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HARRY,

Two good-looking young men,
one just the same general style as
the other—tall, fair, drooping-
moustached, blue-eyed, only that

Rochestine was the handsomer of
the two and a trifle heavier.

They had been chums at college,
friends ever since, and regulay cor-
respondents during Rochestine’s
four years absence in Europs. And
now he had just come back, and
natarally enongh there were ten
thousand things to talk shout—
fully fs much as if they had been
women instead of men.

Harry Clifford’s tongue ran es-
pecially fast,

*“You've come back in the very
mick of time, Rochestine. There
‘bas been something I've wanted you
to do for the last ihree months—
something I'll be hanged if I do,
although its got to be accomplished
by book orerook. You're just the
jdentical man to do it, old friend.”

Rochestine looked inquiringly at
bim; then he shrugged his shoulders
sud langhed.

“It sounds suspicions, Clifford.
Before you say a syllable more, I'll
wager it is something coneerning a
waman; and, Clifford, you know as
well as I do that I'd sooner face s
eannon’s mouth than 8 woman.”

“You mean to say that your tour
abroad hasn’t cured you of your
confounded bashfulness yet? Why
Rochestine, I'm ashamed of you.”

Rochestine amiled,

“Yes? So am I, Harry. How-
ever, although you call it bashful-
ness, and I don't, the fact still re-
majns, that ladies’ society has more

_. $error for me than plessure.”

Clifford looked wise and experi-
enced,

*“That is only because yon haven’t
comé scross the right girl yet. Con-
Bidentislly, Rochestine, I've met my
destiny since you went away.”

Rochestine looked at him sur-
prisedly,

“Since I went away? Why, Harry,
Your ‘memory is defective. You
were engaged to that pretty little
eousin of yours before I sailed.”

Clifford colored, under the ealm,
steady gaze.

“But Clara and I— Confound
it, Rochestine! it's just about this
very business I'm so glad you have
come home, Ina word, Iimeagined
I was in love with my cousin, Clara
Bevern, when really] wasnot. Six
months ago, I met the most fascin-
ating woman that ever enchanted

sult is—and consequently—"
Somehow, with Rochcstine’s in.
quiring eyes on bim, Clifford felt
more copscions of his awkward
position, so far as the two young
ladies were concerned, than was al-
together pleasant to him. He hesi-
tated and flushed, then laughed un-

man—Miss Belormond—and the ro-ﬁl:)t especially

“0, I comprehend it all perfect.
ly. You want me to saci as your
ambassador, and use my influepce
st conri to amooth matiers between
you and the young girl you have so

Bosnlasly injured? Really, friend
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Clifford, you have a high opinion ot ing how he should find the house,

my obligingness and persuasive
powers!"”

“I have,” replied Harry, so hon-
estly, 8o eagerly, that it was next to
lmpossible to remain angry with
him. “I admit I'm a raseal—T7)
admit that neither you nor #y one
else ought to befriend me in the
matter; but, old fellow, if ever you
did one good turn for anybody in
distress, yogill do fit for me. I'm
engaged to Christie Belormond, and
I love her heart and soul, and she
cares for me just as much. I shall
marry her, happen what may; only
I'd give anything I own if you'd try

to make it as pleasant as possible to !

little Clara.”

Rochestine’s handsome forehead
was full of thoughtful, reproving
frowns.

Clifford went on, eagerly:

“To tell you the truth, Roches-
tine, I have in a depree broken the
iee for what is to follow. I haven't
seen Clara for six or seven months,
and my letters have been irregular
and not what they used to be. Yes-
terday I telegraphed her to meet me
at the ten-ten train to-night, for I
bad resolved to go to her and tell
ber all, and explain to her and my
sunt the whole affair. But, by Ju-
piter! Rochestine, 1 can't do it.
Every ounce of courage has oazed
out at my finger’s ends.”

“And yqmreally want and expect
me to do it Tor you, on two hours
notice?”

“If you only willl I've written
Clarn a letter, and if you would only
deliver it personally, and tell her,
you know—

Rochestine
again.

“Well, tell her what? Just what
I think, Harry? That you have
treated her most cruelly, as no gen-
tleman would do—that I eonsider
ber well rid of you?”"

Clifford’s face flushed.

“Those are rough words, Roches-
tine. Afier all, what have I done,
or what do I contemplate doing,
80 terrible ag to have my best friend
use them to me? Tell me—would
you have me love one woman and
marry another?”

Rochestine shrugged his shoul-
ders again.

“I don’t pretend to know any-
thing about it. Give me the letter,
Clifford. For Miss Severn's sake I
will do all I can to ease it for her,
poor little girl.” ,

And half an bourlater ﬁi‘ Herry
Rochestine was on the train due at
Wheatfield at ten-ten, where would
awsit him the girl whose saffection
her lover had deliberately set aside.

Mr. Rochestine’s thoughts were
rosy or enviable as

e train spéeon tﬂ'&"ough the bright
moonlight September night. Per-
haps the deepest, most prominent
feeling was one of pity for the young
girl who, in all her unconsciousness
of what awaited ber, was at that
very time making her glad prepaza-
tions for meeting her lover; and
Rochestine's face flushed 28 he pic-
tured it I

He was a little nervous when the
train stopped at a way station

h the brakeman designated as

“Wheatfield,” but he went ahead,
determired te do his beat. wonder-

gnilsd sarcastically

when & spruce colored man, whip
and gloves in hand, stepped up to
him and touched his cap,

“Beg pardon, sah; this is Mass'r
[Henr}‘?"

Rochestine’s first thonght was,
how the deuce did the fellow know
his name? His second, a sudden
satisfaction that the difficulty of
tinding the Severns had vanished,
as evidently the Severns had found
him.

“That's my name.
Severns’ man?”

And in s moment he was being
escorted to a coach and pair he had
not at first seen,

And in & moment more he was
seated inside, and then—

Two arms were around his neck—
the warmest, softest arms—and a
golden-haired head was nestling on
his breast, and then—then two de-
licious lipe kissed him, and the
sweetest voice he had ever heard in
all his life thrilled him from head to
foot.

*Oh, Harry, darling, if you only
knew half how glad I was to see
you! Why, its been ages and ages
since we met!”

I hardly know how to dearibe
Mr. Rochestine’s sensations—in-
deed, he was totally unsble to anal-
¥ze them himself, as for several sec-
onds he sat there, with that fair
head nestled against his fall over-
coat, and the echo of such an ex-
quisite voice in hig ears.

It was several seconds before he
was capable of any sensution be-
yond those strangely mingled ones,
astonishment, and a curious, new
sort of delight, and a vague fear—
and then it lashed over him, with
& feelipg of ridiculous jealousy, that
it wasn't intended for him at all.

Of course it wasn't. Harry Clif-
ford, the double-dyed rascal, was
supposed to have come, and, in tae
uncertain light, this young lady—
Mies Clara Severn—had mistaken
him for Clifford, as any ons else
would naturally have done.

What was he to do about it? And,
as a fuithful chronicler, I am obliged
to record thatdie did not feel at all
disposed to instantly enlighten the
sweet, fair-haired girl, who caressed
bis hands so tenderly—whose lips
bad just brushed hia moustache.

It was a perfect revelation to him,
this big, handsome fellow, who bhad
always been more or less shy of
pretty women, but whose heart, full
of affection, was in reserve for
somebody. He rather enjoyed the
mistake than otherwise. But not
for long. It was certainly not more
than five minutes before the car-
riage turned into an avenue that he
saw led to = brilliantly lighted
ho Then the awkwardness of
hinuﬁuivocal situation struck him
with awful force, that was not les-
sened by his companions words:

“Why don't you talk, Harry? If
you knew how I hungered for the
sonnd of your voice—and we will
be at the house in & moment, and
you must say something before we
meet mamma—to Jet me know you
are not angry! Mamma has said all
alony toat you didn’t care for weas
you used tu. Harry! doa't you iove
me?”

It was charming, her preity, in-

You're the

cpherent way of speaking, and he
it

saw her face distinctly now—eager,
flushed, with the sweetest coral lips
and the purest of blue eyes.

“Do I love you? Yes, I do, bet-
ter than all the world beside!”

And then the sudden passion that
had come in his tone almost horri-
fied him with its bold temerity.

She gave a little, delighted ex-
clamation:

“I knew if! There—let me have
one good look at youn, all by our-
selves, and then we will go in to
mamma. Harry, how much hand-
somer you have grown in the last
six months. Obh, I shall fallin love
with you over again, sure, if you
will let me! R’May I?”

Her sweet, shy words, sent a thrill
through his heart.

“May you? I wish you wonld!
Promise me, before we get out,
that you will never forget those
words.”

“As if it was likely, you old dar-
ling! Harry,” and her voice fell to
the most delicious murmur, “you
haven’t kissed me yet!”

Would mortal maun have done
less? He took her in his arms and
pressed her lips to his in a long,
lingering kiss.

“I never loved you so much be-
fore, Harry,” she whispered, as she
stepped out, giving*him her hand,
and the two went up the verandah
steps together—HRochestine feeling
that the most awful retribution the
Fates could hurl at him had been
compensated for in that ten minutes
ride.

Clara’s hand was outstrotched to
ring the door-bell, when Rochestine
suddenly interfered.

“Give me one moment longer be-
fore I see your mother. Walk down
the verandah once or twice.”

And then, in a penitent, straight-
forward way, that would have gone
far to condone a much niore unpar-
donable sin than he had committed,
he told her he was not “Harry,”
but Henry Rochestine, Clifford’s
most intimate friend, who had ecom-
missioned him on his errand. Then
he told her the whole story, while
the girl, almost paralyzed with mo-
mentary fear and horror, turned her
blanched face toward him in dumb,
piteous embarrassment and con-
sternation.

He explained and talked, and
craved her pardon, in a way that
was at once gentlewnanly, honest,
deprecative, and tinged throughout
with an eager, ardent way, that told
the girl that be had fallen in love
with her on the spot.

Her face was white as the moon-
light as sha listened.

“I thank you for explaining be-
fore we met mamma, Mr. Roches-
tine. I believe you are an honor-
able gentleman, and I have nothing
to forgive; only—only,"—and a pit-
eously embarrassed, shame-faced
look reddened over her sweet faa-
tures—"of course, I can never for-
give ~ myself for—for— Please,
please, Mr. Rochestine, never tell it
to any one—not even to Ha—Mr.
Clifford!”

“You can trust me to the very ut-
most, and the day may come when

you will tell me you are not sorry it

bas all happened so. 1 tell_you
frankly, Miss Clara, I love you®with

all my heart and sonl, and 1 shall

| Jeave no means untried to win you.”

A few minutea later Chn pre-
sented him to her mother, and then
lengthy explanations ensued; and
when he went away, Mrs. Sevetn's
emphatic opinion was gives, that
ha was the “most perfect gentiuman
she had ever seen.”

Six months [ater, Clara not gply
indorsed the opinion, but sypy
mented it by declaring “he m! t :
dearest fellow that ever lived, any-
how!” 1

And before another six monfhs
had gone by, and moonlightsd
nights of roysl September wee
sbroad on silver wings again, Clara
had shyly confedsed it was the best
thing that ever happened to bare
the awful mistake in the carrisge
that night. .

“And your presumpiuons i
dence, Henry,” she added, hi
and flushiug. : _

*“And your sweet, womanly med-
esty, my darling—without whi
even then, I should never have love
you.”

From the files of the Louisiags
Gazetle, published in New Orleass
fifty-six years ago, we clip thefal-
lowing advertisementa:

February 17, 1823.

Passenczrs ror Mapisonvizzs.

An elegant sleigh and foor will
leave Busin Carondelet this day 4
3 o'clock for Madisonvills, by wap
of the canal and Lake Ponichar-
train; it will be provided with buf-
falo r?hea : T:i other neeam:ds-
tions for el ngse 4
to the drivugr, onpboardn,gmthzz
kin’s stable. Passage, $5.

February 17, 1823.

SEaTEs.—A few pairs of Holland-
made skates for sale at 111 Custom-
house street, ready-strapped. :

An editorial paragraph thea
speaks of Catalonian wine freesing
in the bottles; of Bayou St. Jobs
being frozen s foot thick, and of.
numbers of skaters being ont.—New
Orleans Times,

Tee Provocrara.—“Dovey,” be
said, “I think I was telling yom, af--
ter I came home last night, abewd.
the necessity of some retrenchmest:
in our expenditures—wss I mot?™:
“Well, really, I've forgotten, Jobn,”
she answered, nonchalently; *“turs
on the phonograph and see.” He
turned it on, and sall it said was:
“Whazzer mazzer (hic) masses?
Whazzer mazzer?”

Tre Dorcruax’s Warsmo.—The
howling of & dog in the night ia,
said to be & sign that death will
soon occur. The Pannsylvania
Datchman, whose faith was fixed .
ot this sign, gave an incident in
proof of its correctness, thus: “Ops
night mine old dog Bose, he howls
all the evening, and he howls like
everything, when me and mine fras .
go to bed, and in the night EKatrine
she vake me up and say: ‘Hans, [ .
not sleep pretty much sny, Bose be
bowls so. Vst ish de matter? And
I say, ‘Somebody vill be desd '
pretty quick already,’ and dem wd |
g0 to sleep mit ourselves; and a8 '

; ﬁxt morning I look in mine papes,

d, by jingo, dere vas 3 msn died
in Cincinnatil™ 3 ;

Gead wize is made of orsnges.
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