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THE FAVORITE.

Y

without it hor naturo {s the rose treo without
tho rose—tho dend ogg among the oliffe: quick-
ened by the grand passion, 1t Is tho onglo sonr-
ing to tho stars.  Your henrt is a grander thing
now than over before, Noxt to loving God, tho
bost thing for woman Is to lovo o good man.
Talto tho comfort of this thought, and loavo tho
humiliation to the heart too hard or too light for
loving,

Wero I looking into yonr eyos, my romler,
telling my atory by word of month, I can fano *
wo mighf hold somothing lko this dinloguo.
#Whom was Mary Trigitigus, this keopor of
small day-school—whom was sho seoking in
thts brilliant store? Ono of the undor-clerks,
poerhaps® « No.” #Tho hook-kooper?® * No"
“Tho confidontial clork 1" +You must guces
agair,” «The junfor partner? «No, it was
Oliristian Van Pelt, tho sols proprietor of that
fino ostablishment, one of thir morchant princes
of tho city.” ¢ But what right had Mary Tri-
glligus, this obscuro school-teachor, to love this
man of fortune? 1ow did sho ever como to
his acquatntance t”” And then I should toll you
o very long story, a todlous one porhaps of two
Hollandors, oloso frignds, who sottled in Now
Amsterdam; of how fortuno had prosperod tho
ono uatil Ohristian Van Poit, his {ineal doscond-
ant, wwas among the leadors in the dry-goods
trado of Now York Clty; of how various dlsas.
tora had befallon tho famlly of tho other, until
tho daughitor of the house, ant its only lineal
descondant, Mary Triglliguy’s mothor, had mar-
riod an Intemporato spondthrift, who had at his
donth left hor ponnlless, though tho grandchlld,
Mary Trigiligus, had Inherited tho small houso
in which mother and daughtor found a home.

In tho back parlor Mary kopt a school for
small ohildron: tho front chambor whs lot to a
quiot man, who wont down town at eight and
roturnod at five, and whom thoy soldom saw
excopt whon ho rapped at tho sitting-room door
on tho AAirat day of overy month to hand in the
threo fivo-dollar uills which covored his ront.
Beasldes theso sources of rovonuo thoro woro a
fow day-boardors, who somottmos pald for thotr
kooping and somotimes did not,

An {ntorcourso and a show of friendship had all
along beon maintained botwoon tho families of
theso Hotllandors; and now Mrs, Van Polt, tho
young merohant’s mothor, was to givo a largo
party. Mary Trigillgus had beon iavited, and
her mother had insisted on an aocoptance of
the invitation.

«Thoy sro quito friondly to you, Mary, and
you can’t afford to throw away such friotds,”
the mother sald,

Ho it tras for Christian Van Peolt's broad,
squaro figuro that Mary's engor cyes woro seok-
ing; but in valn thoy sought: 1t was nowhoro
to bo soen., A choking feeling of disappoint.
mont roso {n her heart—a disappointmont very

anequal to tho ocecaston, since sho had meant
nothing moro than to get n sight of thoe loved
figuro aud thon to go on her way. :aving
satlafied herself that he was not In tho store, a
yoarning destre puasensed her to onter tho plice
whore ho evory day walked—a place to her in-
vosted with romanoe, haunted by hls presoncoe
—a placo to which her thoughts often wandered
as somo stupid child stood by hor sido in tho
littlo school-room spolling out lus reading-les-
son. She hud not for months entered tho store
~-uot sinee that evening wheg, In her poor
parior, Christian Van Pelt, tho rich younyg mer-
chaut, had looked 1nto hor cycs with a look that
thrilled her for many o dsy, and spokon son:o
nothings {n tones that sot hor hourt throbbding.
Indeod, sinco that day sho had avoided passing
tho store, lest sho might scem, even to horself,
to bo scoking him. .And yot her poor oyos and
heart vore ever secking him in tho countloss
throngs that passed up and down tho busy
streots.

“ X'l got my dress from his stove,” sh» sald
montally. “I shall wear 1t with tho greator
ploasure that he has handied it 1y patronago
will bo to him but as thy drop to the ocean,”
sho sald with a ltttlo bitternesy, « but it will bo
a sweot thought to me that [ haye contributed
evon ono drop to the flood of his prosperity.”

80 she ontored Christlan Van Peit’s trade-
palace, and sald, in answer to the smart clerk’s
look of {nquiry, “I am looking for a stlk that
will do for tho ovening and alse for the stroot——
somothing a littlo out of style, perhaps, might
answer.”

o havs somo bargains in guch s.lks—olo.
gant dross-patterns at a thind of what thoy cost
us in Parls. ftop this way;” and Mary found

hersolf going back and back through tho spa-
ofous building, with her image advancing to
mect her,

In a fow scoonds the counter tvas sirewn with
,8llka at most ontlcing figures, and the clork
showed them off to such advunntage, gathering
them s0 doxterously into clegant folds, shifting
thom so skilfully 1o tho britliant gas-iight, pore
suading tho lndy, in tho sncanwhile, tn such a
clover, lawyor-liko way : “ Theso oot usin Parls
thres timos the monoy I amn offoring thom for,
snd they aro hut very littlo puseé; thero s an
extraordluatry demand for thom; they arogoing
ko wildfiro} country merchanis aro ordering
thein by tho scoro; wo sant cighty pleces to
Chlcago, to one house, yestendny, apd 0ty pate
terns to Omaha this morning; one handred and
ton wo Inst woek sLipped to tho South; the
whole lat will parbaps bo suld by to-morrow,”
nte.—that poor Mary felt llko o speculator on
tho vergp of a groat chaagce. 80 sho dectdod on
a light-green brocade, and could not gatnsay tho
smooth-tongued olerk as be assured hor, while
tying the bandio, that sho had socured a vory
baz2..mo and elegant dregs at n groat borgaln,

The nost dny Mary and hor motuer spont {n
studyiog aod dlscussing tho latesy fashjon.
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plates, but the eladborate losoriptions of expen-
sigo costumos plungod tho girl into anothor At
ofpbowildormont and slough of despond. 8ho
h wrtlly regrotted having aocopted tho invitn-
tiee 8ho bognn to drend tho party ns an exo-
oxlon—to shrink from oxhibiting hersell to
Christian with tho ano ladies and gontlomon
who would fuorm tho company at Mrs. Van
Polt'a, Howover, tho dross was cut and mwdo,
and in this thore was o falr degreo of suocoss,
for nooossity had taught theso svomen consider-
ablo skill 1n tho uno of tho sclssors and noedle,
Tho dress was trimmeod with somo handsome
old laco thnt had heon 1n tho mother's family
for yoars, Mra, Trigilligus pronnounced tho decas
vory handsomo as she sproal it on tho bed and
stoppod off to survoy It, and oven tho dospon-
dont Mary took hoart, and as sho surveyod her
imago In the mirror at the oonclusion of hor
to'lot for tho important evoning, she felt a de-
gro. of complaconey toward horself—a faoling
of admiration oven.

“You Inok llko a snowdrop, doar,” satd tho
mothor fondly; and tho comparison was not
{napt, for the young girl's S8axon complexion
and falr hair woro in pretty dontrast with the
1aco-deckoc allk of dolicato groon falllng about
lor,

As sho had no attondant, sho wont oarly to
Mra, Van Polt's, fooling at liborty to be uncore-
montous; and sho thought, with a beatlng
huart, that Christian wwould boe hor esoort home,
M. Van Polt was not in tho parlor when Mary
entored, but . uristian recolved hor kindly,
though with a ~light ombarrassment that om-
barrassed hor. Bho tried to keop thelove-filoker
from hor oyes and tho love-tromnr from her
wolce ns aho sat thore alone with tho man sho
loved, trying to reply inditferontly to his indif-
ferent romarks, and wondering {f ho oould not
hear tho beating of hor hoart, Sho,was groatly
rolloved at tho entranco of MMrs. Van Polt,
When this luly had kissed hor guost, sho stop-
ped off o fow paces and looked tho girl over.

“Your dross is vory beooming, my dear,” sho
sald, ¢but why did you got o brocado? Don't
you know that brocados are out of style. No-
body wears broocados; and they are not trim-
ming with lnco at all, I wish you had advised
with me.”

Tho bloo § rushed to Mary'sface. Thoughsho
did not tarn hor oyes to Christlan’s, she know
that they wero looking at hor—that ho was
notirgz hor oonfuslon and comprohending its
cause. ¢ Ho knows why I brvo bought this
broeade,” was her thought, « and ho knows that
I am humiliated in baving my povorty held up
to his viow, Of course Christinx Xnows that I
am poor, and ho must know, as a consgquonce,
that I woar poor clothos. I can enduro that he
should know this in a general way, whilo [
shrink from having tho detalls of my povorty
rovenlied to htm, I would not wish my patched
gnlters and darned stocklogs held up for his tn-
.pection.”

Mary hesitated a momeont beforo replying to
Mre Van Poit's critiolam. Then, with o feel-
1ng that it was botter to acknowledge o poverty
of which both her companions wore cognizant
than an igaorance of style, sho sald, trith a
slight kindling of tho eye, 1 doctded on this
dress from cconomienl considorations, and tho
Iaco I8 somo which my mother's groat-gran.i.
mothor brought from Holland.—I havo remiod-
ed them, at least, that [ had a grandfather,” sho
thought.

As sho inished speaking sho lifted her oyes
to Christian’s, She could not understind tho
oxpression sho sayw thare. Bat the poor giri's
satisfaction in hor dress was oll gone.  Sho was
ready to reproash her mother for tho reassuring
words that had helped to genorate 1% « What
if 1t 13 pretty ? it Is old-fashioned. No matter
that the lace is rich, when nobody wears it I
must ook as though I wore dressed in my grand-
mother’s clothes, I wish I wusback in my poor
homo. Thero 1 am at least sholtered from
criticlsm. I am a fool in daring to face fashion:
1 am the silly moth in tho candle.”

If thoso wero Mary's thoughts as sic sat thore
with her two frionda, what must thoy have be-
come ns tho regally-drossod indles, ono aftoran-
othpr, wero announced ? Thero wero tho majestic
swoop of velvot, the floating of aloudlko gossa-
maer, tho flashing diamonsd, tho atarry pearl, tho
fiaming ruby, tho blazing carbuncle, Thore
woro marvelous tollets whore contrass and har.
mony and pleturesqueness—tho offoct of overy
oclor and ornamont had boon patiently studied
as tho arliat atudies each shado and line on his
canvas, And when tho laugh atd the fest and
the wit wwere sounding all about her, and the in.
toxicatlng music camo sweeplng {n fiom: the
dancing-room, thore camo ovor Mary a lost foct-
ing amid the strango facos and voices—a bee
wildered, dizzy focling, such as the semi-con-
scious oplum-eater might have, half roal, half
dreaming. It was all so sirnnge, so goparats
from hor, as though, horsolf tnvisidle, she was
watching a festival among a differont order of
betngs. Everybody was coming and golng, cone
wnually varying his pastimo, whito sho sat as
anobxerved as though invisible, Occasionally
nn cyo-glass was loveled at her, or somo lady
accidontally placed beslde her superotilously ine
spectod tho lace and groen brocade,

Mra. Van Polt found her 1n tho coursg of the
ovoning, and insistod that sho shonld go to tho
daucing-room and scd tho daneing. Mary bog-
g0d to romatn soated whoro sho was. Sho
dreadod any move that would render hor more
consploacus, and dreaded ospeclaily dolng ro-
called to Christian's mind. But the hostoss ine
sisted, 50 the wretched girl coopl oat of her roe
treas, and with adlzzy sicp teaversed the parlors
and halls o tho dancaing-roome, The band was
plaging o doficlous wulwz, .ud gracefal hdics

and ologant gentlemeon twvere moving to its men.
sures. Mary's oyes soon discoverod Ohristinn
waltzing with a young girl in a rose-oolored
silk, Bhe was not n marked beauty, but tho
Moo was rofinod and protty, and was uplifted to
Ohristinn’s with a look of Jistoning intorests. A
pang of jonlousy rhot through Mary’s hoart as
sho saw this and noted the oloso embraco in
which Christinn hold his partner, with his face
bent down to hers. Hoon thoy camo whirling

Y.

«Thoro ts Chriatlan with Mlss Jerome,” saild
Mra, Van Pelt.  « Hor fathor 18 said to bo worth
four miliong"

Tho next momont M. Van Pelt was called
away, and Mary was agaln left to hor 1solation,
With a drent of having Christian sge her thoro,
old-fshloned and neglocted, A stranger to overy
{ndividanl la tho assemblage of woslth and
tashion, she slipped quletly asway into tho
library, whore somo elderly pooplo woro playe-
ing whist. She would have gone home, but sho
Hved tn an obsouro stroot aomo distance away,
With a scnso of suffocatlon sho nosy remonibor-
od that sho would have to rocall horsell to
Christian’s ming, foraiis must dopondupon him
to sce hor home. ¢ I{o hay not thought of me
oneo this eventng,” sho sald bitterly, Soonsup-
per was announced. Jdentlomen and ladies
bogan to patr oif, not ono mindful of her. 8ho
was hesitating detwween ramaining thorg In the
library and going unattonded to the rufresh.
mont-room, when a white-haired gentleman
ontered from tho parior. Ho glanced at Mary,
and was passing on when he pausod and looked
again. A momoont of hesitation onsued whilo
the young girl and tho old gontloman gazed at
each other.

s« Miss Trigitigus, I belleve 1’ ho sald, finaily.
“ My name Is Ton Eyck. I knew your mother
when sho was g girl, and I knetr hor father,
Allow mo tho pleasare of escortlog you to sup-
por.”

Mary tock the proffored arm with the feeling
¢{ ono who unexpectediy oncounters a friood in
a foroign land.

As he re-seatod herin tho ltbrary after sup-
por he saild, **Present me kindiy to your mo-
ther: if ovor I can serve her, I should be glad
to do zn.”

At length the party was ended. Every guest
had guno oxcopt Miss Trigiligus.

« 't afrald I shall have to troublo you to seo
mo home, Mr. Van Peit,” sho sald to Clrlstian
with a burning at her bhoart.

« Allow me tho ploasure, you meoan to say,”
replied Christlan with a bow.

This was but a passing pleasantry, and Mary
should not have aliowed 1t to bring the color to
her chock, and that pecuitar, hailf-disdainfal
look to her eye and lip,

« [ fear you haven’t had g pleasant evening,”
sald Mra, Van Pelt as Mary took leave of her
hoatess.

w1t was not to be cxpectod that I shounig,
being an cnitro atranger.’

« Well, dear, come and.spond a qulot evening
with mo soon; and givo my love te your mo-
thor.”

Mary went up to thoe dressing-room, and soen
re-uppoared, louking demuro and nun-like in
hor white hood and black-and-white pleid
shawl. How she dreaded the ride homo with
Christian! and yo: for a@wholo week sho had
beon longing for (his sery thiog. The thonghy
of tho party had always brought tho throbding
anticipation of tho ride with Christian after the
party. How near be had scotnod then, and
over since tho memorablo evening when thoy
had aat together over that book of engravrings!
How happy she had beon then! how hopeful of
his Jove! But now, what a gulf thoro scemed
between them! \What had she to do with this
atmnsphero of wealth aud luxury and fasblon
whero Christian dwolt?  tie had beon pleased
to amusa himsolf for a brief space with looking
{nto hor oyes, with making soma sllly speechaos,
whieh ho had zisaightway forgotlen, but which
sho—poor fonl !—had lald away in her hoart.

Thus sb~ was tulnking as Ohristian handed
hor fato t.uc carrlage. Sho wondered what he
would talk about. Fora timo there was a con.
straiood and painful sllonoe, and Mary tried to
think of something to say, that she might hide
har aching heart from bis merclicss gaze.
Finglly she remarked that tho stroots wero
quiot, and ho that the night was fine; and in
such commounplaces tho rido was passed,

Mary found her mother up, eager to learp hee
improssions of the Arst large party shehad over
attendod,

«] am vory tired, mother,” sho sald, doter-
mined to ond the torluring inquisition, «and
am aching to got to bed. I'll toll yoq abont the
party to-morrow. Don't call me early: let mo
have a good slesp.”

With o feollng of sickening disgtist sho lald
off tho silk ard lace and flowers which a fow
hours beforo had so pleased hor. Tho palo facs
which met ber as sho stood befors hor mirror
Was very uunlike tho happy, oxpectant faco sho
11ad soon thoro fn tho early evening. Tarning
from the piteous {mage, she horricdly put the
moan dross away, longing to bavo tlo shoiter-
{ng dnrkness abont her. Soon ahe had laid her
noad on ths plilow, where, wito oyos staring
ioto th , darkoess, it throbbod for o woary while,
“What am I to Clristian Van Pclt®” This
was tho quostion tho poor hoatl arguod and e
argunod. Ono swoot dolictous ovening swod Ovar
against this last, so full of Loartache,

Tho next morning Mary fell weary with ajl
the world, Hor Lome svomed poorer aad
meanos tban ovor; tho buarders disgusiod her
with tuolr ooarsancss ; toachi.y was unrclicvod
diudpery, ovesyihluy Wus anwaOiu. Ty hor

mother's rencwed inquiries about tho party sho
roplled wenrily, 4 My dress swas pooraud menn,
mother; and 1 spont our year’'s incomo on
my tollet, it wwould havo atill beoa poor, enm-
pared svith thoso [ saw lust night. For such ay
I thero 1s notbing in fashionablo 11fo but ueait.
burnieg and humiliaticon,”

A fow days afior this thero oamo fromm Mrs,
Van Pelt to Miss Trigillgus an fuvitation to tos.
Sho nt onoe longod and droadod to moot Ciirfs.
tian; so tho Javitation wag daclined on tho plea
of indisposition. It was renewed two evonings
Iater, and sho was obliged to acoept it. Msry
nevor Jookad better thnn on that evening. Nhe
wore a bluo empress-oloth, which heightenctl
tho fairness of her comploxion and of her brigut
hair. After tos sho and Mra, Van Poit werd
looking at somo old piletures. Thoyswera dise
cussing an ambrotype of herself, taken when
sho was thirtoom, when a servant ancvuneod
guests in tho parlor,

** You were a pretty child, my doar,” sald
Mrs, Van I’alt, rising to go o tho parlor, ‘'ani
you aro 8 bandsomo woman—a beantifal wo-
man, [ may suy-—-your beauly ought to be a
fortune to you—hut you iack siste. I must
tako yeu in haud,” she oontinued, talking all tha
way to the door. «I shall need somo amuse-
ment after Chrisviaw's marriage, to Koep e
from boluy joalous of his little wife;"” and she
disappearod through the door, littlo dreaming
of tho arrow she bad sont to tho poor heart.

o Mary caughit her breath, and Ohristian saw
bor stagger at tho shot. Taken by surpri«e,
complotely off his guard, he oponed his army
aud rocotvod the strickon girl tn his bosom, anl
prossod his iips to hors., But Mary, bad not tost
hor consclouanaess. Quiokly recovering, ahe d:s-
engaged henielf and reachod o chatr, Sho was
more sclf-possessed than he. e sat down bo-
side hor, quivering in every fibro.

“Mary! Maryl” ho cried in passionato be-
ssochmont, ¢ I nover meoant to win your love 1o
betray 1t. \We have both been surprised Into a
confession of our love tor each other, and now
lot meo lay opon my heart to you. I do love
you, as you maust have seen, for I bave not
been always able to keep the love out of mny
oyes and voice. You will recall ono ovening—{
Kknow you must remember {t—wheun I was near
declaring my love and asking you to Lo mny
wife. Idon’t know why I did not—why [ left
my story but half told. I somotimes wish that
I hai doclared myself fully, and that wo wero
oow pledged to each othes, But tho very naxt
mo-ning 1 sastalned heavy losses in my bust.
ness, and others soon followed, and to-day 1 am
threatencd with uttor ruln, If I cann ‘¢ raiso &
hundred thousand dollars this week, and as
much in another weex, I am a bankrupt. And
now you will understand why in twodays I am
to marry Miss Joromo."”

dMary started again. Was the execntion, then,
sonsar? BShe drow a long breath, as thouzh
gathoring hor strength for a hard atruggle.
ssClristinn,'” sho gaid In a low tono that trome
bled with tho onergy underiying i1, #my poor
Cbristian, you aro bowilderod. Theso troubios
have shut the light away from ycur path, and
you bnve lost your way io the darkness If
this is true whish you havo told me, do you not
800 that whon you have delivered yourself from
this threatenod bankruptey, youare yet a bank.
rupt—a bankrupt inhoart and bappiness? How
can you weigh wealth and position against tbe
best good than can ever come to elther of us? I
am not ufrald of poverty, for I have knowa
nothing else; and surely yoa do not dread 1t for
yourself, This love is the ones good thing which
God has permitted in my pitiless destiny. Am1l
uawomaaly? If I pload for my life, who can
blamo me? And shall that which!s morothan
lifs go from o without a word? Ob, I cannot
smile and look oold as though I was not burt: I
am plerced and torn, Yet, Christian, for yoar
sake, rather than for ming, I entreat. You
woyld bring desalation {nto both our lges, I
might endure 1t, but bow oould you bear throagh
tho years tho memory of your deed? You ure
trampling on your manbood. You aro giviog
to this woman's hungry hoart a stono: you are
:g;‘ng With a lle the holiest thing iv Mor'wom ane

« For four generations my housoe has witbstood
every financial storm. Tho honorable nomo
which my ancsstors bequaathed to mo I will
neintaln at every bazard,” Ohristlan roplied
with gloomy snergy.

¢ And yor will marry Mizs Jerome t?

“Yes: it s my only hope”

“Thon God bolp you, Christtan. .Your lot is
barder than mine. At the worst my 1ifo shall
be trno: I shall hide no He in my heart, to
foster thero.” Her words, begun in tondorness,
cnded in atone of scorn. **And now I must ask
you to ses me home.,”

8he left tho room, and soon retarned cloakod
and hooded, to find Christiau waiting 1a over-
ooat and glovesané with hat inhand. Waith ter
a"m in his thoy walked fn perfect silonce
through the gay, bastling strects, passtng ad
knows iow many other spirits as sad as their
own, Waen they came to the huamblo iuttte
house whirh was Mary's home, Chrisuan su.p-
pod on the 3top &s though Jo would suy somos
thing, but Mary sald « Good-nlght,” and passed
into tho ball, .

We magraine-writers have no chazce 1a the
space allotted to a short story for a quantitat.ve
analysls of croouoas and sitaations, or for fule
Jowlug tho processes by which marked changes
oomo about in the human hoart. We mast cone
tont oursolves witk laforming tha teader that
werlaia changes or modifications onsued, iruste
10g that ho will reeotve thie stawsinoot withoud
toquriuy fLasuus g B4 (tus O TN
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