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expenses of the voyage there.  After
that, between us, your mother and I-
will manage to keep you there a sea-
son at least.

So within six weeks Alene and her
aunt were well off on the dark blue
sea. It was the month of July, a little
past the popular season for travel, yet
the steamers were still crowded, and
almost the first person they encounter-
ed on board ship was Mr. Bob Wiilis,
Whatever *‘set-down’ Miss Alene had
once given him, she was civil to him
now, and his esteem for the young
lady seemed to be in no wise lessene
from the fact that she was en ronte to
the old world.

One day Mr. Bob found it neeegsary
from decrease of temperature, to put
on a thicker coat thah he had been
wearin%; Leaving his state-room hur-
riedly, he unconsciously dropped from
one of his pockets some papers.

Some one, treading the lYa.f;saga
shortly afterward, saw this trail of lit-
erature, and stooping, picked them up.
This some one chanced to be Miss
Alene Ellerby. One of these papers
was flattened and dust-worn.

Certainly Miss Alene knew better
that to read what did not belong to
her, yet she was perusing with wide-
open eyes the writing on this soiled
paper. First she had been attracted
because the chirography seemed to re-
semble her own, next when she saw
her own name appended.

Woell, sinco that name is there, we
will read, too.

“Peoar Bob.—~You have surprised me, yet
f confess I am not wholly displeased at your
proposal. Please call this evening.—Yours
avermore, Alene Ellerby.

This was re-written again and again
all over the sheet, each copy growing
nesrer and nesarer to a likeness of her
own hand.

She dropped the paper and thought.
Then she looked again at the date and
drew & great gigh. It was dated May
14th, the bay before Raymond Ogere
bade her good-bye.

Well, Alene neither fainted away,
nor did she face Mr. Willis with a
geathing glance of scorn or any tragic
phrases. She only left the other pa-
pers where she had found them, re-
greated into her state-room, with the
one clenched tight in her little fist.
Than cha cat: ber ling. stamoed her
siim foot once, and ejaculated, with
ber cheeks burning bright:

«J will never, never ageak to the
mean little wretch acain!’ .

“Dear me, what sad langange, Misa
Alene! Yet you said that by yourself,
and we had no right to hear.”

That night Alene astonished the
worthy relative who accompanied her,
by asking her if she knew Mr. Raymond
Ogere's address.

“No, my dear, I do not,” was the
reply, and with the words her lasthope
of ever again meeting Ogere vanished.

For here she was speeding away
over the Atlantic, overy minute bear-
ing her farther and farther from the
man she loved, and with no means at
her command by which to communi-
cate with him. ,

A vaar would doubtless elapse be-
forethey would return, and what things
miﬁht not happen ih a year?

few days baefore Alene sailed for
the old world, Raymond Ogere sat up-
on the balcony of his hotel 1n Paris. .

He had been at that city three weekss

for, after leaving Alene, he had ungx-

ectedly found it necessary to start for

ance immediately, on business for
the firm.

Glad he was of this means of dise
traction from what had cast a gloom
over all his prospects. Not as hereto-
fore did he enter upon the.trip withen~
ergy and interest, but to flee from bit~
ter disappointment.

By his side sat a lady, who had done
much to brighten his voyage thither,
and his sojourn in Paris. This was the
Countess Brittole, who had been visit-~
ing some friends among the Ameri-
cans.

The countess was poor, and owned
nothing but an owl-haunted chateaw
away off somewhere where she never
went, but which she cherished as the
sole remnant of the past glory of the
‘Brittole family.

Plainly the countess had expressed
her admiration for the ‘‘elegant young
men®’ of the United States, and tplainly‘
had she shown her admiration for this
particular young man by her side.

She was o widow, and quite her own
age, to be sure; but what did such
things matter, so long as people agresd
and were happy? And then her posi-
tion gave her such rare opportunities
to advantage an ambitious’ man. And,
unconsciously, Reymond found him-
solf listening to this wooing, and when
at parting for the night, the countess
laid in his hand a tea-rose she had
worn in her hair, he actually canghf
himself murmuring some very mellovr
sentiment. . ‘
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