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"We were not sisters, as some
supposed, only cousins. Our fa-
thers were brothers, Americaus of
the truest type. But our mothers
were as foreign in looks and de-
portment as Lhey were ii nalon-
alities.

Carma’s_mother was a dark
Spanish lady, and from her Carma
inherited that erratie, vindictive
temperument that characterises all
Spaniards. She was beautiful, this
Carma Willard. . Her eyes were
of the darkest hue and sparkied
like some antique jewel beneath
the long silken lashes that swept
her cheeks. Her purplish black
hairlay in heavy masses and was
caught away from the classic tem-

les, whose pencillings were part-

Fy hidden by the rich pomegranite
complexion.

« 1loved her very dearly, with a
fascination mingled with a con-
stant fear. 1 don’t know why I
feaged this beautiful girl. She was
B0 caressing, so impulsive, but
withal there seemed to lurk an
evil fire in her eyes, and ] alwa{n
felt that she made her advent jn
this world just to make trouble.
Her futher idolized his only child
and pever saw a fault in her. One
could not blame him much; she
had such an adroit way of hiding
her faults and kissed and carressed
the frowns away that sometimes
gathercd on Uncle Horace Wil-
lard’s brow. We grew from child-
hood to womanhood together.—
Carma always exercised an impe-
rious control over me, and I yield-
ed to her whims as readily as if I
had beeu her slave. But as
merged into womanhood I felt
that her influence over me was not
to last always. Seometimes I must
have actions and possessions Lhai
must be exclusively my own, but
how to break the feiters ol her
predominance I eould not conjec-
ture. Any abrupt change on
my part would offend and perhaps
mwake her my enemy, This 1
dareaded, for I feared that revenge-
1ul temper I had seen exhibited to
others who chanced to thwart her
1oyal sway in the household.

There was to be a grand dinner
party in our neighbornood, in hon-

or of a Yale stnuent who had grad- | W

uated with great honors His pa-
rents lavished all their hopes and
pride on this their only son. He
was indeed worthy the distinction.

I had met him a couple of years
belcre, in a New Kngland viilage,
wheie my Aunt Margaret Glenn
resided. 1'hus viliage was nestled
in among the mountains to the
West, while oil to the South and
Kast lay the river, smiling and
blue between the hills. 1 used
to spend a few months every year
in this secluded place. It seemed
to be so quiet and unpretending
compared to New York. You
nead not leok on your Atlas to
find this miniature village, this
Kenston, situated in the heart of a
New Ergland State. You never
will find it. The deseription I am
giving is all you ever will know of
it. As I have already told you, I
spent many happy days there—
daye in which Lester Belmont and
1 re:d life together—daysin which
thrcugh quiet drives and silent
rowsontheriverand walks through
the tangled old county roads we
learned to understand and fully
tppreciate each other,and learned
what each was to the other. A
sweet new existence seemed born
of his companionship, and life took
on a strange mysterious signifi-
cance and unveiled its sanctities
a» our hearts drew closer togeth-
er. There had been no explana-
tio:;. or declantilon from him, but
each was perfectly conscious of the
other’s feelings. Perhaps this only
increased the sweet, subtle, delf-
ciousness of onr association and
lent a charm indescribable to the
&Iﬁ: evenings he passed at Glen-

+ embodied all that was gra-
cious and fragrant and noble in
Lester Belmont and he left me for
his last course at Yale with a sap-
phire, a pledge of onr betrothal,
upon my . Wesat one even-
ing before he left on the bauks of
the river, whose green shrubbery
mirrored its depths. Not aripple
stirred ihe surface, only the rest-
less u t sent the low,
sad murmur of waves baek to our
feet as if they

‘'were troubled I

L{and to I1¥8 without you would be to

of it.
“Oh! why did you stop read-
ing ? 1 asked.

“Because I had ao audience,” he
replied. “The riverand the banks
could not hear me.”

“Oh, Lester Belmont!” I cried.
“I did not mean to—"'

“No,” he said, stopping short
the words. “I know, but Grace
Willard—tell me just the thought
that was troubling you.”

He had closed the book and laid
it ‘on ‘the grzss beside him. He
gathered up my hands in his own
impetuous fashion and looked me
steadily 1n the face.

“How do you know my thoughts

“Because no woman'’s face could
wbeu the Ioodl‘:':)f pe;pl‘::led pain
that yours py.
Don’t you know ?amounm ai
most to a look of anguish?”

He dropped my hands and sat toy-
ing with {iu h chain, ¥

“Grace Willard !" the words lea
out in a quick torreut and I lifted my
face to meet the gase of two cahn
eyes bent upon me. “Have I made a
mistake ? I only fancy your love
is mine, or is it real ?—the iove that
every woman should give the :nan she
shall call, in the sight of God, her
husband? I am not a conventional man.
The love I offer you is as rure and
unchangeable as God's own truth, and
I ask just such in return. None oth-
er will do. Choose now, Gracie, for-
ever and forever.”

“’'Ti& not the choice of this mo-
ment I am making,” I replied. “I

choose When I accepted you, Lester,

live without life.”

“Tell me then why you have been
o quiet and listless these few days
past, and why your face wears thst'
clouded look 7"

Then I told him about Carma, how
fascinating and radiant she was, and
how plain I felt in comparison to her.
How wuch better her queenly, grace-
ful bearing matched his own superb
figure. 1 was small and plain in all
external appearances and quite sensi-
tive about it, too.

“Is that all that troubles you, my

little girl ?”
“That is all,” I said; “that isenough.
ben you meet her, you will be quite
overwhelmed by her elegance and sen-
suous beauty.”

“Why, you jealous little child, I've
balfa notion to beangry with you," said
he, taking my chin in'the hollow of his
hand. Then a quiet fell between us.
Suddenly he turned to me. “Do you
not know, my darling, that you are
80 pure, #o set apart from ail other
women that I have ever met, that I
institute a comparison as soon as [ am
presented to one, and invariably Grace
Wiliard rises before me first and fair-
est.

“I don’t like you to flatter me in
that fashion,” I replied.

“It is not flattery, but truth, can-
did truth, and your words this day I
shall carry back with me. You do
not realize what they are to me. To
live without me would be tolive with-
out life. That is acorrect transla-
tion of my own sentiments. If you
chould fail me, the savor of life would
indeed be gone. By your side I am
nearer heaven. By your side I can
bold a firm upon the principles
of Christ's doctrines, and each day feel
that I am a day’s march nearer home."

He said this more to himeelf than
to we, for he was looking off to the
far away solemu clouds that had piled
like grim sentinels along the moun-
tain tops.

Lester Belmont went back to Yale
and 1 to my home in New York at
Uncle Horace Willard's. His letters,
filled with favorable accounts of his
collegiate achievements, were a source
of deepest pleasure to me, and the
warm assurance of his memory of me
filled my heart to overflowing. How
was if, .’? D:;i‘ I :;rit the love of such
& man ?—talented, noble, rous
n«l true modhrfc m?g.“

year ipped quickl and
the week Mn.mqwga,
Belmont's’ was a week of flutter and
expectation to Carma and I. She
incessantly of the Judge's son,
wondering what he was like and if
she would be presented to him? Of
oom:‘. she would, for she was the cen-
tre of attraction at every gathering in
which she mpdz ~Bhe swu
beautiful her voice was such as

one seldom hears in a life time. She
oonldhpld an audience till each head
turned in mtm to her won-

drous gift of ¥
“Where dir.ygou get that beantiful

“Oh! as for toilet, it will
but :dmp!otﬁi.t’ltbd. You know

I have nota very elaborate wards
“Yes, poor child,” d.'m
“I would not be com ‘l:l to econo-
mize in dress as you anything.
I'd go in a convent or turn Sister of
Charity, or do something Idon't know

I laughed at the flippant style she
talked on in, but was really busy con-
juring my brain tofit upasuitable dress
for the oecasion. 1 knew Ishould meet
a great many distinguished guests at
the old Be anor and I also
knew there would be some to criticise

even | lugl I_Mmr,
much m:nnit , but ylonalow must
confess for this once I was especially
anxious. I bhad but mbl.eknlﬂci,
which ‘been gi ; n

Horace Hillard wh?:r p::i?hd him
a case of wax Japonicas I made for
his siztieth birthday. I copcluded to
wear the black silk. len:;dhm

ped | this, and she said the Judge's son

would take me for her mother. m
}nunt nia:lnmmddinur
ought by all means to wear a cap to
add to my matronly appearance.
The auspicious day arrived; the
sunshine lay scattered over the fields

and al .garden and crept
up u::‘ nnﬂs in tmu of
roses as opened their pink bo-

soms on that fair ber morning.
I was thinking of Lester and wonder-
ing what Carma would say when she
became aware of our acquaintance and
engagement. I sat twisting my sa
phire around my finger when the bell
rang and aservant en beari
on asilver i
flowers, accompanied by a note from
Lester. *“I can only by the greatest
:ﬂ'ort force myn!fl toremain at home,"”
e wrote me, “and forego seeing vour
dear face till evening. wm these
flowers at your throat and in your
bair, darling, if youstill love Lester.”
I laid the delicate note down and
took up the exquisite flowers. I had
not mnoticed Carma's entrance. ‘She
took up the missive before I could
speak and bad read it at a glance,
She looked first at the flowers, then
the note, and sent such a depth of
scorn and hatred at me I quailed be-
neath her gaze.
“So this is the signet ring on your
hand ?" she said. . —o—
“Yes,” I answered. “Lester Bel-
mont and I are engaged, and we love
each other dearly. £ o
She looked at me and said: “You
shall never marry him. You, poor
and plain as a brown wren; marrying
the aristocratic Judge Belmont's son
and beir and gueening it over that el-
egant mansio n? No, gou never shall.
1 swear to this. You may look as
horrified at such language as you
lease, but I'll keep this vow. In
fa- than one month I'll bring Lester
Belmont to my feet and make him ac-
knowledge his folly and laugh at his
idiocy for ever supposing he cared for
you.
“You have never met him, Carma.
You don't know that you could love
“What do I care for love ! Give me
meoney, position. I care for no more.”
“Poor Carma! I said this with my
heart, not with my lips. ‘With all
our splendor you are sadly poor.
{‘he glitter and glimmer of gohf:oill
never heal the heart wounds or draw
the thornsthat tothe very nerves
of the soul of the woman who marries
for money when she wakes up in
after years to find that she bas made
a fatal mistake, but methinks a heart
less vuluerable than Carma Willard's
alone can suffer from such an error.
Radiant indeed looked Carma Wil-

lard when she stepped in her father's | Pot
handsom 1

e carriage and leaned back
on the magnificent cushions, in her
cream colored dress, with its sweepi
train, over which lay thﬂncmz
ofmooldho!o. harmlnn.‘orm-
ries round
black hair, wound up and by a
coronet, was studded with diamonds.

“Papa, I've a notion to order Mark
to drive off and leave Grace,” I heard
her say to Uncle Horace when he
banded her to‘thurriagc.

“No, daughter, don't.’

“I am coming,” T said, add walked
down tl‘c; h:bomtaiby;y.l
cousin. Ve in wae my toilet
et G Disi= ety
black silk,

soul-stirring strain that
o en’s sad and
instrument yi
response to the touch of her ma,
:ingou. Lester bo': “;n’“. ““;
:o:l:cr{'?"lﬂs‘m‘h ﬁm .
tion of the music. Tt: -
b B o T
mont, leaning on & massive chai )
By B s
m
p.l:.yodo-l::d on, first som dm
strain that woke memories long
since buried in the of her lis~
piece required ;«; ;

one of
of

cient skill o execute. Finally she
played the old soug, “Lorena,” whose
every. word some responsive
¢ in the bosoms of her audience.
All else seemed forgotten then but

ﬁl; Willard her E
" “Who is she ? 1m h-uﬁ-
ful mW u:td'.‘hk‘u lip h‘tr.
Carma Wi rose like a starin that
brilliant throng. Umhﬂof?&tmed
never so of Oarma as then. He
led her to Judge Belmont'sguests and
introduced her with the most fatherl
fondness, and in my inmost soul
wished she were a better woman.
Lester Belmont came back to the
alcove in which he left his mother and
I, but she had .ﬁ“ to the dining
saloon and I sat alone on one of the

erimson cushions twisting thie heavy
nl: ‘through my bﬁ )

e was that beautifui woman at
the piano, Grace ?”

“Do you think herso beautiful 7

“Yes, with a sort of foreign beauty.
She looks like an Italian. Sheisa
woman I would not trust. Theindex
of her charactec is stamped in her fair
face; but you have not told me her
name,"”

“Her name is Carma Wiilard, m
Uncle Horace Willard's daughter,”
said.

“I beg your pardon for expressing
so amply my opinion of your cousin.
Had 1 known it was she, I would not
have been so elaborate in my expres-
sions.

He sat still looking at me with a
look I could not fathom. There was
a shade of pain in the dark eyes and
a determined look on hisface that half
made me uncomfortable.

“Grave " He ﬁhetodn my hands
in an impetuons Imn.r dthem
tn one of his. “Do youremember a
conversation we once had up in the
village of Kinston ?”

“Ya:l. I did remember, remembered
well. What of it ?"

“I told you, you were more to me
than all else beside; that in my heart
burned an eternal love, unquenchable
by time or absence; yes, by death or
tgo rave, I repeat here to-night
what I then told you. I love you as
never man loved a woman before, and
whatever may come, Grace, A darl-
ing, will you always trust me ?"

“Always, even to the end of my
life,” and the words found echo in my
heart as the angels recorded them in
the Great Book of God's own reckon-
ing. It wasmy heart that made the
answer more than my lips.

“Even to the end of my life.” He
said this over slowly, as if soundin
the depth of each word. “Grace Wi
lard, if I had no other joy, no other
boon from Ged's hand, you are

to fill my heart with
anksgiving all the days
ra with

arred the of ml; l:oh; thh“
at night, ’ reli-
g;ou: duties, “-Willud’ayvom

had flosted | ‘3¢,

" mi and
llz':mk.. - young lll:
than he loves his country,” he re-
manding appearance oratori-
cal gifts, udltﬁikuﬂrm admires
‘him especially for these attributes.

of stars fl

&l::éag the wonderful beaaties of
od's creation, remembering the
mighty Hand that fashioned and the
Infinite mind that conceived them—
how from Chaos and darkness, He
said, let there be light and there was
light, and I rejoiced and was glad.
They turned right and left to en-

oy &:bl beda.utif flowers in 'aou
W was
well they looked “.l‘lndm a::

ing on a marble statue looking down
on her, while she stood icking to
timtho flowers she held in her
d::.d-. luuorling the lo:vu over the

P n personal appearance,
how lpiondidly they matched! but

not in de nt, not in temper-
ament. 'lQo. so unlike could nrv.:r

be happy together. The antagonistic
olomonlt’l would assert their t:g.o’ and
Carma Willard's motto von{d be,
“victory or death.” [ had seen her
face livid with passion for the small-
est provocation, and as in maiden-
hood 80 must it be in wifehood.

“I feel so tirpd, Mr. Belmont,”
Carma said, and drawing her hand
through his arm he led her to a sofa
and seated himself near her.

“Why, what are you doing, staring
out at the moon,” eaid a voice
behind me. I recognized the voice
of Judge Belmont.

“You must not stay alone, my little
girl. I came to take you to dinner,”
and drawing my hand through his
arm, he led the way to the dining
room with all the e of a Father.
There were many y faces there.
The chandeliers threw out hundreds
gf ““hl::'k bv;h::h vml caught and

ung e sparkling of jewels,
and the elabarote toilets u!ad i‘-icbly-
laid table, with its Sevres China and
Bobemian glass, its rare old plate,
with all the delicacies that art and
nature could produce, were beautifal
enough to tempt the most artistic and
were as delicate asambrosia. The broad
plateau of flowers scattered perfume
and beauty over the scene, and all
seemed in the joy of the feast.
I glanced at Carma. Her brilliancy
outrivalled all former occasions. She

out at every glance, ev.
Again some one asked to
It was drawing near the time for us

and so perfectly
was the the piece sung.

Some how, I could not tell why, I
felt maif there was a “something’” gone
out of my life. I am solemnly truth
ful when I@say, I did not feel ore

of jealousy—no, not one. We

home in silence, and after I

had prepared fo retire, the door of my
room opened softly. and Carma camein.

land, so distinctly |

| of m
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“That property has now proven to
thvdu’olorgth'tho then

E

thought ouly in ﬁropwqmty to
property and y, my little niece | allow

18 & richer woman than her un
a man."”

I could not realize the truth of this
statement. I had never cared for
wealth. I had, since my father's
death, been dependent partly upon
my uncle. I wrote articles for sever-
al leading magazines and nrivod
k was
not extravagant in my tastes, there-
fore did not very much. My
uncle was too kind, too fatherly, to
aduit my feeling any dependence,
though there were times when I felt
my faculties lying supine and rusting
in Arcadian luxury in the el t
home in which I dwelt. “You ‘ﬂu
have half the interest of my money,
Uncle Horace,” I said, stroking his
long grey whiskers.

“No dear, I have enough for Car-

g
B

ma and I, all our lives. I want you
to man your® own money, your
own way.' He laid a caressing hand

on my head, “I do so love your un-
ostentatious, innocent way. It rests
me to be near you—I am a world-
weary man; its cares and their con-
comitants corrode my life until some-
times I feel, that are false and
impure—whited sepulchres—until I
reach my own home and find that
loving little hands have ministered
to my comfort, and these acts are
rompted by a good, pure heart—I
gnd my dressing-gown and slippers
and fresh cut flowers to always
t me, and I say in my heart, God
less the one that thought of me thas.
You are not like Carma; she is too
cold to love her father in your sweet,
childish way, and’ now, darling, don't
get p rn-rrond or let any of your
sweet simplicity be ocliiud by money
ou

and its would not
be my h.tpcf: m you know."”

I oh;pod my arms tight about his
neck—dear uncle Horace—and my
fingefs fluttered in and oat his iron-
grey hair.

couple of weeks had passed in
which tiul:o I neither saw nor heard

from Lester. He had told me I pro-|lard

bably would not see him for several
days, as there were guests by the
dozen to be entertained and several
excursions, some of them desired to
make, both aquatic and mountainous,
and that through courtesy he must
remain at home, but that I shouid
remember, I was the sunlight in which
his heart dweit and that the drives
and rambles we would enjo o
ye

would compensate us for the
tion we endured.
“A letter for Miss Grace,” and An-
nette, Carma's maid, hgnded it to me.
“Where did you get it,” I asked ?

“Oh, yes, you have never met Panl
Chapman.” Just t! be came

atmospherical ooml::ulu, then tbl;
mountain scenery, t "'d""?' a
they excited. I hifted my eyes to the
stranger twice; he was looking intent-
ly at me but said nothing only in
r to some guestions my uncle
asked him. ;llll was

a distant relative of nncle Maleolm
and a minister. He had been
ing a month at the Cliffs, I
came. The Cliffs was the homestead
of the Glen family. It was an old man
gabled farmhouse hidden away
amongst the stately elms that sur-
rounded it. In the summer days, the
scent of newmown hay, the blossoms
and honeysuckles, it a bower of
sweetness to me and Kinston was my
favorite retreat. Just back to the
west of the town lay the Cliffs. I
had gone one morning to the orchard
udm taken a book with me intend-
ing to have a good time alome. I
was reading Tennyson's ‘Elaine’ and
was was intently in the won-
derfal story of the self immolation of
that poor girl-woman, when a voice
at my side sroused me.

“Do you allow any intruders under
the shelter of your tent, Miss Wil-

e

“Certainly,” I said, “come un-
der.” He came and occupied half of
the seat I had made by setting a
plank across the root of the tree.

“What were yon reading so intent-
ly? Idon't believe you were aware
of my presence till my voice told you
you were not alome.”

I held the book to him for answer
and his xu fell on the song that
Elaine dedicated to her unrequited
love for Sir Lancelot :

“Sweet is true love tho' given in vain, in

“John, Mr. Belmont's page. handed |
it to me down at the door, and said
I should deliver it to you.” She!

terious, searching look. “Go out, An-

nette,” for dnncsvidudy intended bl
remain while I read the letter. She !
went very reluctantly and left the
door sjar after her. With eager,
tluung-hpul that letter. '
I laid it io my lap, ing to read it. '
At last, my eyes fell on it, and there
in His own words be told me our en-
gagement was irvevocably severed,
tuat bavins met my cousin—to meet
he: was tw love her—and that the ap-
p arance of Irvin Montagne in his
tather’'s house, with our
ring on his hand, was

stood scanning my face with a m s-IO-Ilnleh',l
Do

qm's?—-dthtﬂnu would be a

vain ;
And sweet is death who an end to pain :
lkuvuvﬁchb-a..o.ut o

“1 fain would follow love, if that conld te;
1 needs must follow death, who calls for me;
follow ! let me die.”’

. men sod women love as
did this girl, this Elaine 7" he asked,
“] mean true

Therdé

:'r-.!i&
,{
£

mortification
man must needs fee! when sac fnds
her love unrequited.”
“Do you spesk from a nal ex-
perience, Miss Willard 7" His eyes




