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paniment {"’ said he. She seated herself at the
piano, saying, ‘¢ All your own music has been
sent back to be packed, you know ; but per-
haps you can find something among mine.”
He turned rapidly over u pile of songs. ‘“ Ah'!
here is the little Rubinstein, as you always call
it, shall we have that ¢’ he said, as he placed it
before her. A soft pink flushed into the fair
rounded checks, her pretty hands trembled a
little as she began to play, then the full soft
notes of the beautiful, well-trained tenor voice
Hloated through the room, ** O fair, and sweet-
and holy”’—voice scarcely steady even here—

* % % «J feel that I'd fain be laying my
hand upon thy hair, praying that God aye
would keep thee, as”—here it trembled off into
silence, as did the accompaniment—a pause
—then, almost roughly, he said, ‘I have no
voice to-night, I shall make a confounded fool
of myself if I go on,” and he turned to the
firoplace. A long silence followed—she still
at the piano with head drooping somewhat, he
with elbow on the mantel-piece, and head rest,
ing on his hand. At last he flung himself into
the easiest chair, and still too much absorbed
in himself to notice. that she, too, was dis-
trossed, said, ‘Do play the 12th Nocturne
(Chopin), I want to take away with me the
sound of its last chords.” She, saying nothing
of how the unfinished *‘little Rubinstein”
would be echoing in her sad heart for so long
a time to come, began to play with exquisite
grace and skill that lovely bit of Chopin. It
may be doubted if he heard it to advantage,

such a storin was raging within him. ‘¢ What
a fool & am,” he thought; ¢ what
an unmitigated fool ! £800 a year, besides

my pay ! about enough to keep me in gloves
and ties, brought up as I have been. What
an idiot to have lingered in her sweet presence
day after day, until I have brought myself to
this pass ! What a misfortune to be a younger
son ! I must go before worse comes of it.”
Ever after, to him, the music of the 12th
Nocturne was associated with keenest, bitterest
The last sweet chords were played.
He said softly : ¢ I cannot thank you ; but I
shall never forget it.” She lingered a moment
at the piano, to hide the discomposure of her
face, then, one hand in her pocket crushing
the before-mentioned paper, she turned to the
little tea-table, and busied herself with its deli-
cate china and dainty little tea-pot and kettle.
“ Come,” she said, *‘ you must have some tea,
before going out into the storm ; I wish papa
would come ; he said he would try to be back
enrly, in time to wish you good-bye; but a
doctor's movements cannot be depended upon,
oven when there is no terrible storm to delay
him.” It is noticeable that neither ever used
the other’s name—it was always simply “ you.”
He drew a chair near, and took his cup from
Ker hands, and looking thoughtfully at her,
said, “I met your cousin Bertie (an officer in
the same regiment) flying through the storm
¢ on the winga of what's-his-name ’ to see the
fair Emily for the last time befure we leave ;
he asked me to tell you that he has sold
¢ Heart's-delight,” and the *Grey Friar' to
the Dulée——and was on his way to be comforted
by the smiles of a still dearer ‘ Heart's-de-
light,’ so 1 suppose that is an engagement,
Groat heavens ! ‘What an ass he must be !—
they will be as poor ag rats ; he won’t be able
to hunt, or shoot ;—he will have to give up
his club, and he has already given up the races
at —— and his share in Herriot’s yacht. What
an insane idiot the dear old fellow must be !”
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Silence unbroken reigns for some moments,
then—"** tell me—is he not a fool to risk matri-
mony under such circumstances ! Must he
not regret it before the honeymoon is well
passed " A look of haggard wretchedness is
on his handsome youny face, as he gazes with
eager, longing eyes at the lovely girl beside
him ; he put his hand upon the round white
arny, and repeated ‘* tell me.” A flash came
from the soft grey eyes, and raising her yueen-
ly little head proudly, she said quickly “a
fool indecd, possibly—but not such « fool as
the girl who would accept such a sacrifice from
a man—if he looked upon it in that light ; but
Emily knows that Bertie is as strong and as
unselfish as herself, and that he loves her well
enough to know that she too, must sacrifice
something for him, and each rejoices in doing
so for the sake of the other. See,
Captain Bevington, it is eleven by this clock,
which is rather slow, your time is more than
up ; it is too late for papa to come now ;I
must say good-bye to you for him, as well as
for myself.” ‘‘ Margaret,” the name came
hoarse and low. Again the little quiver in the
sweet young face, an unconscious movement
upwards, quickly repressed, of the small
hands, as if they could have clasped him, as
he bent his head. ¢ I wish to Heaven I had—
more to offer you,” trembled on his lips; but
he pulled himself together in time, and
changed the words to ‘‘more money ;"—they
had such a feeble, contemptible sound even
to himself. She looked at him with a touch
of scorn, and said quietly—¢ Good-bye, Cap-
tain Bevington, I wish you well.” The next
instant he was gone.

She stood a moment exactly as he left
her, then slowly sank into a chair, covering
her white face with her cold hands, and
moaned piteously ¢ Oh poor Jack ! _Oh what
shall I do? Whatshall I do ¥’
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In tho cabin of a somewhat undesirable-
locking steamer, even at her moorings on that
wild night, as she is swinging and straining
uncomfortably, every curtain and swinging
tray is in lively motion, there is a constant
jingling and creaking. * If it conducts itself
in this way in harbor, in the name of wonder
what will it do outside?”’ So speaks, half
aloud, the solitary occupant of the cabin—a
lady, young and winsome, though not exactly
pretty. Sheis seated at the creaking table,
in a creaking stationary chair ; a book is open
before her. Suddenly the door is thrown
open, a howling blast rushes in, followed in
unseemly haste by Captain Jack Bevington.
After a short, but severe struggle, the door is
once more closed, and the handsome captain,
recovering his breath, proceeds to disentangle
himself from the confusion of cloak, cape and
sword, and to join in the mirth of the lady
His mirth did not last long ; he asked a few
questions as to the whereabouts of people and
things : She told him that all who could, had
gone to their berths, hoping to be asleep
when the real horrors of the journey tegan;
but Charlie, being on duty, was busy settling
the unfortunate women and children—who
would have a terrible time of it, she feared.
The tone of his voice haa struck her as being
unusual ; she glanced keenly at him and e\dded’
¢ put I am sure there something wrong
with you, Jack, are you not well? Can I get
you anything I’ *No, thank you—even you
can do nothing for me, Mary, ¢ood and true
friend though you are—neither you nor



