have done before us
for generations.

Whan my friand Fdith Marsden took
a studio and turned from an elegant
amateur into a professional palnoter,
who actually sent her pictures to ex-
hibitions and offared them for sale, the
news was received by my family with
every expression of sympathy.

“'Sold her plctures !"” cried my eldest
sister, Marianne. ‘‘Poor girl! has
she really come to that?” while my
Aunt Sarah, who, with her sister Ellen,
lives in the dower house on the father's
estate, said in a shocked tone of volce
that ‘‘{t did not seem to her quite
nice.”

*‘Bat it does to Edith,” I could not re
fraln from saying. ‘‘She thinks it
very nice indeed.”

“‘ Well,” sald Aunt Sarah, with a still
more horrified expression, ‘‘all I can
say is that [ don’t know what can have
possessed the girl. She has a good
home and kind relations—what ¢can she
want more 7"

““Don't you think,” said my gentle
little Aunt Eilen, ‘‘that we ought to
pity rather than blame her ? It seems
80 sad to ba reduced to really making
money for her plctures. Snae must ba
very poor.”

Bat Aunt Sarah was not to bs molli-
fied. '‘Elen, my dear,” she said,
severely, ‘‘in our young days a
gentlewoman wonld have preferred
gtarvation to remnnerative work.”

It would, of course, have been quite
useleags for me to attempt to explain that
E iith had not even the excuse of poverty
and had sold her work fro= choice, not
necessity, preferring to do so, even if
the returns did (ittle more tnan cover
the outlying expenses, as they at least
gave her the means of pursuing her
art. It was soon after this, and prob
ably as the result of Edith Marsden's
success, that it suddenly occurred to me
that I, too, might earn an honest
penny and add to my scanty supply of
pocket money by turning my taste for
imagining things to account; so I
wrote a story. It is not necessary to
relate the plot in datall hara; parhaps
it 8 better not to revive what has long
since been forgotten ; let it suffize to
say that it turned partly on the idea of
a woman giving her love unknown to
and unreturned by the man on whom
it was bestowed, The subject seemed
to me serious enough, and [ endeavored
to treat it in a befitting spirit. For
weeks before I pat pen to paper I
thought of my characters, and tried to
imagine how they would act, and what
they would say, until at last I felt as if
I were actuslly living with them, and
knew them far betier than the people
really around me, though at the sams
time I flattered myseolf that they were
all entirely the creatures of my imag-
ination, and uniike any one whom I
had ever met or known,

At lact it was completed and sent up,
with much trepidation, to the editor nf
Morris’ Journal, which was the only
magazine I was in the habit of seeing,
and which was taken by most famil-
fes in the neighborhood. It was so
charasteristic of our neighborhood that
wo all followed each other, even to the
matter of the magazine we took in,
thereby losing the advantage we might
have had from interchanging diffarent
onee. For a few days I was in = state
of feverish excitement every time tha
postiman cama ; but after a little tima
this suostded, and I had, indeed, al-
most ceased to think about my story,
when one day, a fow wasks after it
was sent up, I opened a packet in an
unfamiliar weiting, and was greeted,
to my surprise, by my story in print,
with & note requesting me to correct
tha proof and return it immediately,

Abnount a fortnight later I received a
copy of tho magazine containing the
story, and by the same post a leiter
l:_mm the edftor inclosing & chaqua for
At B

[ don't believe that any one who has
nover earned & panay entirsly by tha

=Dy

frait of their own brains can imagine
the joy with which I beheld that I{tt)e
piece of paper ; but my spirits wara
slightly checked when, on openlng the
magaz'ne, I saw at the end of the gtory
my name, Dora Gwenlion, in full, ()
course | had signed it as I should 4
lotter, unthinkingly The fact of iy
name really appearing, to proclaim 1
all the world that I bad writwen a story
never struck wme, even when I saw 1{
in p oof.

However, the joy of being accepted
and of having my £5 outwelighed my
momentary discomfiture ; and feeling
that I must share my delight witp
some one, I mado a confidante of D)1y
my youngest sister, the one of us Whose
role was that of the family beauty, ag
mine was of the family book worm —if,
indeed, any of us could be sald to bs
allowed enough individuality to bave s
role at all.

“ Dolly,” I sald, “*1 have wrltten a
story in this month's Morris’s "

*Written a story !” cried Dolly,
pausing with a pair ofcurling tongs in
mid air, for she was dreseing for din-
ner at the time. ‘‘What on earth
have you done such a thing as that
for ? What will papa say ?"

‘[ don't know," I sald, ‘‘Perhapg
he won't find out ; but asthe editor nad
inserted my name after it I am afraid
he will.”

““Dora,"” cried Dolly, ‘‘how counld
you? I thought it was only people
like—well, the sort of people one
doesn’'t know, who really wrote and
had their names in print.”

““Idon’t see that it matters much,”
Isald. ‘I have done nothing to be
ashamed of, and I've got £5 for it."

* Five pounds !" said Dolly, looking
at me with rather more respect.
“ What a joke. What shall you do
with it? It would almost buy you a
new evening gown."

I did not answer, for the idea of
spending such precious earnings on a
dress that would be done for with a few
evenings' wear seemed to me almost
sacrilege, and I felt that Dully would
never understand such an attitude of
mind

**Shall you tell the others ?" was her
next question.

‘‘ Tney will soon find out,” I replied.

Adelaide always reads Morris's on
the first evening.

The next afternoon, when I came in
from a walk, I found my two elder sis
ters seated in front of the fire, and on
Adelalde’s lap was the copy of Morris's
contalning my story.

*“Oh, Dora,” she cried, on seeing
me, ‘' such an annoying thing has oc-
curred ; some one has written a miger
able story in Morris’'s, and they have
taken your name ! It must be some
one who has heard it, for noone would
ever have hit on such a name as Gwen-
lion of their own accord.”

‘* Yes, is it not dreadful!” echoed Ma
rianne. ‘' Papa will be quite put out
to sed our name used like that, It is
very impertinent of whoever has done
it. You don't seem to mind much,”
she continuned, as I made no reply
‘“and surely you are the one who
aught to resent it most, since it {8 your
name in full that appears.” i

“‘Bat [ can'c resent it," I sald, meek
ly, ‘' because, you see, the person who
wrote the story has every right to the
use of my name, since it was myself’

““You wrote it ! and **How could
you do such a thing ! You have dis-
graced the family !” were the remarks
which greeted my anoouncement,
though the surprise displayed struck
me as belng a littie too great to he
natural, and I largely suspacted that
the authorship had not baen nngnessed
by my sisters. Tnis surmise on my
part was strengthened by the inconsist
ency of the next remark I beard

‘*1t is shockingly bad taste,” said
Adelalde. ' Every one will know that
the old aunt {8 meant for ConsinSasan,
and the clergyman {8, of course, Mr,
Stopford.”

‘‘ Indeed, it is nothing of the kind,’
I exclaimed, indignantly,

‘*And the sentiment is so false,”
chimed in Marianne ; *‘one can tell at
once that the writer is trying to d»
scribe feelings she has never herse!f
experienced, Lok at this passage in
evidence,” and taking the mageszine
from Adelaide’s lap, shelopaned it at a
passage which, more than anything
else In the story, contained a little bit
of my own inner self, and which, on
that account, I had for some time hesi
tated to include. ‘It has at ouce the
touch of unreality, my dear,” said Ma-
rianna.  ‘'If you must write stories,
vou must at least have felt a little
more and lived & little more first ;
but it is the fact that women of
our; position cannot see lifs from the
point of view of the vnigar, which
sheuld in itself debar us from enter
ing the professions of those who happen
to be placed lower than ourselves in the
social scale.”

At this point Louisa, the sister next
younger to myself, came in. She had
avidently read the story before the
others, and made no preamble abeut
the authorship. Shatook up the maga-
ziee from the table upon which Mari-
anne had placed it, and with 2 wither-
ing glance at me gald :

** Well, I little thought a siater of
miae would prove so talss a friend !”

‘' Falge a friend !" I echoed, feebly :
‘ what can you mean ?"

**Oa, don’s pretend youdon't know, "
shesald. ‘‘I amonly wondering what
poor Minnie Watson wiii think when
ghe sees her own personal, privato
story tcld in print with your name al
the end,"”

‘But I naver even knew she had 2
story," I protested

‘* Nonssare !" gatd Loulsa ; ** all the
neighbors knew that she was beart
broken when Major Cunliffs married
Madgze Westhrook.”

‘1 did not,” I sald.

i) l‘q‘at'a what comas of baing a book
worm,” sald Louisa. ‘' You are su
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