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Binco Nelllo Went Away.

hm.?: alu't ca bright un' cheerful es
The lexvos aln't krowin® half so green upon the

trees
Tue hmui don’y like It used
ter, dowa the hin‘f’ oge "

, .
'Ih-b&wu?ﬁuwmwr Lev n some'nt sad-

e irill;
wavin' oo B
The o ek g H:;:.: lost Its gold, the sunshine

The duy I growin' shorter jost tor wake s
longer nighty
is iin' goawin® ot my heurt I
COMm® ter slay
The world uin's been the ssne to me slooe
Nellle went uwuy.

old pla
The bﬂﬂ—m“wm 1 guve her when a

1t alin't been nlau'«! n but onee since she
took slek un’ died:

An' then a nelehbor's glrl cume In an’ struck
l#- “Old Blnek Joe™

An' “When the Swallows Homeward Fly,” an’
womehow, don't you know.

It nluat;u' mnde me eruzy wild with angulsh an’

spule—
¥ saw her siitln® nt the keys, but knew sho
WA Blaro,
An' that (8 why I pever want ter hear the old

s
Tho musie q sound naturdd slnge Nelllo
woub uwiy. .

The parson tells me evory man hoz got tor hev
hin woo—

Hisurg meat §s good, perhaps, for he had
ortor know-—
But then It's hard for every one tor allors seo

the right
In turnin® ]'nlmurer into palo nn' sunshiine into
lm:’ﬁ":hl tneluded in the Jluker's hidden
1t hk‘:-na:;m o' grief an' woo tor temper up
I !!m:].l.:l:l':nh:n with any fellow when I hoar him

ey
The world don't seem the sumo ter bim gluco
BOIDG OHE Wenk BWIY,

The Beripturo snys thut In Lie own sweet way,
i wo but wid

The Lond'll take m:'r burdens un' st erookod
matters stradght

Aw' theto's u hope that oll the grief an aohing

heurt can holid
wil b’t ‘t:lllwt. by happiness a Lundred million
0

When we ey renelied the end o life's event-
inl vor:r: ut lust,
Aun" aliour pule sn’ wisery s buried in the

L1
An' aowl'm lookin® for'ard to the dawnln® of &
When mobbe it won't scem so long slnce
Kullio went sway,
Harry 8. Chester,

HER LAST ROMANCE.

“You are too romantie,”
Mrs, Merriweather turned her face
n her.

“'What did you say, Amina?”

“I said yvou were oo romantie,” re-
‘mled Amina, with sullen delibera-

on,

Aminn was the daughter of a de.
funet Italian fiddler—a  wild-eyed,
erratie dreamer, who had drifted to
these shores auld for a few years kept
the red-eyed hunger-wolf from the
door by Plnyhlg in the orchestra of the
epera. Thero was nothing Amina did
not owe to Mrs, Merriweather. It was
the rich widow who had gatherved her
ln and given ber a home.

Mrs. Merriweather stood before her
and in the Illlﬂ'l{l.t arresting of her
movements all the tinkling bangles
on ler wrists gave tongue. Myrs
Merriweather was very fond of bangles

nd pendants and tinkling cymbals,
Elm looked very statoly in her dignifiod
ose, and searcely more than thirty-
ve,

“It seoms to me,” she enunciated,
with disarming geotleness, *that I
hardly ' merit abuse at your hauds,
Amina”

Amina saw throngh her proteetress
ps thongh she had been glass. But
what had that to do with it? She felt
rouvicked of ingratitude.

She suddenly fung hersolf out of hor
shair and down on the floor st Mrs.
Merriwenther's knee.

“Oh, don't mind what I sax! I'm a
wreteh! You've been a angel to me
and I'm unworthy as aopy viper!™

Mrs. Merriweather smiled benignly.
tuch scenes were not new. . Upon the
whole, it wns not unpleasant to have
this  hulf-indignant,  half-protected
pusterity close to one. It made one
lecl younz—almost givlish! And the
alternations  of passionate, adoring
fealty were pleasaut also.  They gave
rolor to daily life.

Mrs. Merriweather's smile curved in-
lo a youthful archness.

“Yon love me so much and yot you
dbn't seem to think that others could
love me!”

Amina was on her feet again, serious
anel almost sullen as before,

“Mr. Pallatine is young. I don't
think be is more than thirty,™ she said.

This indeed, was venturing much!
Mrs. Merriwenther drew  herself up

aguin, and this time thero was no
doulit about the stocly point in her

eh.
“"Mr. Pallantine is poor and o gena
tleman.  ‘That means that he has tastes
which he cannot sutisfy. T'o go about
giving readings—gifted and fastidious
ks he is—cannot be wholly able”

1 ghould think it might be more
agreeable than being ‘mlrnniud by fine
ludies,” supplemented Amina.

$ 'l)cecidutllr L said Mrs, Movriweather,
swu.u;ail?; from the room, “you forget
yourself to-day.”

Amina sat down by the window with
her hands iv her lap. A wreteh? Of
eourse she was a wretch! Why had
she not beon left to starve by the bedy
of hor dead father in that Lm room
long ugo?

That eveniog Exgbert Pallatine, read-
Ing U in Treland” Mrs, at Van Hook-
or's fuception, was copscious of Mrs.
Merviweather's fascinatod eyes bang-
lug on his face.

OUne hour later, when the recitations
were over and some music to which
people had listened with a patieut
resignation had been ‘wrformed. he
fouud kimself in the midst of the push
for the supper-room close to the
wilow's perfumed pink brocade sod
elaborate blonde head and opuient
white shoulders and throat rising gen-
wrously like a full-tlown hot-bouse
flower ont of her Jow eorsago und
plentifally bedewed with dinmonds.

He offeved his arm. and Mre. Merri.
woather vustled along besile him,
showing all her wholesome white toeth
and ehattering graciously,

“f am de:llmtely hungry,” she de-
elared, “and when you have attended
to me in that way you will have to at-
tend to me in another way also, The
affuir to-night has given me au idea.”

Pallatine wheeled  rather wearily.
When he had returned with some salad

oystors and eroquettes

and sandwiches on a plate and stood

before the widow holding her cham-
ne glass, she prooeeded:

“I shall have some tableaux at my
house, And they shall be described, as
It were, by tations  Yean will s

the reeltalions and yon will give mo
the benelit of your ideas ns to how
sieh things as you think could be fit-
tingly illustrated l;l{ tableaux vivants,
There! Will not that bo a new idea?
I want something that has net beon
done before.

tions nt once,”

When they got back to the drawing- i

rooms i move was heing made by the
;oungm‘ people to break into dancing,
allatine, baving in soms way be-
come freo again, made bis way to
wl\ﬁm Amina sat alone aguainst the
wall. :

“Aren’t you going to dance? he
said, looking at her as he dropped into
n seat boside her.  She wore a gown
of durk rod crepe, nlmost high in the
neck, and her small olive-tinted  hoal,
with a knot of waving black hair,
looked like cnmeo. Mrs, Merriweather,
whp had regained her good-humor
loug bofore the evening, had urged
Aming to wear something u little more
youthful,

We must begin prepara- |

The exoltement half carriod her u little
out of hersell.

| “Had you been Launcelot,” she mur-
mured, with softencd eyes, *fit might

have been pervfoct, indeed!™
And she held ont ber hand towarnl
him.

The eurtain went nup in a moment
nod Pallatine began his reading in
whirl. He scarcely heard his own

words, When the curtain had gone
down again amid a burst of applanse,
hiding the reader and the illustrative
tablenn alike from view, he withdrew
intoa corner and tried, with all the re-
newed confusion around him, to collect
Lis thoughts.

Great heaven! Ile did not wish to
ho a coxcomb, but whut was this?
Could it be—! Was this where he had
been drifting, with his frequent visits
to this honse, his telerance of the great
Indy's patronage? It seemed impossi-
ble, and yet—  Merciful powers! e
rememberod Mes, Merriweathrr's look,
her extended hand and a chill ran

“You look so prlm." had sald the | own his spine.

widow, gazing. not withoot coms

Iad the little Italian girl seen them?

placency, at the Venetian vision of | §he had moved away as soon as he ap-

robust chavms thrown back by the |
mirror, as her maid gave a deft touech |
here und there to the bodice of tho |

pink broeade.

o don’t eare ahont dancing™ was
Amina's reply to Pallatine’s remark.
I don't care for this sort of thing,
anyway. Only Mrs. Merriweather is
good enouzh to bring me. She is al-
wiys good,  If I were better myself, 1
lupww I should eujoy it more.”

“Why don't. you enjoy it#" Palla-
tine's eyes naqa grown ns serious as lher
own. He had abraptly awakened to
the fact of how profoundly bored ho
had Leen all the evening.  He had not
before felt so vested and comfortable
as sitting by the side of this solemn
little girl who took so determinediytho
air of a dependent.

“Because L was vot made for it, 1/

suppose.”

b Veil," Pallutine's voioe sank une
consciously, “'perhaps Iwas uot,either.™

“But your family used to be \'ur‘y
gray and rich and fashionnble, used it
pot?  That mukes a difference. You
would naturaily feel willing to give it
all np now. It's only fair to take that
into aecount.”

Pullatine brought his fine eyes around
upon  her.
little girl! What conld she mean?

- - L] Ld -

My, Pallatine was eoming into the
house constantly now to divect tha ar-
rangements for Mrs. Merviweather's

reat  entertninment—for a8 Mrs,

ferriweather said what was thore with

his astonishing artistie taste that he |

could net doP—and Mrs. Moerriweather

had pever been more gorgeons at all
seasons in ber dress, had never had her
pomplexion put on more delicately,
more earcfully and more with the
illusion of nature.  Next to her Amina
erawled about the roows and lalls like
a little brown mounse.

“I don't soe 'why you esn’t at least
be Elaine to my Goinevers,” Mrs
Merriweather suid complainingly to
the girl.  “Then if we could only have
had Mr. Pallatine for Launcelot it
would have been perfect! He wounld
make sneh 4 handsome Lanncelot! He
is so dark and kuightly-looking!™ Mrs.
Merriweather's blue eyes were soft.
She gave a little sigh. But, of course,
us he is to rend that portion of the
poem when the eurtain rises to shew o
tablenu of the barge and the courtiors
of Arthur asssomibled, hoe ean't be
Launeclot too.  But I repeat that you
might be Elaine, Amina,”

“Da I look like the Lily Maid of
Ascolat?" cried Amina, (lashing sud-
denly her Lerry-brown face with a
bitter gleaun in the eyes ou her pro-
Leetress.

“A wigz and blane de theatre would
make you o, sald Mres, Merriweather.

But aftor all Amina held good amd
another Elaine was chosen.  Mrs
Merriweather woulidl have liked well
enongh to be the Lily Maid herself.
But she eonlid not be that nnd the
beautiful, guilty Queen too.  And
Guinevere, of the two roles, was tho
stronger attriction.

When the great night came Mrs.
Merriweather's magniticent drawing.
rovm wis erowiled to suffoention,

“Absurd to wear a decent gown in
such a crowd ns this!” buzzed ove lady
to another,

“But then, my dear, this is an es.
preinl oceasion! A sort of publie
proclamation of coming events—ch?™

The first lady tittered behind her fan.

Actually it would seem so! You
notice that the young man has & very
wominent place in the entire wffairt
sooll Heavens!  how old do you think
Mrs. Merriweatler really is?’

“To be charitable—forty-live.,” .

“Oh, my dear! Say forty-eight!
Well, heis n handsome fellow. And
romunce was nlways her weakuess,"

On the improvised platform, mea-
while behind the lowered curtain, a
wild scene was enacting. A rumble of
erazy conversation arose from the
Indies' dressing-room, like the tamull
of the sea when all its waves murmur
toguther.

*‘How resolutely you have kept out of

this whole thing.™ said Egbert Pallatine
abruptly to Amina, Mo found himself,
for the moment, standing alone with
her—both of them iselated In the vor-
tex of the confusion,

“No. Bat I could do more by help-
ing thun by being in the tallonux my-
soll," she suid, coldly, and hastened
away with her hands full of pins and
deaperies, A moment later she re-
wurned to find the young man standing
wotionless in the sume place.

“Mrs. Merriweather in dressed for
the first tablenu and wishes you to see
witether there are uny suggastions to
mike."

She spoke without looking at him,
and the next instant she was bhending
to ndjust s fold in the widow'seostume.

The latter stood before ths young
man and chailenged him to admiration
with every inch of her resplendent
presence.  She wag aglnm of jowals
aud priceless stuff4 aud red lips. She

was undeniably hnm!som't;. 8!;‘0 looked
lifteen years younger than her age,
and tho};rtlst f: Pallatine did bomnﬁo
to the consaramate cleverness of the
whole laction.

“Perfect.” be sid, bowing low. The
wElnine" tablean came first,  This was
really a regnl Guinevere. A flutter
rose in Mrs., Merriweather's throwtk

Wiat an extraordioary | ehair is not steady.

proached Mrs, Merriweather,  And
vot, how could he tell? His cheek
tingled, I she had surmised anythiog
of this sort it would asceount for
the coldness, the contempt almost, with
which she had seemed Lo treat him in
these weeks be had been eoming  here,
A poverty-stricken reader ingratinting
himself into the favors of an elderly
widow of wenlth and social standing
with visions of a matrimonial denoue-
- ment—that was how he muost huve ap-
| peared to her. Faugh! The thought
stckened him.

‘ He went through the rest of the pro-
gramme automatieally. He was seized
with a wild desire to get away. And
vet his eye watched for Amina con-
stantly. Just before the lust tablean
he caught sight of her standing on a
shair and nxiling up some bit of
drapery for the sconery.

He fonnd himself the next instant
beside her and looking up, with o sort
| of desperation, into her pale fuce. Her

lips were tightly set. Spme hidden
| emotion scemed Lo communieate itself
| from him tp her, from her to him, He
]M['fm'l to explain to her—
[ is volee came thickly, and all he
“I'm afraid the
You will full.”
*Oh, no,” she said in turn.  But was
| it his close presenco that made ler
ingers less sure? One end of the
| heavy drapery slipped from her grasp
| and, as she made 1 movement to re-
cover it, the chair tipped and her light
| weight slid downward into his arms,

It was a tremendous revelation to

both of them. Their faces were white
and their eyes glowed.
I *Let me go,” whispered Amina,
fighting for her sell-control.
|l love vou," Egbort kept repeating,
“I love you vory much, Amina. Yon
must believe me.  That is why I have
| been coming here—though I did not
| koow it myselr,”
{ It had been the affair of A mongnt.
{ A high cavdboard wing had sereencd
| them from view. Butin the interstice
of it Mrs. Merriweather had suddenly
uppesred.  The three stood looking at
each other; then o youth, wild
haste and exeitement pudor his paint
and  wig, rusbed franticelly townrd
them and, llmgﬁing the fallen drapery
out of sight, told them the curtain waos
about to rise,
- .

found to say was:

Mra. Merviweather's boudoir was
darkened and an odor of eologne and
vinaigre de toilatte pervaded it. She her-
sell lny on the lounge in a deshabilie of
the highest art design and with ono
hand, sparklivg with rings, veiling her
eyes,

A light tap at the door was followed
by the entrance of Aminu. She hudl,
at length, been sent for and she ap-
peared, like o culprit, with downecast
BYCH,

It was a dramatic moment, and Mrs.
Merfiweather would not have been
Mrs. Merriweather had she not feit the
thrill of the oceusion.

©80," she began, “you have decelved
me—both of you——""

Put at this Amina  wnexpectedly
rallied.

“Deceived yon—no! I know now
that Mr. Pallatine loves me and that I
have loved him all along! But there
was no deception. 1 owe you every-
thing, and if you say that I must give
Bim up [ shall do so at once and for-
sver. That I ean do. Due I eannok
nake him unlove me or love you in-

stead If he has not done so alrewdy.”

and suddealy Amiun threw hersell
down before the lounge and kissed the
high art deshabille passionately.

“You are the kindest-hearted ereat-
ure in all the worl.” ghe erisd, *and
#lien you are :m_\*thln% else you do
fourself injustice! I know you will
ot us be Imlipy stilll Think of what
you havel You can oven pick np such
waifs ns I am apd give them the great-
ost joy in life. But by ourselves wo
two have mnothing—nothing but each
other, Oh, be generous to us!l You
could not help being geuerous if you
tried!"

L] L] - - -

It must be that Amina was  right.
For, after all, she and  Egbert Pallas
tine were married not long after. ‘Tha
bride’s trousscan was as complete ad
though she had been an heiress of un-
toid means,

Mra, Merriwenther wears bluck o
ut deal now and a pensive smile.
th become her, and it is impossible

that she is conscious of the fact. In
any case she does not appear deaply
uuhappy.

Wind Flowers.

A flower has been discovered in
South America which is only visible
when the wind blows. The shrub be.
longs to the cactus fumily and is about
threa feet high, The stem is covered
with dead, watery-looking lumps in
calm weather; these lumps, however
need but w light breeze to make them
unfold large flowers of u ereamy white,
which close and appear dead when the
wind subsides.

Ine “Uld Witeh House,” in Salem,
Muss., is still standing, just as in the
dayvs of Hawthorne, and by a sort o

m woolng of circumstance, almos
upposite it Iﬁere is, on a door, a sige
which roads like this: “Clairvoyan!

—_— m—

with |

Murs: Merviweather sald not a word; |

' Iaugh, entching his ex pression,

L]
e
(¢ 9 —oh™ Inying ber band upon her bosom— | blush . “Really, now mind~—
THE DUCHESS. “dreadful " honestly, S0, you thisk me pratiy®
“But you wouldn't be alons, I shall "It is too poor a word!" says tho miser-
TE— be thore!'' says Delaney, the vory slightest | able Denis, so far forgetting the stern role,
CHAPTER VL—Coxmixump, suspiclon of a grievance in his allottad to him as to take the little

"1 Wisn you could cure yourselif, **

‘I assure you Iecan't éven laugh com-
fortably,” goos on the squire, with n sigh;

“and that's o great loss tome. '"Tisa

thing I'm not accustomed to. 1 don’t in-
deed; amd if thoy do give I shaat’s be able
to hold up my hond again. '’
| Pl got a good strong bit of housewife’s

and sew the scums on the inside
wherever they ook strained, and then you
Cean Jaough, ' said  his daughter, giving him
an encouraging pat ou his broad back.

“If you do, 1'm thinkiog you'll sew the
suit,'" says he, still m:lnm-ﬂul_v‘ There
Isn'ta seam in it that you couldn't burst

. with a docent sigh.”

He looks at her as if defying her to deny
| this, and then, all suddenly, wilhout so
| much na o second’s warning, he bursts out

into an irvesistible  peal of laughtor, His
{laugh and Norab's are just the same—
musical, baarty, compelling, To hear them
|8 to join o them, nolens volens, Long
and Joud he Imugihed, Norah keeping him
company, without oxactly kunowing why,
but youth, especially Irish youth, is proue
to lunghter, and is always thankful for a
chance of giving way to it,

“Speak! Bpeak!' ecrics she at last. *'1
ean't lnugh forover without o renson for it
It's an unsatisfuctory lind of mirth,”

1 wns thinking, ™ says he, still choking,
| that it 1 did burst thoss clothes what &
‘row thore wonld be. Fu-h an explosion!
| Just think of his face and yours! and your
poor old dad at the head of the table—ha!
Ln! ha!  with vacancles in his ralment and
—,  Obh, my! oh, my!"

The tenis of mirth are running down his
rheeks ax he  pietures to himself the sdene
that a moment. belore  had reduced him to
despalr,
|hvr heart, when Denis, opendng  the door,
thirnsts in his head,

*Ut does one good to hear you," he said,
“May I know what it is all about®*

“Noj it 't gosd enough," says the
Duchess bastily, ‘it is too nnclent; & per-
foetly thieadbare joke "

“Good for you, Duchess!” cries the
squire, beginnlng to explodeagnin, *‘Faith,
the subiject of it is threadbare enough in all
censclenee and ancient to s fanlt. "

“Never mind, dad. You have come to
tell us somathing, '’ snys Nornh, addrewing
bor cousin poiatedly, as if to turn his atten-
tlon fromm the squire, who is in quite n dan-
gorous mood, ““That letter in your hand—""

“Is from my mothor, asking ms when I
Intend returning.’*

“My dear boy! Why, you have only
just coma!'' exclaims the squice, forgetful
! now of the joke, the fragility of the even~

ing clothes, everything,

**Noveribeless she says she can't do with-
out me.  The house (s full of people, and it

‘appeans the task of keoping them in a good
{tetper is beyond lLer. Naorsh, she also
wants to know if you are coming back
with me."'

“Back with you? To the castle? Oh, no?
Certainly not” yaye the Dochess in o tone
of horeor, All the langhter is gunoe now,
giving place to torvous astonishment. In-
voluntarily she steps backwards until she
reaches the wall behind her, a8 if desirous
of getting ns far from the castle in question
as possible,  No words could be as elojuent
B this movement.

“But why?" asks the young man re-
proachfully. My mother is o anxious to
mako your acquaintance tiat she will take
your refusal havdly, As you know, she
cannop well come to you at present, but if
you wiil go to hep—"'
| *Ihaven't thonrght of it.
' she wished—""

“1 told your father. Youn didn't tell
{ ber!"" leoking at the squire, who is now the
pleture of guilt,

T recollect something abont it. T beliove
i:m didd say that madam would like to see

o, gays he, temporizing disgracefully,
the fact being that he had remembered, but
had decited from the first that Norah
could never get on without him or he with-
out Norah,

*“More than that, I gave you my mother's
invitation. 1 hope, Xfrnh,” regarding hor
earnestly, “‘that yon will accopt it. You
will like my mother, I know, and as there
are so many people slayiag there at present
you won't feel dull. '’

“Oh! That's just it,”" misorably.

“UWhatt!

Al those  prople!’’ growing guite pale.

UNopsomse ! lnughing.  “‘Not one of
them will ecat you, snd some may nmuss
you. I am quite sure you will enjoy it.'*

1 shouldu’t, indecd. Dadd,” indignant-
Iy, “why don't you speak? Why don't
you say I should be wretched nway from
you!"'

“She would,  Bhe would indeed, T assure
you,” sald the squirs, waking to an enthusi-
ustic defonse of the position because of that
indignans glance. *'1 assure you, my dear
Denis, she would be the most molancholy
ereaturs alive if depr'ved of my soclety
even for a day!™

Heo says it in such perfect good faith and
with such an open desive to bielp ber in Eer
extremity that bo is ireesistible,  Even
Norah gives way ‘o langhter,

“It s troe, though,'” she says to Donls, n
little deflantly,

“We bave never been separnted, neyver,
Even for the threo years I was at school in
}'rartt'o he emmne over and lived there with
me.’

“Then I wish you would change your
mind and come to Ventry, too," says Denis,

“I wish I conld,” says the sguire, who
indeed would have desired nothing  better;
‘“but I'm tled by the hocls just now,
Ym.lnlm what & woarry the tenants
aro’

I didn’t gnow

He refraine from mention of the evening
Fuit and the utter inability to onder a now

':Nonh. “says her cousin,suddenly, “comne
out and Jet us talk it over,"*

CHAPTER VIL

“Oh, the lttle moee, and bow much it s

Outside, the world is so fair, so fresh, so
Joyous, that it is scarcely to le wondered
nt if Denis trusted it to bhelp him withh his
pleading. Who conld prove unkiml with
such a san gilding suech fleccy  elouds;* who
Le obdurate with all nature's richesd
treasures tpread on overy side of one with
such n lavish hand?

1t rather ups:s his theory, however,
when on giancing downward at his cousin
Lie finds ber as bard-hearted as over,

YWell," she says with a very voxed
Hwhat did
| you expect? I have come out here with
' you as you sevmed to imagine great things
would coms of such a move; but I warn
you it will not do a bit of good."’

“I wonder why you have so determin.
edly sot your face against coming to us,"

a offended.

s T
think it for & moment. t it were ml.y
gou and your mother; but—the fact is"

Ing reluctantly an. coloring warmly

Vi D'm atealdt? . y
“Afrald of what!' ineredulously.

“Of all those strangers. When [ think

of being alone thero—amongst o many

people unknown to me without dad—I fes'

tane,

“Why, so would,” says she, slowly,
as if mhtml;?nhning to a hitherto for-
gottem fact.  *'I never thought of that; but
still you are not dad, you know.""

This is indisputable. Beyond all doubt
she bus taken an unassailable poudtion,
Acknowledging this fact, Delaney gives up
argument.

‘I won't listen to finother objection,™
eries be, gayly, **Not one. * 1 insist an car-
ryiog you off bodi'y and introducing you to
the lut of them, whether you will or not, 1
have seb my heart on the doiong of this, and
1 know you will not bave the heart to
thwart me. What! Do you think 1 would
rendily relinguish the triumph of showing
vou off to them—of éxhiliting my caplive?
My very own discovery too!"

He is thinking of the sensation her beanty
will ereate even pmong the throng of pretty
woen with whom his mother ever delights
to survound herself.  What one of that guy
evowid conld dare to campare with ber? Al
readly, in his fond faney, he oan s her
dascing through the grand old halls of
Veutry, or walkng sedately through bt
purdams, the sweetest flower smong all
these wyrind blossoms,

The charm of this vision, however, it
beng a mers mental vagary, being ratural-
Iy w thheld from the Duchess, it so happons
that his words fall with a meaning little ia-
tondmd upon bor ears, Far from sceing
anything complimentary in them, she secs
sotething fatally the reverse. Coull so
lovely o thing as her face be ever guilty of
showing wrath undiguised, now is the
timna,

“Show me off!" she repeats, in a volo
that pesitively eleetrifies the ill-fated Donis,

Norah, o, 8 lnughing with all .iqurllnt.mmm.“"

“Exhibit me! Am 1 then a South Sea
Islandor?  Awm 1 to undersiand that I really
ditter vo entirely from the rest of your ac-

“As light from darkness,' replies he,
with promyptituds, though comsiderably
puzzlod by ber tone and exprossion,

ORI suys the Duchoss,

Great meaning may be thrown into this
apparently harmless monosyllable,  Miss
Delaney makes it soclogquent that ber cousin
turns sharply to look at her. What can be
the mattor with her? For an  instont their
eyes meet; time long enough to let him sce
that tears are standing thickly in hers,

“Norah! what is it¥"" he exclaims, stop-
ping short.  *‘Does this visit to my mother
mauko you veally so unhappy? 1f I thought
.]..-.“

“It bas nothing to do with i, and you
know it!" returns she, respectfully. This
tinie the tears are very pliin to him, as she
1ifts two indignuant eves to his, Large and
Urilliaut they hang upon her lashes, tremb-
ling to their fall.  “But to bo told that one
is ‘different!* Of course,'" with a baleful
glavice 6t bim, ““I know 1 am not as thoss
others—those fashionable friends of yours,
wio have been everywhere and soen overy-
thing, and heard all there is to hear—and [
duse say”'—with tearful contempt—""'a good
deal more! 1 know I am not lke them,
and "' —pasionately—"*1 don't wait to be,
either. But onamay bedifferent fram people
withont liking to kear it said. One moay be
obsurd and oll-Tashional without wanting
to hear it put into words!"

This teeri!...c specch i= poured forth with
o startling fueney thet redvees Donds to a
state Lordering on camn,  Hecovering him-
solf by on effort, “Norah!is it pesibie yog
could 8o misjudge me!'’ ho says, flushing
hotly. UMy dar—-er--h'm—"" ssoking

dly for a compromiso—''my domrest
gitl! ean it be that you don't see what 1
really moeant, whers the truoe difference
ligs? That vou nro the light—the rest of
them darviness.  OR! Norah, look at me!
Eay you believo meo!'

“I won't! T don't!” keeping her gaxe
studiously averted: aal now tho two large
tears detach themeclves at last from the
loshes and roll slowly, pitifully down her
cheeks,  “I'msurs vou me sayving all that
just to pleave and comfort me,” A little
sol) breaks from her,

1t Is Ly a mighty offort alope tiat De-
laney controls the eager longing that now
almost overpowers bing to catch har in his
arms and press that sad, angry ltlde fasd
ngainst bis own,  Was ever thing creates
fairer than this chill® Ok that he wers
free to wioo—perchance to win ber* Oh
that he had pever seon her!—and yet—not
tant!  He could not wish that,  With what
o strange suddenness she had £ Hen into his
lifo (and alas! how much too late), killing
for him the sorenity in which he had be-
lievod he should live and die, not knowing
thon the greatest good of all--ior having
tasted of love's drangit—that bhitter sweet!
Now, nll that is over; sorenity is dead, and
pence has lown; and here a galling chain
binds him secure, and thore stands love, un-
erowned, walting, it might bave been, fo:
bim, A loveso swest, an eager, graciovs
thing: careless as yet, with songs on her
ilps and Tanghter in ber oyes, and no knowl-
sdgo (as it seams to him) of the ergel fret
and fover of 1k~ pain that men call passion,

All this, or a vague sense of it, runs
through him as Ye stands thers Jooking on
Yor teavs, tut whea ho speaks his voice,
though low, is cnim,

“Not 1, besnys.  “I'Il swear it to
it you will, though my word is as good as
my bond, Why, you silly baby, do you

think if T dd entertoin suth a herosy that )
should bave bad the pluck to say it#"

Thiz appears to be an exceilent bit of
reasoning amd very convincing, The Dnh-
ess smiles, nnd earth grows bright age.n.

UREALLY, DO YGU THINK M rneTTy
Bhe even draws a littlo nearer to him, as if
about to speak, and then, as if overcoms by
o little accvss of shynos, stops shiort, and
taling held of one of the buttons of his
coat between a slender finger and thumt
twists it vound apd vound again withow
any Apparent rens m,

“Well" questionsl Denls, stilling n sigh.
“It is very larl for any one, unloss ag
anchorite, to have the chosen of his hear
80 vory elose to ki and feel that ho mostn'y

her to come closer still,  Woll?*

“‘Deonis, tell mo this,"” with the swoetes |

le. Like,” thoughtfully, “your _
Vou, parhaps? How mﬂmm%
be!  Am 1 like your*

“Idaresay I have froquently flattored
myself,”? says Denly, langhing,  “Wa all
do It; but I think I can honestly say nover
to that exteat, '’

YWell," porslsts the Duchas tivoly,
Ynow that it has  ocourrod t.:' mpt:d 1 d
sure | reminded myself of womebody rl;
moning when | was doing my hair before
the glus. It must have been yon, Come
over here,’ slipping her hanl ioto his and
drawing him to where o deep pool
drowsdly in the the sunshive, encom|
Ly ferns and mosses.

Over this she bends, scrutinizing the
faint, imperfect reflection of her charms it
throws up to her. Deli ate, vague, unsat-
Isfactory It is yot swest withal, De
ftanding  behind hor and gazing over
shouliler, ean wor the gquivering imnge thad
so maligns her pure gnl  perfect Leanty,
and turnd  with impntonce to the living
original beside hith,  She Is  still absorbed
in wrdeing o Hieness that does not oxjst,
and n sudden  desiro to play upon her an
olid sehoolboy  trick, nud so disturb ber
thoughts, takes possossion of him,

Passing s bands round her walst from
the baek he pushes her well over the birink
of the pool, holding her thus for an instant,
and then drawing hor buck to terra firma.

“There! only for mo you would have
been in,"" Lo says vaingloriously.

Oh, Denis!"" evles she, genuinely startlod,
Then she lnughs, and with his arms still en-
cireling hor sho looks back at him over her
shoulder with parted lips and brightonsd
oyes. Her attitude brings her head almost
to his shoulder, She was never yet to noar
to his heart, Whas she ever yet so lovely?
Ilis pulses nro beginning to Leat madly, his
eyes grow warm,  The laugh s still freah
upon her lips

;‘l'y love whose lips nre softer far,
wn drowsy ;o011p$' petals nre,
And sweeter than the violet.

But tho smile hos died from his.  There
Is & guick, irrepressible movement, Ho
Lends over her—nearer—nearor still; and
thon ke loosens his bold of her and stands
back, o frown spon bis brow, his faco a
little pala,

“*Aro you frightensd?! asks she lightly,
“Did you think I wan ranlly going to fall
in?* Ha! Did punishmeont then overtake
you! But you should know that T amn sure-
footed ns n gont; that I seldom eateh mysold
tripping. "

She is evidently puxzled o good deal by
the change in his manner, which has gono
from “‘grave to gay, from lively to sovere,'?
without a sccond’s warning, and would per-
baps have subjected him to a rather om-
barrassing cros-examination, but that at
this moment the appearance of a woman at
the lower end of the path nttracts both their

attention,
CHAFPTER VIII,

To mortul mon gront loads aliottgd bo.
But of sl pucks no pack lke poorty.™
Sho is a women, withe nd slight
bent, and wret hedly (lr:‘&d, o n.rg n.I{
poor Irish peasants, Her petticoat, made
of u thick blue flnnuel, is short, aud patched
liberally here and there. No stockings
cover her legs, no_boots her fees, which
though wonderfully “small are as tho
path itself and roughened by work and ex-
posure.  An old juncket, worn at the elbows
and very much the worse for wear, covers
her Lody, and over her shoulders a dingy

little recl and black shawl is thrown,

Clothing enough certainly for a hot day
in July, bug nlas! terribly insuflicient for
the frosts and suows of winter; and whon
they come thers will ba nothing extra to
cover that poor, frail body. Poverty has
no diversity of costumes wherowith to meet
the exigencies of each coming veason,

Becing Novah the woman  quickened her
footsteps, alrasly marvelously agilo for a
woman past iy,

“An! Biddy, is that you™' enys Norah,
asking the superiuous but kindly question
with a smlle.

“Good morning, your honor, my lady,"
returns the woman, this bolrg o very osual
waceting ia the south «f Ireland to thosd
known to be of “dacent Uleod.”  Thero is
oo steh ardent admiver of aristocracy as
the Irish jeasant, "“Arve yo in a hurry,
Miss? Might I heve a word wid yeo, Mise

Norah#'

Y“What s it now, Bildy?' asks ths
Duchess, anxiously. **Nothing wrong with
little Larry?™*

*‘No, Miss, gl ry bo to God, he's betther
an' hottaor eve y day.  But tell me, alan-
na, 'ths the masther I want toseo, Ishanp
above! ' weaning Dallyhinch, not heaven,

“1 leit him there about iu.lt an hour
ago.'" Itis impossible for Denig, who is
standing Ly, not to Lecome conscious that
she has found time in his socioty to Tun
wonderfully swift, “What do you want
from him now, Biddy?"

“Faix, miss, a bit of a sthick, no mere,
1 thought as how he'd give me wan out of
the wood beyant to keep up tho kouse. The
rafthers bs givin' way liko, but it 1 could
get somethin' to prop ‘em up wid they'd
hould together it only for a year iteolf,
One o thim young threes, mis, out of the
plantation would do. The masther, God
ble:s nim! ds gova to all, an' if ye think,
miss, bo'd give it—""

“I know Lo will. Hurry up, Blddy, be-
cawe ho may lo going out, By the ;1,,"
detaining ber, “how's Dan? when id yon
ho:x;‘ from him?®’ — s

“8ure thut was partly what was
me up to iho house. But,” shyly, m
1 saw ye wul the gintleman,”’ with a shy
glance ot Denin  “Anyhow, Mis, 'twas
this mornin' a letter camo,  1've got it hora
wid me," pulling it out of her bosom.
“Mayte yo'd like to read it

““Of vourso I should,”* said the Duchess,
heartiiy. “‘Dear me, what a good boy he
always was!"

“Throo for ye, miss " infensoly gratifled.
“God bless yo! Yo linve the word ale
ways for vich an’ poor. I'ye soe, alannn, "
politing to the letter with ungovernablo
pride, ** '"tis all the way from Chayny it
has come, Glory to the Blessed Mother)
but fsn'tit a sight of tho world he ia
seein’, an' him the biggest blackguard
witin he was  at home! 't it wonderfal,
Miss Nora, mew! A spalpeen that [ wae
forovor leatherin', he was such a divil all
out, wid his pranks and tricks, savin® your
presence, miss,  Even Fathor Jerry himsolf
wasn't safo from him; an' there he is now as
grand as tho best of "em, servin' aboard a
man-o'-war. "'

YWell, why shouldn't he?"’ says Norah.
““Where's the sallor that's bettor than an
Irish sailor!'

“Fegn, and that's thrue, too," acknowl-
odges the gratified n.other, *'Ho sint ma
a threo note, mis, along with the
lotther, ro's for yenow?! Faix, yos)
He'd vever forget his old mammy, he sayn,
D’yo know, Miss Norah, 1'm dead sorry
now ay aver | oate thut boy!"

[ro pz coxmxvim.]
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