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lhat do men talk about when
th4in 4b4"h windo aw saaing on
rs rIs' eemiarg Do you sup-
po $ i of loe! , Indeed, I seue-
pe is f eey, or tof ome-

thing that either makes money or

Clove Sullivan has been spending
fe% Jers in Europe,. and he has
hi b1een telling his friend John

Seklen houaspen it. John has
spent his in New York-he is in-
-elined to think just as profitably.
Both stories end in the same wy.

A-4 hae not P0ie00 Ift, JohL
"Nor I, Cleve."
"I Iaght your m~ died two

3r ago; surely, you bnvln'tspent
al the old gntisasan's money" .

"I only got $20,000, and owed

"Only 20,000oi What diad i do
with the rest of it?"
'U*4 to 4a~ wi6a Ie married
a beanty about a year after you
went s aidleft her his whole

"And the widow-where is she?"

"ihyg n esnairh seatL I
bae ever sees . She was one
of the t Maur, of Marland."

: .:*rg f dly, ant 4eastide.
Why don't you marry the widow?'

"I never thought of such a thing."
"Yon cn't think of anything

better. Write her a little note at
one. 9a that y gsiss8 I aiB oon
be in the neighborhood-then beg
eave to call and pay respects," etc.

John demu4red s good deal to
the plan, but Clove mastered, the
a was written, and (leve him-
self put itin the postoffice.

was on Monday night. On
~-mInoing the widow
Care found it with a dozen others
on her breakfast table. She was
quite .V$ Johuin glden had
regarded himselfor many years as
his cousin's heir, and that her mar-

o f t0ehs ha t. om. ( ..

had seriously atered his prospects.
John would scarcely have liked the
half-oont6phi~ ous auh which ter-

Wisted her thoughts on the mat-

SCl0tS ine, it you coauld spare
" somens from your fashion paper,

i want to consult you, dear, about
a visitor."

lamentine raised her blue eyes,
dropped her paper, and sa "Who
is it, Fan?"

"It is John Selde. If Mr. Clare
bad not married me, he would have
miherited the lare estate. I think

-WIt comibt ho. toe ee if it is
worth atking for, encumbered by
hi. cousin's widow."

Ph.s' t salIshnebe Write. and
tll him that you are just leavirg
Br the Bandwich Islands, or some
ether inoonvaeient place."

*No. I have a better plan than
that I will tawkthat pretty cot-

a Byebank for .the semmer
- Mr. Br ddmead his friend shall
viit us there. No one knows us

. .t p0lot-d Iiwiiltm taeu e f
the spants with m."

,SbryeO wre to be

the widow Cere, and I your poor
S O. .0:

friend and companion."

"Goodl 'The Fair Deceiveras' An

excellent comedy. How I shall
snub you, Fan! And for once, I

shall have tho pleasure of outdrees-
inj you. But has not Mr. Selden
seen you?"

"No. I was married in Mary-
land, went immediately to Europe,
and came back a widow two years
ago. I wonder who this friend is
that he proposes to bring with him?"

"Oh, men always think in pairs,
Fan. I dare say they wrote the
letter together. What is his name?"

"Mr. Cleve Sullivan. Do you
know him, Clementine?"

"No. I am quite sure that I
never saw Mr. Cleve Sullivan. I
don't fall in love with the name, do
you? But pray accept the offer for
both gentlemen, Fan, and write this
morning, dear."

The plan so hastily sketched was
thoroughly discussed and earried
out. The cottage at Ryebank was
taken. The new widow Clare had
agaged a maid in New York, and

fell into her part with eharming
ease and a pretty assumption of
authority; and the real widow real-
ized effectively the idea of a culti-
vated butdipendent companion.

Pan and Clementine were quite
seady for their first ell, the latter
in a rich exquisite morning cos-
tame, the former in a simple dress
of spotted lawn. Clementine went
through the introductions with a
onsmmate ease of manner, and in

half an hour they were a pleasant
party. John's "consinahip" afford-
ed an excellent basis for informal
companionship, and Clementine
gaeit full prominence. In a few
days it was " 'Cousin Johbs, do this,"
and "Cousin John, come here," un-
til the relationshlp became tireome.
One night when he and Cleve sat
down to smoke their final eigar, he
was irritable enough to give his ob-
jeetions the form of speech.

"Cleve, to tell you the honest
truth, I do not like Mrs. Clare."

"I think she is a very lovely
woman, John."

"i say noting against enor beauty,
Cleve; I don't like her, and I do not
care to occupy the place that beau-
tiful Miss Marat fill. The way
Cousin Olare snbs a woman to
whom she is every way inferior,
makes me angry enough, I assure
you."
"Don't fall in ove with the wrong

woman, John."
"Your advice comes too late. I

am in love. T'ere is no use for us
to deceive esach other. You seem
to Ike the widow-why not marry
hb I am willing you should."g

'hank you, John; I have ade
somsedvanms that way, andtey
were favorably received, I think."

'You tre so handsome, a fellow
has no chance against you. But we
shall hardly quarrel, if you do not
interfere between lovely little Clem-
ent and myself."

' oould not aford to smile on
hr,•john, she is too poor. Noth-
ing added to nothing will not make
a decent living." O
I'I am going to ask her to be my

wife, and if she does me the honor
to say "yes," I will make a decent
living out of my profession."
From this tine forth John de-

voted himself to hi suapposed cous-
in's companion, while Clove nd
the widow were always together.
It was noticeable that while the Is-
dies became more confdential with
their lovers, they had less to msay to
each other, and it became evident
to the real widow that the play
must soon end for the present, or
the denouement would come prema-
turely. Circumstances favored her
determination. One night Clemen-
tine, with a radiant face, came into
her friend's room and said: "Fan,
I have something to tell you. Clev
has asked me to marry him."

"Now, Clement, you have told
him all; I know you have."

"Not a word, Fan; he still be-
lieves me the widow Clare."

"Did you accept himn"
"Conditionally. I am to give

him afinal answer when we go to
the city in Octobdr. You are going
to New York this winter, are you
not?"

"Yes. Our little play progresses
fnely. Donn Selden asked me to
be his to-night."

"I told you man think and act in

"Job is a m-obb Msew, I pe-
tended to think his cousin had ill-
used him, ad edfas eded him un-
til I was shamed of massf; he ab-
solutely said, Clement, that you
were a sufficient excuse for Mr.
Clare's will. Then he blaime hid
own past idless., sad promised, if
I would only try to bear 'the slings
and arrows of your ourageous tem-
per, Clement,' for two yesxa longer,
be would make a home for me in
which I could be happy. Yea,
Clement, I would marry John Bel-
den, if we had not five dolars be-
tween us."

"I wish Cleve had been more ex-
plicit abouthismoney aairs. How-
ever, there is time enough yet.
When they leave to-morrow, what
shall we dot"

"We will remain here another
month; Levine will have the house
rd forme by t time I have
written to him about refurnishing
the parlors."

So next dry the loven parted,
with many promises of constant let-
tersand future happy days together.
The interval was long and dull
enough; but it passed, and one
morning both gentlemen received
notes of invitation to the widow
Clare's mansion, in - street.

Scarcely had they entered the
drawing room when the ladies ap-
peared, the true widow Clare wear-
ing a magnifcent dress of white
crepe lih sad satin, her sres and
throat and pretty head ashing with
diamonds. Her nmopeanio had
assumed the role of simplicity, and
Cleve was disappointed with the
first glanoe at her plain white gauze
dres

John saw nothing but the bright
face of the girl be loved, and taking
both her hands, he whispered, "My
dearest and best and loveliest Clenm-
ent

Her mile answered him .rat.

Then she sid: "Pardon me, Mr.
Seldom, but we have been in mas-
querade all summer, and now we
mast unmask before real life be-
gins. My name is not Clementine
Kart, but Fanny las, 'Comsin

John, I hope you are not disap-
pointed." Then she put her hand
into John's, and they wandered of
into the conservatory to finish their
explanation.

Mr. Cleve Sullivan found himself
at that moment in the most trying
circumstance of his life. The real
Clementine Marat stood looking
down at a fower on the carpet, and
evidently expected him to assume
the tender attitude he had been ac-
customed to bear toward her. He
was a man of quick decision. This
plain blonde girl, without fortune,
was not the girl he could marry.
She had deceived him, too-he had
a sudden and severe spell of moral-
ity; "his confidence was broken; he
thought it was very poor sport to
play with a man's most srared feel-
inmp; he had been deeply disamp
pointed and grieved," ete.

"Have you done, sir," at length
she asked, lifting to his ace a pair
of blu eyes scintillating with moer
and anger. "I promised yeou my
•sal answer to your suit when we
met in Nw York. Yo hays spared'I
me the trouble. Good evening, sir."

Clementine showed to no one her
disappointment, and she probably
soon. recovered from it Her life
ras fag of many other plans and

oipes,, and she could well afford to
-ata selfish lover peas out of it.
She remained with her friend until
after her marriage with John Sel-
-, and then Claue saw her name

among the list of passengers filing
on one particular day for Europe.
As John and his bride left on the
same steamer, Clove supposed, of
course, she had gone in their com-
pany.

"Nice thing it would bhae been,
for Cleve Sullivan to have married
John Selden's wife's maid, or some-
thing or other. John always was a
lucky fellow. Soue fellows are al-
ways unlucky in love affairs-I al-
ways am."

Half a year afterward he reiter-
ated this statement, with a great
deal of unnecessary emphasais. He

was just buttoning his gloves pre-
paratory to starting on his after-
noon's drive, when an old acquaint-
ance hailed him.

"Oh, it's that fool Belmar," he
muttered; "I shall have to offer him
aride. I thought he was in Paris
Hello, Belmar, when did you get
back? Have a iide?"

"No, thank you. I promised my
wife to ride with her this afternoon."

"Your wife? When were you mar-
ried?"

"Last month, in Paris."
"And the happy lady was-"
"Why, I thought yon knew; every

one is talking about my good for-
tune. Mrs Belmar is old Psal'
Marat's only ehild."

"What?"
"Miss Clementine Marat. She

brings me nearly $3,000,000 in real
estate and money, and a heart be-
yond all price."

"How on earth did you meet her?"
"She was traveling with the Sel-

dens. She and Mrs. Selden have
been friends since they were girls
together.'O

Cleve gathered up his reins, and
nodding to Mr. Belmar, drove at a
terrible rate up the avenue. For
once, Mr. Cleve Sullivan told Mr.
Cleve Sullivan that he had been
badly punished, and that he well
deserved it.

NOT A NAWIU9W Pori
They were soted tOI

by side, on the sofs,
approved lover Lra'sh
encireliug hest ipec•rei t A

"Liszsi" he adi'd "y mesm hmg
read my heart af tVl; you aIM
know how dearly I love ."

"Yes, Fred; ona
been very attentive," mid

"But, Limzie, darlitg. ab
me? Will you be my wife? :" ::m

"Your wif , Fredi Of sib
not No, indeed, ar ysa 1

"Lisis what do y6t *=*Oe
"Just what m = ,,.F 1

married sisters"
"Certainly! and

and Mrs. 8kinner have.
husbands, I believe.

'So people ay; b e%
like to stand iz, either
Nell's shoes; ta4's ell" . -

"Lirsie, you astonish me. '

tweaty-Owe s6gbh side M Ndt
thabnkto yes Mad *aLe .b
mas fiemdsl ' ;) od!

Fred winassiaMhlls le e
at the remm--------e . _t_ upaiM
ivery bll, or the *m'qSrbirr*

pinds ,esa stp6eit t gU9 w
"How nwssy 6o0e tbiMka 0g

thes hawef Nad? N egma
either of tom., ggei
a Noyand Neliae we stae M
much attention they a•l Asot* M•B

"'Now., J ,-" y,s 4sca
"I m foaduE gud h.tmeans

oeceidomls, ay w.ell as lie
eomcet sometises, AdgdAulgg
like it if I prop•_•&a-•"•-l i
each ete sstaiwme bae~i
told that timesu wwnmwlbl
husband couldn't af•ord it, ad the
have him makefr k em d elid

"Inismie,~k Ids r* w(e

"And then, ifs mpeeaesm s
he did mdemdemnd t g- -*hipB
aymwre in the'm~eni -I Mi
like to be left Wpist miblM
th slippery plames t elbnJ llp
breiakg my asei4 be•Ud

arm.
"TI asie, tilsa ms W l
"I'm the yeauulgt ol

sad perhaps I baae.
At all event, I 1 ow
ay heart to have .y h

from the ,OrZeh "("frt ot
head."

,"Bed, Lisie, I ssa de ,
"Oh, yes. Fred; I hasi

are going to ma-thatr
different; but Mary
told me time and agsbe
ter hueband thateb
no, Fred, s a lei• pre '
perfect, and I shates
give you up. Stif
on marrying, . th are
girle *ho ha* no
or who msinetwie
by their ewple ii th.
don't fret 4bout m, 'Re4,
no doubt Y can in sme
your plae--"

But before ibib l -e
P•red made for, the da,.
something 'nn mt n1a am
polite."

"Therel" exclaimed
door closed with aba$
he was so better thf 'i e
That's the way Jsoes ,
swear and elm dom,.
don't go just right. '
perfect bearu of b.
sorry he eame to the
for he wan jug

p mws it


