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WITHOUT A HOME. was accustomed to say. But this evening that I must speak more plain. You will 
for some reason she wished that there was please come with me for a few moments.” 
a little more bronze ' on his cheek and ae- With evident reluctance he followed her 
cision in his manner. His aristocratic pal- to a small apartment, furnished richly, but 
was a trifle too great, and he seemed a with the taste and elegance of a past gener- 
little frail to satisfy even her ideal of man- ation. He had become very pale agaiû, but 
hood. ; his face wore the impress of pain and irre-

She said, in gentle solicitude, “ You do solution rather than of sullen deflance or of 
not look well this spring. 1 fear you aye manly independence. The hardness of 
not very strong.*’-' J the gold, that had been accumulating in the

He glanced at her quickly, bet in her family for generations had seemingly per- 
kindly blue eyes and in every line of her meated the mother’s heart, for the exprès- 
lovely face he saw only friendly regard— eion of her son’s face softened neither her 
perhaps more, for her features were not tone nor manner. And yet not for a 
designed for disguises. After a moment he moment could she be maji 
replied, with a quiet bitterness which both self as cruel, or even stem. Shq was 
pained and mystified her, simply firm and sensible in the perfonfiance

“ You are right. I am not strong.” of her duty. She was but maintaining the
“ But summer is near,” she resumed traditional policy of the family, and was 

earnestly. “You will soon go to the conn- conscious that society would thorougly ap- 
try, and will bring back this fall bronze in prove of her course. Chief of all, she 
plenty and the strength of bronze. Mother sincerely believed that she was promoting 
says we shall go to Saratoga. This is one her son’s Welfare, but she had not Mrs. 
of your favorite haunts, I believe, so I shall Jocelyn’s gentle ways of manifesting soli- 
have the pleasure, perhaps, of drinking citude.
‘ your very good health ’ some bright mor- After a moment of oppressive silence, she 
rung before breakfast. Which is your fa- began:
vente spring T ” "Perhaps loan best present this issue

“ 1 do not know. I will decide after I in its true light by again asking, Are you 
have learned your choice.” a man of honor V

“ That’s an amiable weakness. I think “ Is it dishonorable, ” answered her son 
I shall like Saratoga. The great hotels 
contain all one wishes for amusement.
Then everything about town is so nice, 
pretty and sociable. The shops, also, 'are 
fine. Too often we have spent our sum
mers in places that were a triflle dreary.
Mountains oppress me with a sense of little
ness, and their wildness frightens me. The 
ocean is worse still. The moment I am 
alone with it, such a lonely, desolate feel
ing creeps over me—oh, I can’t tell you !
I fear you think I am silly and frivolous.
You think I ought to be inspired by the 
shaggy mountains and wild waves and all 
that. Well, you may think so—I won't 
tell fibs. 1 don’t think mother is frivolous, 
and she feels as I do. We are from the 
South, and like things that are warm, 
bright and sociable 
seemed to me so lar 
—to eare so little

cm at the might be near at hand, so oppressed him very proper indeed, 
is coznpli- with foreboding and trouble that he

out and weefc’y sought temporary respite 
and courage in a larger amount of morj)hia 
than be had ever yet taken.

While off his guard from «the resulting 
exaltation, he met a business acquaintance 
and was led by him to indulge in wine also, 
with the resdl ta already narrated.

CHAPTER III.

from maternal pride 
prospects of her dan 
mente seemed scare*

“ Ntever fear, Nan, * he said in a gush of 
feeling ; “ I’ll take care of yon whatever 
happens,” and the glad jmile she turned 

ûo raorè doubted

know. The events of the next few weeks 
will make all plain enough. ”

The logic: of events did convince even 
Mrs. Jocelyn that making no provision for 
a “ rainy day ” is sad policy. The storm 
did not blow over, although it blew steadily 
and strongly. The firm soon failed, but 
Mr. Jocelyn received a small sum out of 
the assets, which prevented immediate 
want. Mildred’s course promised to justify 
Arnold’s belief that she could be strong as 
well as gentle, for she insisted that every 
article obtained on ere lit should be taken 
back to the shoi>s.
from the task, so she went herself and 
plainly state! their circumstances. It was 
a bitter experience for the poor child—far 
more painful titan she had anticipated. 
She could not believe that the affable people ' 
who waited on her so smilingly a few days 
before would appear so different ; but

were most inclined to 
feel aggiieved at 

bheir small loss in cutting the material 
returned, were softened as she said gently 
and almost humbly : ' <F

“Since we could not pay for it we felt 
that it would be more honorable Ifco bring 
it back in as good condition as when re
ceived.” In every instance, however, in 
which the goods had been paid for. she 
found she could effect no exchange for the 
money except at such reduced rates that 
she might as well give them away.

Eveo Mrs. Jocelyn saw the’ need of im
mediate changes. One of their two servants 
was dismissed. Belle pent 
economy, now enforced all 
dred cried over it in secret, but made 
heroic eflbrts to be cheerful in the presence 
of her father and mother ; but each day, 
with a dfeeper chiil at heart, she asked 
herself a thousand times. “ Why does not 
Mr. Arnold come to- see me ?’ ‘
\ inton Arnold was in even greater dis

tress. Not only had he to endure the pain 
of a repressed affection, but also a gall
ing and humiliating sense of unmanly 
weakness. He, of course, learned of the 
failure, and his father soon after took pains 
to say significantly that one of the members 
off the iron firm had told him that Mr. 
Jocelyn had nothing to fall back upon. 
Therefore Arnold knew that the girl he 
loved must be in sore trouble. And yet, 
how could he go to her ? What cmsld he 
say or do that would not o-alse him ap
pear contemptible in her eyes T But to re
main away in her hour of misfortune seem
ed such a manifestation of heartless indif
ference, such a mean example of the world’s 
tendency to paae by on the other side, that 
he grew haggard and ghost-like in his self- 

tter reproach and sslf-contempt At last his 
parents began to insist that his health re
quired a change of air, and suggested a 
mountain resort or a trip abroad, and he 
was conscious of no power to resist the 
quiet will with which any plan decided upon 
would be carried out Hr felt that he must 
see Mildred 
would say
not tett. While there had been no cou
sions- and definite purpose on the part of 
his parents, they nevertheless had trained 
him to-helplessnesrin mind? and body. His 
will was as relaxed as his muscles. Instead 
of wise, patient effort to develop* a feeble 
constitution and to educate his mind by 
systematic courses of study, he had been 
treated as an exotic all hi»'days. And yet 
it had been care without tenderness, or 
much manifestation of affection. Not a 
thing had been done to develop self-respect 
or self-reliance. Even more- than most 
girls, he was made to feel himself dependent on 
on his parents. Be had studied but little; 
he had read much, but in a desultory way.
Of business and et men’s prompt, keen 
way he was lamentably ignorant for one of 
his years> and the consciousness of this made 
him shrink from the companionship of hia 
own sex, and begat a reticence whose chief 
cause was timidity. His parents’ wealth had 
been nothing but a curse, and they would 
learn eventually that while they could 
shield his person from the roughnesses of 
the world they could not protect his mind 
and heart from those experiences which ever 
demanded manly strength and principle. As 
a result of their costly system, there were 
few more pitiable objects in the city than 
Vinton Arnold as be stole under the cover 
of night to visit the girl who was hoping— 
though more faintly after every day of 
waiting—thatfshe might find in him sustain
ing strength and love in her misfortunes.

But when she saw his white baggared 
face and nervous, timid manner, she was 
almost shocked, and exclaimed, with im
pulsive sympathy, “Mr. Arnold, yon have 
>een ill. I have done you wrong.”

Mr. Arnold has an eye 
for beauty as well as yourself, and he is ac
customed to see ladies well dressed. He 
noticed your toilet last night as well as 
your face, and liis big brown eyes informed 
me that he thought it very pretty. I 
intend that you shall appear as well as the 
best of them at Saratogb, and what we can
not afford in expensive fabrics we must 
make up in skill and taste. Luckily, men 
don’t know ranch about the cost of mate
rial. They see the general effect only. A 
lady is to them a finished picture, and they 

think of inventorying the frame, 
canvas, and colors as a woman does. For 
quarter of the money I’ll make-you appear 
better than. his sisters. So get your things, 
and we’ll begin shopping at once, for such 
nice work reqnirestime.

They were soon in the temples of fashion 
on Broadway, bent upon carrying out their 
guileless conspiracy. Nevertheless their 
seemingly innocent and harmless action was 
wretched folly. They did not know that 
it raised one more barrier between them and 
all they sought and hoped, for they were 
wending the little money that might save 
them from sudden and utter poverty.

went

Æ.f EtUoard P. Rot, Author of ‘’Barriers Bumtd 
-tiroy, ’ “ Opening it Clieatnut Burr." " Suc

re» Willi Snail PruittJStc., tie.
upon him proved that she 
his words than her own e:

They were eminently ! 
a husband to address 6 
the circumstances jig 
we» uttered made them maudlin sentiment 
rather than a manly pledge. As spoken, 
they were so ominous that tbs loving woman 
might well have trembled and lost her 
giffith flush: Bit efànt»#d§B’ the lurid 
hopes and vague prospects *eafed by dan
gerous stimulants, Mr. Jocelyn saw, dimly, 
the spectre of coming troubje^nd he added,

“ Bit, Nan, we must economize—we 
really must,” — ■' ' -

“ Foolish man !” laughed his wife ; “al
ways preaching economy, but never prac
ticing it.”

“ would to God I had millions to lavish 
on you !" he exclaimed, with tears of,maw. 
kish feeling and honest affection mingled 
as they never should in a true man’s eyes.

** Lavish your love, Martin," replied the 
wife, "and I’ll be content.”

That night she laid her hçad upon her 
pillow without misgiving.

Mrs. Jocelyn was the daughter of a 
southern planter, and ia her early home 
had been accustomed to a condition of 
chronic financial embarrassment and easy
going, careless abundance. The war had 
swept away her father and brothers with 
the last remnant of the mortgaged pro
perty.

Young Jocelyn’s antecedents had been 
somewhat similar, and they had married 
much as the birds pair, without knowing 
very definitely where or how the home nest 
would be constructed. He, however, had 
secured a good education, and was endowed 
with fair business capacities. He was thus 
enabled for a brief time before the war, to 
provide a comfortable support in a southern 
city, for his wife and little daughter Mil
dred, and the fact that he was a gentle
man by birth and breeding gave him better 
social advantages than mere wealth could 
have obtained! At the beginning of the 
struggle he was given a commission in 
the Confederate army, but with the 
exception of a few slight scratches 
and many hardships escaped unharm
ed. After the conflict was over, the ex- 
officer came to the North, «gainst which he 
had so bravely and zealously fought, and 
was pleased to find that there was no pre
judice worth naming against him on this 
account. His good record enabled him to 
obtain a position in a large iron warehouse, 
and in consideration of his ability to con
trol a certain amount of southern trade, 
he was eventually given an interest in the 
business. This "apparent advancement in
duced him to believe that he might safely 
rent, in one of the many cross-streets up 
town, the nretty home in which we find 

fact that their expenses 
ways a little more than kept pace with 
their income did not trouble Mrs. Jocelyn, 
for she had been accustomed to an annual 
deficit from childhood. Some way had al
ways been provided, and she had a sort of 
blind faith that some way always would 
be. Mr. Jocelyn also, had fallen into 
rather soldier-like ways, and after being 
so free with confederate scrip, with diffi
culty learned the value of paper money of 
a different color.

Moreover, in addition to a certain lack 
of foresight and frugal prudence, bred by 
army life and southern open-heartedness, 
he cherished a secret habit which rendered 
a wise, steadily maintained policy of thrift 
well-nigh impossible. About two years be
fore the opening of onr story he had been 
the victim of a painful disease, the evil 
effects of which did not speedily pass away.
For several weeks of this period, to quiet 
the pain, he was given morphia powders ; 
their effects were so agreeable that they 
were not discontinued after the physician 
ceased to prescribe them. The subtle 
stimulant not only banished the lingering 
traces of suffering, but enabled him to re
sume the routine of business with compara
tive ease much sooner than he had 
expected. Thus he gradually drifted into 
the habitual use of morphia, taking it as a 
panacea for every ilL Had he a toothache, 
a rheumatic or neuralgic twinge, the drug 
quieted the pain. Was he despon
dent from any cause, or annoyed by 
some untoward evqnt, a small white 
powder soon brought hopefulness and sere
nity. When emergencies occurred which 
promised to tax his mental and physical 
powers, opium appeared to give a clearness 
and elasticity of mind and a bodily vigor 
that was almost magical, and he availed 
himself of the deceptive potency more and 
more often.

The morbid craving which the drag in
evitably engenders at last demanded a 
daily supply. For menthe he employed it 
in moderate quantities, using it ae thou
sands do quinine, wine, or other stimulants, 
without giving much thought to the mat
ter, sincerely intending, however, to shake 
off the habit as soon as he felt a little 
stronger and was more free from business 
cares. Still, as the employment of the 
stimulant grew into a habit, he became 
somewhat ashamed of 1L and maintained 
hie indulgence with increasing secrecy—a 
characteristic rarely absent from this vice.

Thus it can be understood that his mind 
had ceased to possess the natural poise 
which would enable him to manage his af
fairs in accordance with some wisely 
matured system of expenditure. In times 
of depression he would demand the most 
rigid economy, and again he would seem 

“Young people always give a tragic as- “«less and "indifferent and preoccupied, 
pect to these crude passing fancies. I have This financial vamllation was precisely 
known ‘ blighted happiness’ to bud and wife had been accustomed to m
blossom again so often that you must par- her early home, and she thoughtlessly, took 
don me if I act rather on the ground of ex- her way without much regard to it. He 
perieBce and good sense. An Unsuitable also had little power of saying 
alliance may bring brief gratification and 8ent*® wl^*> an<* -?11 aPPea m8 look from 
pleasure, but never happiness, never lasting her blue eyes would settle every question of 
and solid content.” economy the wrong way. Next year they

“ Well, mother, I am not strong enough would be more prudent , at present, how
to argue with von, either in the abstract or ®Ter> **ier.e were some things that it would 
as to these * wise saws’ which so mangle he very nice to have or to do. 
my wretched self,” and with the air of one But, alas, Mrs. Jocelyn had decided 
exhausted and defeated he languidly went that, for Mildred’s sake, the coming 
to his room. mer must be spent at Saratoga. In vain

Mrs. Arnold frowned as she muttered, her husband had told her that he did not 
“ He makes no promise to cease visiting the see how it was possible. She would reply, 
girl.” After a moment she added, even “ Now, Martin, be reasonable. You 

bitterly, “ I doubt whether he could know Mr. Arnold spends his summers 
keep such a promise ; therefore my will there. Would you spoil Millie’s chances 
must supply his lack of decision ;’’ and she of making one of the best matches in the 
certainly appeared capable of making good city ?”
thia deficiency in several human atoms. He would shrug his shoulder and wonder

If she could have imparted some of her where the money was to come from. Mean- 
firmness and resolution to Martin Jocelyn, while he knew that his partners were 
they would have been among the most use- anxious. They had been strong, and had 
fill gifts a man ever received. As the endured the evil times for years without 
staunchness of a ship is tested by the storm, wavering, but now were compelled to ob- 
so a crisis in his experience was approaching tain credit more and more extended, in the 
which would test bis courage, his fortitude, hope of tiding themselves over the long 
and the general soundness of his manhood, period of depression.
Alas ! the test would find him wanting. This increasing business stagnation occa- 
That night, for the first time in his life, he sioned a deepening anxiety to her hnsband 

home with a step a trifle unsteady, and a larger resort to his sustaining stimn- 
Innocent Mrs. Jocelyn did not note that lant. While he had no sense of danger 
anything was amiss. She was busy putting worth naming, he grew somewhat worried 
her home into its usual pretty order after by his dependence on the drug, 
the breezy, gusty evening always occasioned his honest purpose to gradually abandon it 
by one of Belle’s informal companions, as soon ae the financial pressure lifted 
She observed that her husband had re- and he oonld breathe _ freely in the safe- 
covered more than his wanted cheerfulness, ty of renewed commercial prosperity. Thus 
and seemed indeed as gay as Belie herself, the weeks and months slipped by, finding 
Lounging on a sofa, he laughed at his wife him more completely involved in the films 

tied her more than usual, assuring of an evil weh, and more intent than ever 
t her step was as light, and that upon hiding the fret from every one, es- 

she still looked as young and pretty as any penally his wife and children. 
of5the girls who had tripped through the He had returned on the evening Pf 
parlors that evening. Belle’s company, with fears for the Worst. I wish you to do a thing which the strictest

The trusting, happy wife grew so rosy The scene in hie pretty and happy home, I womanly delicacy did not permit, there 
with pleasure, and her tread was so elastic in contrast with the bitter experiences that ' are some things which we can do that are

CHAPTER I. 
one girl’s IDEAL -OF LIFE.I for

but
k It was an attractive picture that Martin 
I Jocelyp looked upon through the open 
r doorway of his parlor. His daughter Belle 
’ had invited half a score of her schoolmates 

to spend the evening, and a few privileged 
brothers had been permitted to come also. 
The young people were naturally selecting 
those dances which had some of the char
acteristics of a romp, for they were at an age 

-when motion means enjoyment.
Miss Belle, eager and mettlesome, stood 

waiting for music thit could scarcely be 
lighter or more devoid of -moial quality 
than her own immature heart. Life, at 
that time, had for her but one great desider
atum—fun ; and with her especial favorites 
about her, with a careful selection of “ nice 
brothers, ” canvassed with many pros and 
cons over neglected French exercises, she 
ha^ the promise of plenty of it for a long 
evening, and her dark eyea glowed and 
cheeks framed at the prospect. Impatient
ly tapping the floor with her foot, she 
looked toward her sister, who was seated at 
the piano.

Mildred Jocelyn knew that all were 
waiting for her ; she instinctively' felt the 
impatience she did not see, and yet could 
not resist listening to some honeyed non- 

“ friend ”

they
CONFIDENTIAL.

Martin JocClyn awoke with” a shiver.. 
He did not remember that he had been 
dreaming, bnt a dull pain in his head and 
a forboding of heart had at last so asserted 
themkelves as to banish the unconsciousness 
of sleep! His prospects had even a more 
sombre hue ban than the cold grey of the 
morning. Alt the false prismatic colors of the 
previous evening had faded, and no serene, 
steady light had taken their place. The 

reed elation was followed—as is ever the 
case—by a deeper despondency. The face 
of his sleeping wife was so peaceful, so ex
pressive of her utter unconsciousness of 
impending disaster, that he could not endure 
its sight. He felt himself to be in 
dition to meet her wak 
the cause of his fears, 
that be had been so weak the evening before 
also oppressed him, and he yielded to the 
impulse to gain a day before meeting her 
trusting or questioning gaze, 
might occur which would give 
pect to his affairs, and at any rate if the 
worst most come, he could explain with bet
ter grace in the evening than in his present 
wretched mood, that would prove too sharp 
a contrast with his recent gayety.

He therefore dressed silently and hastily 
and left a note saying that a business en
gagement required fis early departure.
“ She will have at least one more serene 
day before the storm,” he muttered.

“ Now wasn’t that kind and thoughtful 
of papa to let us all sleep late after the 
company !” said Mrs. Jocelyn to Mildred.
“ He went away, too, without his break
fast,” and in her gentle solicitude she 
scarely ate any herself.

But weakly hiding trouble for a day was 
not kindness, fhe wife and daughter, who 
should have helped to take in. sail in pre
paration for the threatened storm, were left 
unconscious of its approach. They might 
have noticed that Mr. Jocelyn had been 
mote than usually anxious throughout the 
spring, but they knew so little of business 
and its risks that they did not realize their 
danger. “ Men always worry about their 
affairs,” said Mrs. Jocelyn. “ It’s a way 
they have.”

Mr. Arnold’s visits and manner were 
much more congenial topics, and as a re
sult of the entire confidence existing be
tween mother and daughter, they dwelt at 
length on these subjects.

“Mamma,” said Mildred, “yon must 
not breathe of it to a sopl—not even to 
papa yet. It would hurt me cruelly to 
have it known that I think so much of 
one who has not spoken plainly—that is, 
in words. I should be blind indeed if I did 
not understand the lan 
his tones, and manner.
—mamma, it isn’t wrong for me to love—- 
to think so much of him before he speaks, 
is jt? Dearly as I—well, not for the 
world would I seem or even be more for
ward than a girl should. I I ear his people 
are too proud and rich to recognize us; and 
—and—he says so little about them. I 
can never talk to him or any one without 
making many references to 
I have thought that he 
speaking of his family. ”

“ VVe have not yet been made acquainted 
with Mr. and Mrs. Arnold,” said Mrs. 
Jocelyn meditatively. “It is true we 
attend the same church, and it was there 
that Vinton saw you, and was led to 
seek an introduction. I’m sure we have 
not angled for him in any indelicate way. 
You met him in the mission school and in 
other ways, as did the other young ladies 
of the church. He seemed to single you 
out, and asked permission to call. He has 
been very gentlemanly, but you equally 
have been the self-respecting lady. I do 
not think you have once overstepped the 
line of a proper reserve. It isn’t your na
ture to do such a thing, if I do say it. She 
is a silly girl who ever does, for men don’t 
like it, and I don’t blame them. Your 
father was a great hunter in the south, 
Millie, and he has often sajd since that I 
was the shyest game he ever followed. 
But,” she added, with a low, sweet laugh,
“ how I did want to be caught ! I can see 
now,” she continued, with a dreamy look 
back into the past, “that it was just the 
way to be caught, for if I had turned in 
pursuit ef him he would have run away in 
good earnest. Thera are some girls who 
have set their caps for year handsome 
Mr. Arnold who don’t know this. I am 
glad to say, however, that you take the 
course you do, not because you know bet
ter, but because you are better—because 
you have not lost in city life the shy, pure 
nature of the wild flowers that were your 
early playmates. Vinton Arnold is the 
man to discover and appreciate this truth, 
and yon have lost nothing by compelling 
him to seek you in vonr own home, or by 
being so reserved when abroad. ”

While her mother’s wotds greatly reas
sured Mildred, her fair face still retained 
its look ef anxious perplexity.

“I have rarely met Mrs. Arnold and 
her daughters,” she said, “but even in a 
passing moment, it seemed as if they tried 
to inform me by their manner that 1 did 
not belong to their world. Perhaps they 
were only oblivions—I don’t know.

“I think that is all,” said Mrs. Joce
lyn musingly. “ We have attended their 
church only since we came up town. They 
sit on the farther side in a very expensive pew, 
while papa thinks we can afford only a side 
seat near the door. It is evident that they 
are proud people, but in the matter of birth 
and good, breeding, my dear, 1 am sure we 
are their equals. Even when poorer than 
we are now we were welcomed to the best 
society of the south. Have no fears, darling, 
When they come to know you they will be 
as proud of you as I am.”

“ Oh, mother, what a sweet prophetess 
you are ! The life you suggest is so beauti
ful. and I do not think I could live with
out beauty, fie is so handsome and re
fined, and his taste is so perfect that every 
association he awakens is refined and high- 
toned. It seems as if my—as if he might 
take out of my future all that is hard and 
coajse—all that I shrink from even in 
thought. Bnt, mamma, I wish he were a 
wee -bit stronger. Hia hands are almost as 
white and small as mine ; and then some
times he is so very pale.”

“ Well, Millie, we can’t have everything. 
City life and luxury, are hard on young 
men. It would be better for them if they 
tramped the woods more with a gun, as 
your father did. There was a time when 
papa could walk his thirty miles a day and 
ride fifty. Bnt manly qualities may be 
those of the mind as well as of muscle. I 
gather from what Mr. Arnold says that his 
health never has been very good ; bnt you 
are the one of all the world to pet him and 
take care of him. Moot of the fashionable 
girls of his set would want to go here and 
there all the time, and would wear him out 
with their restlessness. Yon would be 
happier at home.”

“ Indeed, I would, mamma. Home and 
heaven are words that to me are near
akifi.”

Her mother shranknever
e to think of her-

eren
those who* 
be harsh, and toada, fo

no con
ing eyes and explain 

A sense ’ of shame CHAPTER IV.
“ PITILESS WAVES. ”irritably, “ to love a pure, good girl ?”

“No,” said his mother, in the same 
quiet, measured voice ; “ but it may be

A deeper shadow than that of thanight 
fell upon Mildred Jocelyn’s home after the 
return of her father. Feeling that there 
should be no more blind drifting toward he 
knew not what, he had employed all the 
means within his power to inform himself 
of the firm’s prospects, and learned that* 
there was almost a certainty of speedy 
failure. He was so depressed and gloomy 
when he sat down to dinner that his wife 
had not the heart to tell him of her schemes 
to secure his daughter’s happiness, er of the 
gossamer-like fabrics she had bought, out of 
which she hoped to construct a web that 
would more surely entangle Me Arnold. 
Even her sanguine spirit was" chilled and 
filled with misgivings by her husband’s 
mfinner. Mildred, too, was speedily made 
to feel that only a very serions cause could 
banish her father’s wonted good-humor and 
render him so silent. Belle and the little 
ones maintained the light talk which usual
ly enlivened the meal, but a sad constraint 
rested on the others. At last Mr. Jocelyn 
said, abruptly, “ Fanny, 1 wish to see you 
alone,” and she followed him to their room 
with a face that grew pale with a vague 
dread. What could have happened ?

“ Fanny, ""he said sadly, “-our firm is in 
trouble. I have hoped and have tried to 
believe that we would pull through, but 
now that I have looked at the 
squarely, I see no chance for us, and from 
the words and bearing of my partneis, I 
imagine they have about given up hope 
themselves.”

“Oh, come, Martin, look on the bright 
side. You always take such gloomy views 
of things. They’ll pull through, 
feaz ; and if they don’t, you Will soeo ob
tain a better position. A man of your 
ability should be at the head of a firm. 
You would make money, no matter what 
the times were. ”

“ Unfortunately, Fanny, your sanguine 
hopes and absurd opinion of my abilities do 
not change in tbe least the hard facts of the 
case. If the firm fails, I am out of em
ployment, and hundreds of as good—yes, 
better men than I, are looking vainly for 
almost any kind of work. The thought 
that we have laid up nothing in all these 
years, cuts me to the very quick. 
One thing is now certain. Ni 
dollar must be spent, hereafter, except for 
food, and that of the least costly kind, until 
I see our way more clearly.” -

“ Can’t we go to Saratoga ?” faltered Mrs. 
Jocelyn.

“ Certainly not. 
should have had to borrow money and 
anticipate my income in order to spend 
even

Something 
a better as-very great folly and a useless waste. It is 

dishonorable, however, to inspire false 
hopes in a girl's heart: no matter who she 
is. It is weak and dishonorable to hover 
around a pretty face like a poor moth that 
singes its wings.”

In sudden passionate appeal, he exclaim- 
, "If I can win Miss Jocelyn, why can

not I marry her ? She is as good as she is 
beautiful. If you knew her as I do you 
would be proud to call her your daughter. 
They live verry prettily, even elegantly—”

By a simple, deprecatory gesture Mrs. 
Arnold made her son feel that it was use
less to add another word.

“ Vinton,” she said, "a littte reason in 
these/matters is better than an indefinite 
amount of sentimental nonsence. You are 
now old enough to be swayed by reason, and 
not to fume and fret after the impossible 
like a child. Neither your father nor I have 
acted hastily in this matter. It was a 
great trial to discover that yon had allowed 
your fancy to become entangled below the 
circle in which it is your privilege to move 
and I am thankful that my other children 
have teen more considerate. In a quiet 
unobtrusive way we have taken pains to 
learn all about the Jocelyns. They are 
comparative strangers in the city. Mr. 
Jocelyn «merely a junior partner in a large 
iron firm, and from all your father says I 
I ear he has lived too elegantly for fois 
means. That matter will soon be tested, 
however, for his firm is in trouble and 
will probably have to suspend, With your 
health, and in the face of the fierce com
petition in this city", are you able to marry 
and support a penniless girl ? If, on the 
contrary, yon propose to support a wife on 
the property that now belongs to your 
father and myself, our wishes should have 
some weight. I tell you frankly that onr 
means, though large, are not sufficient 
to make yon all independent and 
maintain the style to which you have been 
accustomed. With y onr frail health and 
need of exemption from care and toil, yon 
must marry wealth. Your father is well 
satisfied that whoever allies himself to this 
J ocelyn family may soon have them all on 
his hands to support. We decline the risk 
of burdening ourselves with these unknown, 
uncongenial people. Is there anything 
reasonable in that ! Because you are fas
cinated by a pretty face, of which there 
are thousands in this city, must we be 
forced into intimate associations with people 
that are wholly distasteful to us ? This 
would be a poor return for having shielded 
you so carefully through years of ill health 
and feebleness.”

The young man’s head drooped lower and 
lower as his mother spoke, and his whole 
air was one of utter despondency. She 
waited for his reply, but for a few moments 
he did not speak. Suddenly he looked up, 
with a reckless, characteristic laugh, and 
said :

“The Spartans were right in destroying 
the feeble children. Since I am under such 
obligations, I cannot resist your logic, and 
I admit that it would be poor taste on my 
part to ask you to support for me a wife 
not of your choosing.”

“ ‘Good taste’ at least should have pre
vented such a remark. You can choose for 
yourself from a score of fine girls of your 
own station in rank and wealth.”

“Pardon me, but I would rather not 
inflict my weakness on any of the score.”

“But you would inflict it on one weak 
in social position and without any means of 
support.”

“She is the one girl that I have met with 
who seemed both gentle and strong, and 
whose tastes harmonize with my own. But 
you don’t know her, and never will You 
have only learned external facts about the 
Jocelyns, and out of youij prejudices 
have created a family of underbred 
people that does not exist Their 

of comparative poverty I 
cannot dispute. I have not made the pru
dential inquiries which you and father have 
gone into to carefully. But your logic is 
inexorable.. As you sugges, I could not 

ugh myself to provide a wife with 
happiness. The slight considerations of 
happiness, and the fact that Miss Jocelyn 
might aid me in becoming something more 
than a shadow among men, are not to be 
urged against the solid reasons you have 
named.” ‘ *
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ted over tbe rigid 

too late. Mil-
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sensé that her 
ing. Ostensibly,

1 her side to turn the leaves of the music, 
but in reality to feast his eyes on beauty 
which daily bound him in stronger chains 
of fascination. Her head dropped under 
his words, but only as the flowers bend 
under the dew and rain that give them life. 
His passing compliment was a trifle, but it 
seemed like the delicate touch to which the

was eav- 
Vinton Arnold was at The oçean always 

rge and cold and pitiless 
for those in its power.” 

“ In that respect it’s like the world, or 
rather the people in it—”

“ Oh, no, no ! ” she interrupted eagerly ; 
“it is to the world of people I am glad to 
escape from the solitudes of nature. As I 
said, the latter with their vastness, power, 
and worse than all, their indifference, op
press me and make me shiver with a vague 
drear. I once saw a ship beaten to pieces 
by the waves in a storm. I was on the 
coast near where we were spending the 
summer. Some of the people on the vessel 
were drowned, and their cries ring in my 
ears to this day. Oh, it was piteous to see 
them reaching out their hands, bnt -the 
great merciless waves would not stop a 
moment, even when a little time would have 
given the life-boats a chance to save the 
poor creatures. The breakers just struck 
and pounded the ship until it broke into 
pieces and then tossed the lifeless body and 
broken wood on the shore as if one were of 
no more value than the other. I can’t 
think of it without shuddering, and I’ve 
hated the sea ever since and never wish to 
go near it again.”

I

- subtle electric current responds. From a 
credulous, joycus heart a crimson tide 
welled up into her face and neck ; she 
could not repress a smile, though she bowed 
her head in girlish shame to hide it. Then, 
as if the light, gay music before her had be
come the natural expresaion of her mood, 
she struck into it with a brilliancy and life 
that gave even Belle content.

Arnold saw thie pleasure his remark had 
given, and surmised the rehson why the ef
fect was so much greater than the apparent 
cause. For a moment an answering glow 
lighted up his pale face, and then, as if re
membering something, he sighed deeply 
but in the merry life which now filled the 
apartments a sigh stood little chance of 
recognition.

The sigh of the master of the house, how
ever, was so deep and his face so clouded 
with care an! anxiety as he turned from it 
all. that his wife, who at the moment met 
him, was compelled to note that something 
was amiss.

“ Martin, what is it?” she asked.
He looked for a moment into hqr troubled 

bine eyes, and noted how fair, delicate, and 
girlish she still appeared in her evening 

1 dress. He knew also that the delicacy and 
refinement of feature were but the reflex of 
her nature, and, for the first time in his 
life, he wished that she were a strong, 
coarse woman.

“ No matter, Nan, to-night. See that 
the youngsters have a good tfhne,” and he 
passed hastily out.

“ He’s worrying about those stupid busi
ness matters again," she said, and the 
thought seemed to give much relief.

Business matters were masculine, 
and she was essentially feminine. Her 
woild was as far removed from finance 
as her laces from the iron in which her 
husband dealt.

A little boy of four years of age and a 
little girl of six, whose tiny "form Was 
draped in such gossamer-like fabrics that 
she seemed more fairy-like than human, 
were pulling at her dress, eager to enter 
the mirth-resounding parlors, but afraid to 
leave her sheltering wing. Mrs. Jocelyn 
watched the scene from the door way y where 
her husband had stood, without his sigh. 
Her motherly heart sympathized with 
Belle’s abounding life and {911, and her 
maternal pride was assured by the budding 
promise ot a beauty which would shine pre
eminent when the school-girl should become 
a belle in very truth.

But her eyes rested on Mildred with 
wistful tenderness. Her own experience 
enabled her to interpret her daughter’s 

and to understand the ebb and flow
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“ You have unconsciously described thia 
Christian city,” said Arnold, with a short 
langh.

“ What a cynic you are to-night ! You 
condemn all the world, and find fault even 
with yourself 
imagine. As a rule they are right, and the 
universe wrong.”

“ I have not found any fault with you, ” 
he said, in a tone that caused her long eye
lashes to veil the pleasure she could not 
wholly conceal.

“ I hope the self-constraint imposed by 
your courtesy is not too severe for comfort. 
I also understand the little fiction of ex
cepting present company, 
help remembering that I 
the world and very worldly ; that is, I am 
very fond of the world and all its pretty 
follies. I like nice people much better than 
savage mountains and heartless waves.”

“ And yet you are not what I should call 
a society girl, Miss Millie.”

‘‘I’m glad you think so. I’ve no wish 
to win that character. Fashionable society 
seems to me like the sea, as restless and 
unreasoning, always on the go, and yet 
never going anywhere. I know lots of girls 
who go here and there and do this and 
that with the monotony with which the 
waves roll in and ont. Half the time they 
act contrary to their wishes and feelings, 
but they imagine it the thing to do, and 
they do it till they are tired and bored half 
to death.

“ What, then, is yoUr ideal of life? ”
Her head drooped a little lower, and the 

tell-tale color would come as she replied 
hesitatingly, and with a slight deprecatory 
langh,

“ Well, I can’t say I’ve thought it ont 
very definitely. Plenty of real friends 
seem to me better than the world’s stare; 
even though there’s a trace of admiration 
in it. Then, again, you men so monopo
lize the world that there is not much left for 
us poor women to do ; bnt I have imagined 
that to create a lovely home, and to gather 
in it all the beauty within one’s reach, and 
jnst the people one best liked, would be a 
very congenial life-work for some women. 
That is what mother is doing for ns, and 
she seems veiy happy ana contented- 
much more so than those ladies who seek 
their pleasures beyond their homes. You 
see I use my eyes, Mr. Arnold, even if 
I am not antiquated enough to be ” 

His look had grown so wistful 
tent that she could not meet it, bnt avert
ed her face as she spoke. Suddenly he 
sprang up and took her hand with a pres
sure all too strong for the “ friend ” she

’y., A

rare thing in cynics, I
you and papa, 
even avoided ot a

un-

If all were well I

MEDICAL. But I cannot 
am a wee bit of a few weeks there, unless yon went 

to a cheap boarding-house. If things turn 
out as I fear, I could not borrow a dollar. 
I scarcely see how we are to live anywhere, 
much less at a Saratoga hotel. Fanny, 
can’t you understand my situation ? Sup
pose my income stops, how much ahead 
have we to live upon V

Mrs. Jocelyn sank into a chair and sobbed, 
“ Oh that I had known this before ! See 
there !”

The bed was covered with dress gxids, 
and the airy nothings that enhance a girl’s 
beauty. The husband understood their 
meaning tod well, and he muttered some
thing like an oath. At last he said, in a 
hard- tone, “ Well, after buying all this 
frippery, how much money have you left. ”

“ Gh, Martin,” sobbed his wife, “ don’t 
speak to me in that tone. Indeed I did not 
know we were in real danger. You seemed 
in such good spirits last evening, and Mr. 
Arnold showed so much feeling for Milltie 
that my heart has been light as a feather 
all day. I wouldn’t have bought these 
things if I had only known—if I had real
ized it alL”

Mr. Jocelyn now uttered an unmistak
able anathema on his folly.

“ The money yon had this morning is 
gone, then ?"
J‘Yes.”
“ How much his been charged I”
“ Don’t ask me.”
He was so angry—with himself more 

than his wife—and so cast down that he 
could not trust himself to speak "again. 
With a gesture more expressive than any 
words, he turned on his heal and left the 
room and the house. For hours he walked 
the streets in tbe wretched turmoil of a 
sensitive, vet weak nature. He was not 
one who could calmly meet an 
emergency and manfully do his best, 
suffering patiently meanwhile the ills that 
could not be averted. He could lead 
a cavalry charge into any kind of danger, 
but he could not stand still under fire. 
The temptation to repeat his folly of the 
previous evening was very strong, 
had cost him so dearly that he swore a 
great oath that at least he would not touch 
liquor again ; but he could not refrain from 
lifting himself in some degree out of his 
deep dejection, by&a recourse to the stimu
lant upon which he had so long been de
pendent. At last, jaded and sober indeed, 
he returned to a home whose very beauty 
and comfort now became the chief means of 
his torture.
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He did not quite understand her, and was 
indiscreet enough to repeat, "You have 
done me wrong, Miss Millie ?”

■‘ Pardon me. Perhaps you do 
not know that we are in deep 
efouble. My father’s firm has failed, 
and we shall have to give up our home. 
Indeed, I harkly know what we shall do. 
When in trouble one’s thoughts naturally 
turn to one’s friends. I thought perhaps 
you would come to see me," and two tears 
that she could not repress stood in her 
eyes.

“Oh, that I were a man ! ” groaned Ar
nold, mentally, and never had human cruel
ty inflicted a keener pang than did Mildred’s 
sorrowful face and the gentle reproach im
plied in her words.

“ I— I have been ill,” he said hesitating
ly. “Miss Millie,” he added impulsively, 
“yon can never know how deeply I feel for 
you.”

She lifted her eyes questioning^- to his 
face and its expression was again unmis
takable. For a moment she lost control of 
her overburdened heart, and bowing her 
face in her hands gave way to the. 
strong tide of her feelings, 
she sobbed, “I have been so anxious and 
fearful about the future. People have come 
here out of curiosity and otheis have acted 
as if they did not care what became of as, 
if they only obtained the money we owed 
them. I did not think that those who 
were so smiling and friendly a short time 
since could be so harsh and indifferent. A 
thousand times I have thought of that poor 
ship that I saw the waves beat to pieces, 
and it has seemed as if it might be onr fate.
I suppose I am morbid and that some way 
wall be provided, bat some way is not a 
way.”

Instead of coming to her side and prom
ising all that his heart prompted, the miser
able constraint of hia position led him to 
torn from grief that he was no longer able 
to witness. He went to the window, and 
bowing his head against the sash, looked 
out into the darkness.

She regarded him with wonder and she 
slowly wiped her eyes.

“ Mr. Arnold,” she faltered, “I hope you 
will forgive me for my weakness and also 
for inflicting our troubles on you.”

He turned and came slowly toward her. 
She saw that he trembled and almost totter
ed as he walked, and that his face had be
come ashen. The hand he gave her seemed 
like ice to her warm, throbbi 
never could she forget his expression—the 
blending of self-contempt, pitiable weakness 
and dejection.] ,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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manner,
of feeling whose cause, as yet, was scarcely 
ecognized by the young girL 

The geniality of Mrs. Jocelyn's smile 
might well assure Vinton Arnold that she 
welcomed his presence at her daughter’s 
side, and yet, for some reason,-the frank, 
cordial greeting in the lady’s eyes and man
ner made him sigh again. He evidently 
harfoored a memory or a thought that did 
not accord with the scene or toe occasion. 
Whatever it was it did not prevent him 
from enjoying to th$ utmost toe pleasure 
he had found in toe presence ef Mildred. 
In contrast with Belle she had her mother’s 
fairness and delicacy of feature, and her 
blue eyes were not designed to express the 
exultation and pride of one of society’s 
favorities. Indeed it was already evident 
that a glance from Arnold was worth more 
than the world’s homage. And yet it wts 
eypically pathetic—as it ever is—to see 
how the girl tried to hide the “abundance 
of her heart. ”

“ Millie is myself right over again," 
thought Mrs. Jocelyn ; “ hardly into
society before in a fair way to be, out of it. 
Beaux in general have few attractions for 
her. Belle, however, will lead the young 
men a chase. If I’m any judge, Mr. Ar
nold’s symptons are becoming serious. He’s 
just the one of all the world for Millie, and 
could give lier the home which her style of 
beauty requires—a home in which W>t a 
dbmmoa or coarse thing would be visible, 
but all as dainty as herself. How I would 
like to furnish her house ! But Martin 
always thinks he’s so poor. ”

Mrs. Jocelyn soon left the parlor to com
plete her arrangements for an elegant little 
supper, and she Complacently felt that, 
whatever might be the tribulations of the 
great iron firm down town, her small domain 

- was serene with present happiness and
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“Oh !”
called him, as he said :

“ Miss Millie, you are one of a thousand. 
Good-night.”

For a few moments she sat where he left 
her. What did he mean ? Had she re
vealed her heart too plainly ? His manner 
surely had been unmistakeable, and no 
woman could have doubted the language 
of his eyes.

“ But some constraint,” she sighed, “ties 
his tongue.”

The more she thought it over, however 
—and what young girl does not live over 
such interviews a hundred times—the more 
convinced she became that her favorite 
among the many who sought her favor gave 
an much to her as she to him ; ami she was 
shrewd enough to understand that the 
nearer two people exchange evenly in these 
matters the better if"is for both. Her last' 
thought that night was, “To make a home 
for him would be happiness indeed. How 
much life promises me l ”
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In the meantime Mildred and her mother 

sat foy the pretty fabrics that had the bright 
hues of their morning hopes, and they 
looked,, at each other with tears 
and dismay. If the silk and lawn should 
turn into crape, it would seem so in accord
ance with their feelings as scarcely to ex
cite surprise. Each queried vainly, “Wbat 
now will be the future ?” Tbe golden pros
pect of the day had become dark and chaotic, 
and in strong reaction a v 
pending disaster so oppress! 
scarcely spoke. Deep in Mildred’s heart, 
however, born of woman’s trust, was 
the sustaining hope that her friend 
Vinton Arnold, would be 
to her whatever might happen. 
Poor Mrs. Jocelyn’s best hope was that the 
financial storm would blow over without 
fulfilling their fears. She had often known 
her father to be half desperate, and then 
there was patched up some kind of an ar
rangement which enabled them to go on 
again in their old way. Still, even with 
her unbusfhees-like habits of thought and 
meagfe knowledge of the world, she could 
not see how they could maintsin them
selves if her husband’s income should 
suddenly cease, and he he unable to find a 
like position.

She longed for h» return, bnt when he 
came he gave hex no comfort.

*" Don’t speak to me,” he said. “ I can 
tell you nothing that yon do not already

more
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Vinton Arnold’s walk down Fifth avenue
britiit with promise.

While the vigorous appetites of the gr 
ing boys and girls were disposing of the 
supper, Arnold and Mildred rather neglected 
their plates, finding ambrosia in each 
other's eyes, words and even intona
tions. Now that they had the deserted 
parlor to themselves, Mildred seemed under 
less constraint. „ . ., ,

“It was very nice of you, she said, to 
ome and help me entertain Belle’s Iriends, 
especially when they are all so young.”

‘‘Yes,’’ he replied. “I am a happy 
monument of self-sacrifice." *

“But not a brazen one, she added

Cl""‘N(L nor a bronze one either,” he said, 
and a sudden gloom gathered in hia large
^“she^ha'd always admired the pallor of 

. his face. “It set off his surperb brown 
eyes and heavy mustache so finely, sue

was so rapid as to indicate strong peturba- 
tion. At last he entered a large house of 
square, heavy architecture, a- creation evi
dently of solid wealth in the earlier days 
of the thoroughfare’s his ton'. There was 
something in his step as ne crossed the 
marble hall to the hat rack and then up 
the sairway that caused his mother to pass 
quickly from her sitting-room that she 
might intercept him. After a moment’s 
scrunity she said, in a low, hard tone.

“ You have spent the evening with Miss 
Jocelyn again.” He made no reply.

“ Are you a man of honor Tr J
His pallid fice crimsoned, and his hands 

repressed feeling, but he still 
remained silent Neither did he appear to 
have the power to meet his mother’s cold, 
penetrating glance.

“ It would seem,” she resumed, in the 
same quiet, incisive tone, “ that my former 
suggestion# have been unheeded, I fear
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dyspeptic, and remain gloomy and misera-. 
hie, than they have to take poison am»/ 
commit suicide. If the. stomach becom>m 
weak end fails to perform its fnnctio'oe, 
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—Those in want of sewing m*ohines 
ought to inspect the Wheeler "Wilson at 
No. 88 King street west previous to their 
deciding to buy elsewhere. A visit to Mr. 
C. C. Pomeroy’s office would not be out of 
place.
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