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IS AFOfaMT.

Wh preacher* theii ttnwu Mug*.
To tunr ear aonl defections,

Thar tecl, I MM*, that throw*lor*.
An no* (m Cron mw *lcbticsfwffecuoa*

So I dos t *et in iMif a# a* • |>ws
For uj poor mortal to fellow,

1 know full wot! to wjrcu*t,
That wjr mith 1*fr*odu*ijMallow;

That oft vises it >feuld bar* uphold aw,
Aad pointed Use roans 1 should fellow,

T1 * bollost rite*, to atr distorted itto,
Havo appeared M a nodtirr, hollow.

Trrdor* I mj, (you’ll faodrroaw 1 hop*,)
That though I Moud ready to preach,

The word* that I aaod may well w unarri,
Tho feulto of Uw writer th*> reach.

.
Kilo.

[ArlhdMM*.]

CARMA WILLARD.

We were not sisters, as some
supposed, only cousins. Our fa-
thers were brut hen*, Americans of
the truest type. But our mothers
were as foreign in looks and de>
port meat as they were in nation-
alities.

Ganna's mother was a dark
Spanish lady, and from her Ganna
inherited that erratic, vindictive
temperament that characterises all
{Spaniards. tShe was beautiful,tins
Carina Willard. Her eyes were
of the darkest hue and sparkled
like some antique jewel beneath
the long silken lashes that swept
her cheeks. Her purplish black
hair lay in heavy masses and was
caught away from the classic tem-
ples, whose pencilling* mere part-
ly hidden by the rich pomegrauite
complexion.

1 loved her very dearly, with a
fascination mingled with a con-
stant fear. 1 don't know why 1
leased this beautiful girl. She was
so caressing, so impulsive, but
withal there seemed to lurk au
evil fire in her eyes, and 1 always
felt tliat she made her Advent in
this world just, to make trouble.
Her father idolized his only child
and never 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 frpwns away that sometimes
gathered on Uncle Horace Wil-
lard's brow. We grew from child-
hood to womanhood together.—
Carina always exercised an impe-
rious control over me, and i yield-
ed to l\er whims as readily as if J
had been her slave. But as 1
merged into womanhood I felt
that her influence over me was not
to last always. Sometimes 1 must
have actions and possessions that
must be exclusively my own, but
how to break the fetters oi lier
predominance 1 could not conjec-
ture. Any abrupt change on
my part would offend and perhaps
make her my enemy. This 1
dreaded, lor 1 feared that revenge
lul temjer I had seen exhibited to
others who chanced to thwart her
loyal sway in the household.

'there was to be a grand dinner
party in our neighUiiiiood, in hon-
or oi a Vale stnuent who had grad-
uated with great honors ills pa-
rents lavished all their hopes and
pride on this their only son. He
was indeed worthy the distinction.

1 hud met him a couple of years
belt re, in a New England village,
win le my Aunt Margaret Glenn
resided, i'lns village was nestled
in among the mountains to the
West, while oil’ to the South and
East 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
need not look on your Atlas to
find this miniature" village, this
Keiiston, situated in the heart of a
New Ki gland State- You never
willfind it. The description lam
giving is all you ever willknow of
it. As 1 have already told you, 1
spent many happy days there
days in which Lester Belmont and
1 re;;d life together—day sin which
through quiet drives and silent
row sou the riveraud walks through
the tangled old county roads we
learned to understand* and fully
i pprcciate each other, and leamecl
what each was to the other. A
sweet, new existence seemed born
of his companionship, and life look
on a strange mysterious signifi-
cance and unveiled its sanctities
as our hearts drew closer togeth
er. There had been no explana-
tion or declaration from him, but
each w as perfectly conscious of the
other's feelings. Perhaps this only
increased the sxeet, subtle, dell-
ciousness of our association and
lent a charm indescribable to the
v—'V evenings he passed at Glen-
cliffs.

* embodied all that was gra-
cious and fragrant and noble in
Lester Belmont and he lell me for
his last course at Yale with a sap
phire, a pledge of our betrothal,
upon my huger. W© sat one even-
ing before he left on the banks of
the river, whose green shrubbery
mirrored its depths. Not a ripple
stirred ihe surface, only the rest-
less undercurrent sent’ the low,
sad murmur of waves back to our
feet as if they were never at rest.
Lester was reading the uDuchess
May," and as the stately cadence

floated oh through this wonderful ,
poena, I listened with a new ap-

rwer and magnitude of genius
,

sat retr still, absorbed i the
mysteries and potfer of the self-
abnegation that sent this fauv
brave woman smiling and exul-
tin! In ftffn! HnatL

Suddenly the face of Csrms
Willard in ail ns marvelous beau-
ty rose before me. and 1 was com-
paring Che symmetry of faoe aod
form to that of my companion. I

that grew at our feet. I never had
told him much about Ganna. |
was so happy I did not want td
mar my joys with thoughts of her.

several minutes before Iwas aware
of it.

“Oh I why did you stop read-
ing f1 I asked.

“Because 1 had uo audience,'' he
replied. “The river and the banks
could not hear me."

“Oh, Lester Belmont PI cried.
“Idid 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 bad closed the book and laid
it on the gram beside him. He
gathered up my hands in his own
impetuous fashion and looked me
steadily in the face.

“How do you know my thoughts
were troubled f*

“Because no woman's face could
1 wear the look of perplexed pain
bat yours does and feel Nappy.

1 Don't you know it amounted al-
most to a look of anguish?”

lie dropped my hands sod sat toy-
-1 ing with his watch chain.

“Grace Willard I” the words leaped
1 out in a quick torrent and 1 liftedmy
1 face to meet the gase of two eakn

i eyes bent upon me. “Have I made a
• mistake ? Do I only fancy your love
iis mine, or is it real ?-—the love that

‘ every woman should give the mao she
! shall call, in th right of God, her

• husband? lam not a conventional man.
The love I offer yon is as pure and

1 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.*'

“ ’Tia not the choice of this mo-
ment I am making," I replied. *T
choose when I accepted you, Lester,
and to Ihre without you would- be to
live without life."

“Tell me then why you have been
so quiet and listless these few days
post, and why your face wears that
clouded look ?"

Then 1 told him about Carina, how
fascinating and radiant she was, and
how plain 1 felt in comfiarison to her.

i How much better her queenly, grace-
ful bearing matched his own superb
figure. 1 was small and plain in all

> external appearances and quite seuai-
‘ tive about it, too.

“Is that all that troubles you. my
‘ littlegirl?"

"Ihat is all," I said; “that is enough.
When you meet her, you willbe quite
overwhelmed by her elegance and sen-
suous beauty."

"Why, you jealous littlechild. I*ve¦ halfa notion to beangry with you," said
' he, taking my chin in the hollow of his

. hand. Then a quiet fell between us.
i {suddenly he turned to me. “Doyou
i not know, my darling, that you'are

1 pure, so set apart Irom ail other
i women that I have ever met, that I

institute a comparison as soon as I am
1 presented lo one, and invariably Grace

W iHard rises before me first and fair-
est."

“I don t like yoo to flatter me in
that fashion," Ireplied.

1 “It is not flattery, but truth, can-
-1 did truth, and your words this day I

shall carry back with me. You'd©
not realize what they are to me. To
live without me would be to live with-
out lile. 'lhat is a correct transla-
tion of my own sentiments. If you
should fail me. the savor of life would
indeed be gone. By your side lam
nearer heaven. By your side I can
holdafirm grasp upon the principles
of Christ's doctrines, and each day feel

' Ik*l lam a day’s march nearer home."
He said this more to himself than

i to me, for he was looking off to the
far away solemn clouds that had piled

i like grim sentinels along the moun-
tain tops.

Ijester Belmont went back to Yale
( and 1 to my home in New York atUncle Horace Willard's. His letters,

filled with favorable accounts of bis
oollegkde achievements, were a source

1 of deepest pleasure to me. and the
warm assurance of his memory of me
filled my heart to overflowing. How

* • DiJ I merit the love of such
i a man ?—talented, noble, generous

and true to the heart’s core?
A year had slipped quickly by and

the week preceding the party sludge
i Belmont a was a week of flatter and

• expectation to Carina and I. She
talked incessantly of the Judge's son,

, wondering what he was like and if
she would be presented to him ? Of

f course she would, for she was the cen-
tre of attraction at every gathering in

1 which sh* participated. Bhe was
beautiful and her voice was such as

. on© seldom hears in a life time. She
could bold an audience tilleach head

. turned in silent homage to her woa-
i drous giftof song,
i “Where did you get that beautiful

Iing a few days before the dinner pp,r-
*V at Belmont Manor, j ± a*l

“First finger oTthe left hand looks

I gather suspicious, littleOracle, but I
don't care so long as yoo keep your
Lhuuehta from that ** Ĵ **“*fiahoast
tho dodge’s son. name?
Ihope it is not a common narno, but
something novel. Did yoo ever heat
It, Ofaiir -

“Yea; itLester."

aether?” sad the willful girl clapped
*

you wear to the bdt
CarmaT

era—only diamonds. What shall yoa
wear T'

“Oh! as for my toilet, it willbo
but a simple affair at beat Ton know
1 have not a very elaborate wardrobe."

“Yea, poor child." she answered.
“Iwould not be compelled to econo-
mise in dress as you oo for anything.
I’d go in a convent or torn Bister of
Charity, or do something Idon’t know
what."

I laughed at the flippant style she
talked on in. but was really busy con-
juringmy brain to fitnp a suitable dress
for the occasion. 1 knew 1 should meet
a great many distinguished guests at
ths old Belmont Manor and 1 also
knew there would be some to criticise
even me. 1 usually did not pomeaa
much vanity, bat somehow 1 must
confess for this once I was especially
anxious. 1 bad but one black silk,
which had been given ms by Uncle
Horace Hillard when f presented him
a case of wax Japonicas I made for
his sixtieth birthday. I concluded to
wear the klask silk. 1 told sarma
this, and she said the Judge’s son
would take me for her mother. Bhe
meant to call me mama at dinner and
I 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 along the garden path and crept
up and nestled in the hearts of the
roeee aa they opened their pink bo-
soms on that fair September morning.
I was thinking of Lester and wonder-
ing what Carma would say when she
became aware of our acquaintance and
engagement. 1 sat twisting my sap-
phire around my finger when the bell
rang and a servant entered, bearing
oa a silver selva a bouquet of richest
flowers, accompanied by a note from
Lester. “I can only by ihe greatest
effort force myself to remain at home,"
be wrote me, “and forego seeing your
dear face till evening. Wear these
flowers at your throat and in your
hair, darling, if you still love Letter."

1 laid the delicate note down and
took up the exquisite flowers. 1 had
not noticed Ganna’s entrance. Bhe
took up the missive before I could
s(>eak 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.

“Yes," I answered. “Lester Bel-
mont and I are engaged, and we love
each other dearly. > > t

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 heir and queening it over el-
egant mansion! No, you never shall.
1 swear to this. You may look a*
horrified at such language as you
please, but I'll keep this vow. In
less than one month i'llbring Lester
Belmont to my feet and make him ac-
knowledge bis 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
him."

“What do I care for love ! Give me
money, position. I care for oo more.”

“Poor Carma ! I said this with my
heart, not with my lips. With ail
your splendor you are sadly poor.
The glitter and glimmer of gold will
never heal the heart wounds or draw
the thorns that press to tho very nerves
of the soul of tne woman who' marries
for money when she wakes up in
after years to find that she has made
a fatal mistake, but methinks a heart
lees vulnerable than Carma Willard's
alone can suffer from snch an error.

Radiant indeed looked Carma Wil-
lard when she stepped in her father’s
handsome carriage and leaned back •
on the magnificent cushions, in her
cream colored dress, with its sweeping
train, over which lay the fleecy folds
of rare old lace, heirlooms for centu-
ries Perhaps! The round anas
flashed in diamonds, and the purple
black hair, wound up and bound 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
handed her to the carriage.

“No, daughter, doaV^
“Iam coming," I said, and walked

down the yard to be seated by my ;
cousin. Very plain was my toilet be-
side the elegance of Carma’s. My
black silk, with some old Spanish lace
at throat and wrist, and Lester's flow-
ers caught op on my bosom by a
brooch set with pearls, and a airing
of pearls that my mother had worn

. wme *-* Mp v fl

llfT^J^d
his young and fair wife inuaid away
far beyond the sea, aftemMring been
a wife of but a few wjp her
only daughter, and he (MU' carried
the MnrtbnM thqr)

whenever! rente op teMold Man-
seJast Uke she used to dHt

There were groups andSote ofpeo-
ple tnere gwde-

and t-.fir sonf Jhen a b<:rt of music

came from one of the parlors. The
voice was Carma Willard's. 1knew
it in aa instant. Qh f that voice. It
rose and fell likesome far offecho, some
soul-stirring strain that had floated
out ofParadise. Bhe wss singing one of
Beethoven’s sad tongs, and the keys of
the instrument yielded up a gracious
response to the touch of her magnetic
fingers. Lester bowed and said : “I
leave yon. Greco, to the cart of my
mother," Mid Walked down in the direc-
tion of the music. Tim grand Brad-
bury piano stood in the centre of the
room, and behind it stood Lester Bel-
mont, leaning on a massive chair,.eom-
placentlv surveying Carma Willard's
face and drinking in the music. She
played on and on. first some sad old
strain that woke np memories long
since buried in the nearts of her lis-
teners, then some dashing instrumen-
tal piece that required the most effi-
cient skill le execute. Finally she
played the old song. “Lorena," whose
every word touched some responsive
chord in the boeotns of her audience.
AU else seemed forgptten then but
Carma Willard and her song.

“Who is she ? Who is that beauti-
ful woman ?" went from lip to lip.
Carma Willard rose like a star in that
brilliantthrong. Uncle Horace seemed
never so promt of Carma as then. He
led her to Judge Belmont'sgnesis and
introduced her with the most fatherly
fondness, and in my inmost soul I
wished she were a better woman.

Lester Belmont came back to the
alcove in which he left his mother and
I, but she had gone to the dining
saloon and I sat alone on one of the
crimson cushions twisting the heavy
tassels through my fin^p^

“Who was that beautifm woman at
the piano, Grace ?’’

“Do you t hink her so beautiful ?”

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

“Her name is Carma Willard, ray
Uncle Horace Willard’s daughter," I
raid.

“Ibeg 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 his face that half
made me uncomfortable.

“Grace !** He gathered np mv hands
in an impetuous fashion ana held them
in one of his. “Do yoa remember a
conversation we once had up in the
village of Kinston ?"

“\es, I did remember, remembered
well. What of it ?”

“I told you, yon 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
the grave. 1 repeat here to-night
what 1 then told yon. I love you as
never man loved a woman before, and
whatever may come, Grace, mv darl-
ing. will yoa always trust me ?’’

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

“Even to the end of my life." He
said this over slowly, as ifsounding
the depth of each word. “Grace Wil-
lard, if I had no other joy, no other
boon from God's hand, yon are
enough, enough to fillmy heart with
praise and thanksgiving dll the days
of my life." He held my fingers with
a sort of greedy clasp, as if he could
not bear to loose them. “Doyou not
know that away at school your sweet
pare face has risen before me and
blurred the pages of my book*; that
at night, when careless of my reli-
gious duties, Grace Willard’s voice
would be heard far down in my heart
saying, ‘Remember vour Creator.'
You nave been my beacon, my one
star that has led me on to higher, no-
bler purposes and actions. Oh! my
darling, you do not know what yon
are to me."

Just then the rustle of garments
caused us to look op and Carma Wil-
lard stood close to os. She
out her £ou for me to disengage the
tassel, that had caught in her brace-
let. I presented her to Lester, and
made an ajK>logy for my absence and
left them. r

“Yooand Grace seem to be warn,
friends,” I beard her say, for 1 had
stepped on the terrace just to be alone

, i n. .H
,
-Tmmml aftr Dm >-]

she said. ¦ “I dooiare yen hahavaa
more like awaagbty okald than a 101 l
fL-

t q
had ao idea you had eaS a jealous,
•ospiciuua disposition, and hesatchat-
icaily said hewoedd never link kk
destiny with a woman that eohihited
such fearful mist nit of him.”

“1 do not oars to diatom Mr. Bal-
aoaV' I answered. “1 am tired and
would rather retire." She swept oat
of the room, and started to her cham-
ber, bat hesitated, then went to the
Library. 1 had heea in bed several
boors, but not to sleep. Did Lester
Belmont say ail this to her? perhaps
ho did. 1 was not myself at the ma-
nor. I was so engrossed with my

fated alone that morning. Uncle
Horace and I. Carma's maid came
to inform us that her mistress’ heed
eched too much to appear at break-
fast. We ate in comparative silence.

“Come to the Library. Grace, aa
soon as yoa have finished,” said Un-
cle Horace, slipping his napkin
through the silver nng, end taking np
the Cnroaiele.

“Yea, Uncle Horace,” I answered.
What did he want of me I wondered
m 1 stopped to arrange the flowers in
the vases on the dining-room man-
tel.

"Come in, dear.” 'Twas ancle Hor-
ace who said this, in answer to my
low rap on the library door, and draw-
ing a ch ar, he mated am near him.
“Can my little girl bear spine good
and Martiing news this morning, with-
out getting excited V

"1 can. lam not easily excited,
yon know."

“Do you remember some property
in California that your father, Clinton
Willard, purchased, and how much
disappointed he was in its value after
having made the purchase T

“Yea, Uncle Horace."
“That property has now proven to

, possess the veins of ore that he then
thought only in propinquity to his
property, and to-day, my little niece¦ is a richer woman than her uncle is

, a man."
I could not realize the truth of this

. statement. I had never oared for
, wealth. 1 had, since my father's
i death, been dependent partly upon

my uncle. 1 wrote article# for sever-
al leading magazines and reeaived

, some remuneration for them. I was
not extravagant in my tmtea, there-

-1 fore did not require very much. My
uncle was too kind, too fatherly, to
admit my feeling any dependence,

, though there were times when I felt¦ my faculties lying supine and rusting
in Arcadian luxury in the elegant
home in which I dwelt. “You mall
have half the interest of my money,
Uncle Horace," I said, stroking his
long grey whiskers.

“No dear, I have enough for Car-
ma and I, all our lives. 1 want you
to manage your* own money, yonr

‘ 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—l am a world-
weary man; its cares and their con-
comitants corrode my life until some-

. times I feel, that all are false and
impure—whited sepulchres—until I

; reach my own home and find that
1 loving little hands have ministered

to my comfort, and these acts are
prompted by a good, pare heart—l
find my dressing-gown and slippers
and fresh cut flowers to always

i greet me, and I say in my heart. God
; bless the one that thought of me thus.

You are not like Carma ; she is too
cold to love her father in your sweet,

i childish way, and now, darling, don't
surse-proud or let any of your

sweet simplicity be eclipsed by money
and its appendages- You would not
be my little sunbeam you know.”

I clasped my arms tight about his
neck—dear uncle Horace—and my
fingers flattered in and out his iron-
grey hair.

A couple of weeks had passed in
> which time I neither saw nor heard

from Lester. He had told me I pro-
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 moonuunoos,
and that through courtesy he must
remain at home, but that I should
remember, I was the sunlight in which
his heart dwelt and that the drives
and rambles we would enjoy together
would compensate os for the oays of
separation we endured.

“Aletter for Mias Grace," and An-
nette. Carma's maid, h+oded it to ms.

“Where did you get it," I asked?
“John, Mr. Belmont's page, headed

it to me down at the door, and said t
I should deliver It lo you.” She
stood scanning my face with a mys-
terious, searching look. “Oo out, An-
nette," for she evidently intended to
remain while I read the letter. She
went very reluctantly and left the
door ajar after her. With eager,
trembling fingers I opened that letter.
I laid it in my lap. fearing to read it. 1
At last, my eyes fell oo it, and there
in his own Word* he U>M me our en-

gagetu -tit was irrevocably severed,
i iaat havin' met my cousin—to meet

he; was to love her —and that the ap-
i p arace of Irvia Montague in his

1 lather’s house, with our engagement
ring on his hand, was proof positive

iof my perfidy—what more was re- 1
. quired?—and that there would be a

A. I, -Ji 1 1

ker VetL*?
her here. for it mmi

. she is awaySrhen I make my rita

’ ihueieeSii whan her name:s spoken
ia hie and Isometime* fancvIshoufifiod a rival to the oid gen-
tleman if he eoaid caff back a score
of rear, that hare Mad over hu
venerable h**L FatWi. ooe, the
hha of whoa wa aaldou moat ia a
}**¦%> I <Wf any Phrenologist to

iMPkwiealeiy a face than La,
™

ntm

“Idid not quite understand too.”
said, “my attention van divid-

ed joat than between yon and those
gentlemen over to oar left. They
are diaeoaaing the political campaign.
Moat of them aaamad to flavor yoang
Montague's election to the Senate.
That willbe very gratifying to my
cousin Grace. She m vary ambitiousand think, ha would baa star of the
first magnitude in a political count.”

11 H*¦* not the gentleman she would
alaet, of bar own decision, to represent
her people and their best interests.
She has a full share of philanthropic
and patriotic love, ifI am not great-
ly mistaken, and this young man
lovaa emoluments and fame better
than he lores hi* country, 0 he re-
plied.

“Mr. Montague has a vary com-
¦adding appearance and fine oratori-
cal gifts, and I think Grace admires
him specially for these attributes.
She admits he has taken a place in
her heart second to none, ana I feel
inrs—but then I’ll not divulge
Grace’s secrets."

They left the aloove and sauntered
through the portico into the yard.
The moon looked down in serene
brightness, and the numberless hosts
of stars flung out banners of light
over the still earth. I was contem-
plating the wonderful beauties of
God s creation, remembering the
mighty Hand that fashioned and the
Infinite mind that conceived them—-
how from Chaoe 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-
joy the beautiful flowers in whose
faces the dew was nestling. How
well they looked together, Lester and
Carina f He stood with his arm rest-
ing on a marble statue looking down
on her, while she stood picking to
pieces the flowers she held in ker
hands, scattering the leavee over the
damp grass. In personal appearance,
how splendidly they matched! but
not in deportment, not in temper-
ament. Two, w unlike could never
be happy together. The antagonistic
elements would assert their way. and
Carma Willard's motto would be,
“victory or death." I had seen her
face livid with passion for the small-
est provocation, and as in maiden-
hood so must it be in wifehood.

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

“Why, what are you doing, staring
out at the moon," said 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 pnde of a Father.
There were many nappy faces there.
The chandeliers threw out hundreds
of lights, which were caught and
flung back by the sparkling of jewels,
and the elaborate toilets and richly-
laid table, with its Sevres China and
Bohemian glass, its rare old plate,
with all the delicacies that art and
nature could produce, were beautiful
enough to tempt the most artistic and
were as delicate as ambrosia. The broad
plateau of flowers scattered perfume
and beauty over the scene, and all
seemed glad in the joy of the feast.
1 glanced at Carma. Her brilliancy
outrivalled all former occasions. She
was smiling back at Lester and talk-
ing in an animated tone. She could
not conceal her triumph. It flashed
out at every glance, every word.

Again some one asked her to sing.
It was drawing near the time for us
to go home. The French clock was
pointing to two, so she pointed to the
clock and said, “let that be my
apology, tis late now," But some of
the guests insisted that they must
again bear her sing, and Lester Bel-
mont led her to the instrument, and
stood bv*her. Soon his fine tenor
mingled in some old plaintive German
ballad, and never before did two voices
roll so smoothly, so harmoniously to-
gether as did the two. “Sing just one
more," said a voice at their side, as
she made an effort to leave the instru-
ment, and this time an Italian piece
was rendered that carried (me back
to Italy’s sunny lend, so distinctly
were the words heard and eo perfectly
was the the piece sung.

.‘v ue how, I could not tell why, I
felt ms if there wee a “something" gone
out of my life. lam solemnly truth
fui when I say, I did not /eel or e
pang of jealousy—no, not one. We
drove home in silence, and after I
had prepared foretire, the door of my
room opened softly, and Carma came in.

sipSc
lard, weald be kill wife, aad that be

MaMttbpoMr of
a/ charms, bat itdtd not eeoord with
hk mU ol propriety or commend it-
¦mi to good lacte to nn away rinc
tlut ni ooca o pledge to mother

. What ceold he li*ve BMut by aay-
iag that into Montague wore mr
¦aaphiro nog? It was into 1 hadleft itoff, because ayfingers roeoivod
a •cratch and won ivoUw. I arena
and looked ii oaf jewel oaaa for ay
baaiilitql sngagNmmt nag. aad it was
gone. I stood onto and mirtirmls—
Where could 1 find it? But, what
did it matter now? The paid waa
all I could term to, I felt, just then,
that nothing in life oonld ever ooaaa
to me as tweet and rose colored an
the put had been. 1 lived over in
memory every hoar, every moment

rt with him. Looter Belmont—-
rery name wee the embodiment of

beauty and dignity. So wail I re-
membered the brat long drive I took
with him. It waa a smiling Septem-
ber afternoon. I feel yet the deli-
eioos. sweet sense of enjoyssent and

Slaasura. How well I remember the
roes with whioh the holds were

clothed. The soft mellow sunshine
and the cool current of air rmraing
through the beat of that afternoon.
Ah, wall, itwould only be the mem-
ory through the coming veers of
“what might hava been." The tears
were falling down my eheeka—tears
appointed for my healing—l would
not stay here any longer. I would
go to Vermont and teach a school, to
occupy my time. Perhaps. 1 might
learn in time to forget him, and the
voice at my heart be stilled by new
scenes and new duties, end that rab-
mistuveness, the greet panaoee might
take poescasion of ma. But, of one
thing, Iwas sura, I never again would
allow another to occupy a place an
my heart more than a mend.

“Kinston," called ont the conduc-
tor of an seat bound train and wa
draw up at the Motion, the engine
puffing and throwing cindara in pro-
fusion about us. I was handed to a
close family carriage by my uncle,
Malcolm Qian. We waited a few
minutes after our hist greeting, the
nwkve horses paving the sward with
their impatient boots.

“There becomes now," said my un-
tie. as a tall wellproportioned mao, of
perhaps thirty, came in view.

“WU I asked.
“Oh, yes, you have never met Paul

Chapman." Just then he came op
to the carriage, stepped in and seat-
ed himself beside ancle Malcolm, op-
posite me. We talked on many sub-
jects, dwelling on none. A few
atmospherical comments, then the
mountain scenery, the landscape, all
received homage from the admiration
they excited. 1 lifted my eyes to the
stranger twice; be was looking intent-
ly at me but said nothing only in
response to some questions my uncle
had asked him. Paul Chapman waa
a distant relative of ancle Maleolm
and a minister. He had been spend-
ing a month at the Cliff* before I
came. The Cliffs was the homestead
of the Glen family. Itwas an old many
gabled farmbouse hidden away hack
amongst the stately elms that ear-
rounded it. In the summer days, the
scent of uewmown hay, the blossoms
and honeysuckles, made 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
and bad taken a book with me intend-
ing to have a good time alone. I
was reading Tennyson's 'Elaine' and
was was intently absorbed in the won-
derful story of the self immolation of
that poor girl-woman, whan a voice
at my side aroused me.

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

“Certainly," I said, "corns 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 ? 1 don't believe you were aware
of my presence tillmy voice told yon
you were not alone.”

I held the book to him for answer
and his eyes fell on the song that
Elaine dedicated to bar unrequited
love for Sur Lancelot:

“Sweet is tree leee Uao' gtvea in vein, in
vaia;

And sweet is death who poteen sod topent:
, I know not which is sweeter, no, not I."

“Ifain would follow lose. If that oooUl Is:
Ineeds must fallow death, who calk for me;
Call sod 1 follow, I followI let me die.”

“Do all men and women love as
did this girl, this Elaine f" he erired.
“1 mean all true man aad women T*

“There is a difference, ! think, in
the organisation of men aad women,
nod men cannot understand, cannot
comprehend the mortification a w-v-
--msn most needs feel when S4<. £adi
her love unrequited."

“Doyou speak from n personal ex-
perience, Mias His eyes
were searching my fane from under
their long, dark lashes, i>, *

“Yea," 1 said, “withme it was once
| aad forever."
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