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“I Came to Ask-"

(From Harper's Magar.]

Two pretty, old-fashloned cotiages
standing near ench other on & seclu-
ded (ree-shaded country rond, sepas
yated by a little mendow, which from
the birth of Bpring to 1ho death of
Autamn rejoloed in waving green
yranses anid white dalsies and yellow
damdelions, aml after that wore a
rehe woven of snow-flakes an fair
und pure as when they foll from the
akios, until old Winter, to whom the
robo belong:d, hearing the returning
bleds ank for the violetr, gathored it
sbonut him and vanished ngaln.

In one of them, the Inrger, in froni
of which was a neatly kept lawn,
and at the back a small hot-house and
minlature vegetasble garden, lived
Miles Guernsey and his man Mike,
1o one an old bachelor, the other, as
he deseribed himself, “a widdy wan,
thanks to the Lord that siut her
reat,”

In the other—IRose Cottage, they
called it, for In vose-time It was com-
pictely surrounded Ly roses; they
fiied the space In tront and clam-
hered over the poreh and up tho sides
uf the bhouse—had livedl a quict el-
derly couple for many years, until
sbout n month hefore my story (af It
may be dignified by that title) beging,
when they went to heaven on the
very same day, os they had often
payed 1o, loving old souls, and lelt
Rose Cottsge walling for new Len.
uiin,

“Just as I'd got comfortably ret-
tled,” grumbled Miles Guernsey, **to
be all upset agaln! Other old men
nid women live till they're a hun-
died. Why couldn't these hiave done
su, Instead of dying st the early age
o! cighty ¥ Aud there's no know-
g who'll take the cotltage. Bomo-
budy with cats, dogs and babies, I've
no doubt—=three kinds of anlmals |
dletest,”

*Fhrue fur ye, boss," sald Mike,
with au ominous shnke of the head.

There was something elio Mr.
Guernsey Insisted he detested, and
tiat wae an old mald, A man,'” he
used to say, “don’t need smiles and
Lin<es and pet names and children
hanging aroumd him to keep him
sweel, but a8 womag does, ()1 course
soing of the poor things can't help
toele forlorn state: the men don't
propose, or they do und run away, or
their purents cut up rough, or they
hinve invalid relutions to tuke cave of,
s yery sorry dor thewm ; they have
my heartigst aymputhy, bur, all the
suie, [ don't like ‘em.”

Aud so when Mike eame one lovely
June morning 1o tell liis master the
cobiage was rented, adding, with a
by grin, “An' shuve it's o owld maid
un’ her wother,"” My, Guernsey snid
seamnetliing of which lie ought 10 have
| ven asinmed, and which, for thut
reason, | sha'nt set down, and then
went on sarveastically, “And now
we'll have ull surts of ‘sweet, cunnlng
pets Lauppose; but if any of thew
came near iny premises,” furlously,
“UUIl pulson 'em, drown ‘em, wring
thele wecks. Do you hear, Mike 27

*Falth | do,” sald Mike, grimly,

“U've lived bere ten years,” ro.
sittned the master, “In peace aml
qulet, deiven hero by an old maid in
the first place, and it will Le havd fn-
teed I L am driven away by another,
With u piano or gultar, no douht ¥

“Alther that lustor a flddle, Sur,”
said Mike. “I sor the gurril a car-
ryin' it In yisterday 1o its own nate
little coffin,”

“She'll play and slng from morning
till night, vut of tlme and tune, and
1 shall be obliged to close all the
doors and suflocate.”

“Anyhow,' suggested Mike, “there
can't be nn bables.”

“Thauk leaven for that!" sald
Mr. Guernsey, fervently ; “though |
don’t know but what the guitar's
wurse, You can scare young chil-
dren by making faces at "ems. When
do they move in, Mike?”

“To-morraw, BSur,”
*Oeh, butit'sdreadful I"

*We'll go a-flshirg, Mike, De
ready to-morrow ut daybreak, aml
we'llalny away a week. I never could
bear the nolse women wake when

sid Mike.
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they’re putting s house to rightsy as
they oalt it and it [ean'taiand It
alter we come back, why. I'll pull up
stakes and go for good, Lthat's all.”

“Yis, Sur,” sald Mike, '

When Miles Guernsey and hils man
returned from the fishing excurslon,
Miss Osborne and Miss Usburne's
mother and Miss Osborne's mald of
all work were Installed In Wose Cot-
tage, anid, sure enough, tho first
sounds that greeted the ears of the
fishermen were The pleanant tinkling
of the guitur and an equnily pleasant
volce singing an old-fushioned love-
aong, not out of time, however, and
decidedly In tune.

And the very next day a small dog,
after snitfing cariously about on the
outside for awhile, squeexed himsell
nearly flat, and, crawling under the
front gute, frisked gayly over the
tny lawn, and from thence up to the
poreh, where sat the lawn's vwuer
reading the newspaper,

The intruder was n bright-eved 1t.
tle terrier, slightly lume in one of his
hind Jegs, and he proceeded to cuper
about tho olil hachelor as though in
Iim he recognized an curly but long
lost frienil.

“Mike!" shouteld Mr. Guerneey,

“Sur!” rhouted Mike, running out
with s potate ln one hand and a kulfe
In the other,

“Remove this dog."

“Ilemove it Is, sur,” salid Mike,
dropping both knife amd potato.

But “1his dog" clearly objected to
Leing removed.  lle skipped mmbly
nround, barking all the time in »
“what larks " manner; dorted nnder
the gnrden chnirs ; got entangled o
woodbine that was elimbing to the
poreh, and tore It down ; selzed the
kunifeMike bad dropped, in s mouth,
and made off with It and the *widdy
man,” making after him, slipped on
the treaclierous potato und came
down with a whack,

“This thing must® be stopped =t
ounce!" exclalmed Mr., Guernsey, ael-
ting his Lrond-brimmed hat Urmly
upon his head and geasping his cane,
Out ot his own gato he marched In
the wost dignitied style along the
path, through the rosc-crowded gar-
den, to the door ot Rose Cotiage. *)
want to seo your mistress,” he wnid
to the black-eyed muid servint whoe
unswered his ring.

“Which ¥'* answered Lhe givl,

“What ¥ retorted Mr. Guernsey,

“OL! I thought p'r'aps you didn't
know the old lady's Inid up with the
rhumatiz; got eold moving., Will
Miss Ushorne do ?"’

“Anybody,"” sald Miles, walking
luto tho parlor, us she threw open the
door. FEvidently Misa Qsborne was
extremely fond of roses, 'I'he white
muslin enrtaing were loopad back
with sprays of half-opened oues; a
vase fllled with them stood on the
conter table; on the hearth lay shells
from which they peeped, and a vine
that ran up the windeow oulside hiad
been cosxed through a broken pane,
and hung,” heavy with swect white
buds, over the picture of a handsonie
young man in the dresa of a clorgy-
man, The gultar leaned ngainst the
arm of a cozy old-fnshioned erlimson
sofn: a hanging shelf of books occu-
pled one coruce of the room; a mir-
ror, whose tarnished framo was al-
most hidden by a pretty arrangement
of autumn leaves, hung In the other,
“Humph! she's got some iaste," safid
the old bachelor to himself, and be-
gan, without knowing why, to wiah
he were at home; In fact, was medi.
tating an inglorious retreat, when
the old mald entered the room,

Tall, graceful, with chestnut-brown
hair purted slmply over a frank nn.
wrinkled brow, aud gathered fnto a
uilken net at the back of her head:
honest gray-blue eves that looked full
at you; arched eye-brows two shades
darker than the hair; small, straight
nose ; cheeks a little faded, but still
throwing out pink roses on occusion ;
lovely mouth, with the faintest sus-
prelon of a shadow at the corners,
which was Instautly loast In a sun-
shiny sinile.

“Onr neighbor, Mr, Guernsoy, |
bolieve?” she sald in & remarkably
pleasant volce,

“Yes,"” replied Mr. Guernsey, blush-
ing violently (the ideaof it! an eld
bachelor, forty-five his last birthduy,
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hin!) and having utlered this

nosvlable, he drtbped hiv hat and
put his cane through the crown of It
ne he stooped to plck It up sgain,
Thehat lu his hand once more; be
went on, “I've called to ses if you--
that Is, your mother—1I menn both of
you, of course— In fact,” with sl
den inspiration, I came to nsk I you
would like some trout; Just out of
the water yesterday,”

“Oh! thank you; you're very
kind,” sall Mliss Osborne, a little
surprise 1n her volee, and n puzzled
expression In her eyes; and at that
momenrt Mike's rough tones broke In
from outside :

“I've got him, boss, an’ the divil's
awn tima I've had to keteh Lim. De-
dad, he's the liveliest lnme dog I Iver
it In me loife, an* he's pult down
the otlier vine an'-="

“Good day,” hurrlfedly sald “the
hoss,” flyIng before the old mald's
questloning looks, and spinning off
the stonp with suchimpetus as (o al-
most knock down his falthiul re-
tniner. Shut up, you ldiot !' hesaid
in n convse whisper. “Drop that dog
and gn home aud fasten the vives up
agnin,”

“Howly Moses!" cjaculated Mike,
ue he disappeared In & hurry; “ie It
mad he Ia¥"

“Oh, dear,'” exclalmed the old maid,

raiging her pretty hands and eye-
brows as she caught sight of the
“fine Nittle fellow's” dirty paws and
drooping tall, *he's Leen In some
mischiot, I'm sure he has ; [ suw your
wan. Wnat has he been doing, Mr,
Guernsey ? In the kindness ot your
heart you'rascreoning Wim, 1 know
you are. Oh, Wait! Wair! if you
wer'nt lame 1'd whip you. [ picked
him up In the strect one day, Mr.
Guernsey,” (the pink roses wero In
full Woom now) **whers soma wickeil
boys had left him after breaking hils
leg, and took him home and nureed
him well agaln, and the poor thing
became so attached to me 1 couldn’t
bear to leave him belilnd when we
left the city."”

“Ot course not,” sald Mr. Guern-
sey, eodding, aml rather Irrele-
vantly, “I don’t wender at it. Gowsl
morning.” And so the acqualntunce
bogan,

“What a fool I've bLeen!"™ sald
Miles, as onee more on hlaown poreh,
ha picked up his newspaper again;
“hut, bless e, who'd want to hurta
lame doyg ?"

A week passed away, during which
Mr. Guernsey only canght oceasional
glances of his falr neighbor, ns she
vame out Into the garden amonyg the
roses, with u plain straw hat shading
hee faco and tied with & bit of blue
ribhon under her chin,

“l ulways liked Llue ribbown,” the
old bachelur sighed, *She used to
wear 1LY “She' was the younyg girl
he had loved suine Lwenly years ugo,
and from whom he had been separa-
ted by the machinations of his father
and hier old malden sunt.”

All was calin and serene, when one
morning Mike burst Into the lbrary
where his master sal aud gasped out,
“Thim lamb ehops, rir, the dilicate
tll“ﬁ.“ll-l tor your dinner,
th gone, and the burril'y most
feightened to death, sur, an’ no liss—
orinay I niver shpake nwother wur-
rid—than fourleen Kittens In the
wood shed, an’ all on account of Miss
Ousborne's cat, the thofo uyv the wur-
rild.”

“I'lila certainly must bo stoppel at
once,” wald Mp, Guernsey. “Give
me my bhat, Mike;” and away he
went, growing angrier and angrier ut
every step. llis lamb chopa! anid no
more to be had until to-morrow.good
gractous! Aund fourteen kittens, gea-
clous goodness ! to say nothing of the
canary in afir, perhaps lts power of
song scared away forever!

He actuslly bunged the gate of the
garden of ruses ; but his anger, which
waos up to “butier melts' at loast, fell
to “zero” when he entered the pretiy
purlor. There sut the old mald in a
low rocking-chalr, Idly swaying to
and fro, dressed in a loose flowluy
white wrapper without a rufile or
pull, with a golden-hearted daisy in
her halr and another at her ihroar,
and by her side atood the lean, lank
eat with a squalling kitten hanging
from Ity mouth, *“Poor Mary Aun!"
she was saylng; “but where, oh,

lushing because an old mald_luoked | where are the other—" when she
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ralssdl herkind eycs and met the not
ata il‘ll:‘tle of the old Yachelor.

“Glnd to sve you aguin, Mr. Guern-
sey,” she snld, In her trank volee, ris-
Ing snd holding out her haml,
““Mother Is much hetter, thank you,”
In answer 1o some rather Indistinet
query on the subjeet, "“‘Itun nway
wHh your kittle,” tn the eat. Not a
very handsome eaf, is whe, Mr. Guern-
sey? Poor thing she eamn to our
door one cruel cold night last winter,
hull staeved, and with the tips of her
poor eure frozen off. 1 took her In,
wurmed aml fed her, anid she would
not go away aguin.  Totell the truth,
I didw’t try very hard to mnke her,
and [ couldu’t bear to desert her,
when wo came here, any more than |
cm!iul Wair, e and she, odd as It
may scem, are very fond of each
other, DBut one bad habit, I am sorry
to say, | ean't break her of, or hay'nt
as yet, a result of her early vogabond
life In the streetst shastenls.” ‘T'hen
suddenly noticlrg a queer expression
on the fuce of her listener, she contin.
uml, eagerly, *1 hope she hasn't been
annoying you lnany way ?"

Btraight into those still child-like
eyes did Miles Guernsey look and say
deliberntely, “Oh no, not atall. |
came o ask If you—=that Is (growing
a little incoherent), your mother, vt
coure | mean both ol you, woull like
n fresh cucumber or 1wo aml xoine
green peas (with a flugh of pride) 1
am ahiend of all the neighbors.” lle
moeant the pess were,

“A thoussnd thanks,” sald Miss
Qaborue,

“Nine kundred and ninety-nine ton
many,” eald Miles, sctually smiling
at her, “Good day.,” Auwd when he
reappeored in the stndy, he had o
tainy in his button-hole,

Mike enme out of the dining ronm,
where he hall been swothing the ca-
nary with a erlsp lettuce lear. “Well,

sur?"" said he,
“lHang tha bLird's cnge where the

eat can’t reach it, lock up the chops
after this, and drown thirteen of the
kittens,"” quletly sulil Mr. Guernsey,
“Mad, 1a 1t?" Mikesoliloguized.
“Ile's madder nor fifty hatters.”
“Good heavens! what man in his
sober senses,” Miles Guernsey asked
himeelf, *would hurt a Irozen-eared

ent "
Summer passedd away, carrving

with her the Irngrant roses and thou.
sands of other beautiful fl ywers ; nu-
tumn in richly tinted rustling gar-
ments, gathered the gold aud brown
und erimson leaves 10 her bosom, and
bude the earth favewell ; winter came
and flung down snow-flakes npon
and hung glittering icicles from 1he
root of the cottnges and the nnked
branches of the trees, and the nelgh-
bore had only met a dozen times,
But in thet dezen times Miles Guerne.
aey hind managed 1o leavn (principully
from the old lady, a delicate, sweet-
faced woman, from whom the daugh-
ter had inherited her pleasant cyes)
that the pleture of the hunilsome
young man in the pmilor was t(he
porirait of Rosu's lover, who hnd
diell fitteen years before inaforelgn
land, where he hnd fono for his
health, “Ilosa was well-nigh broken
lhicarted at first,” sald the old lady ;
“but time has suftencd her grief, and
now she can speak of him as culnly
a8 she can of the lthrlln;; little slster
who died when she wus a child,”
From the same sourco ho learnad 1hat
Rosa's futher had been a speculator,
unlucky In all lus speculations, and
that when, his last great disnppolnt.
ment breaking his heart, he departed
this life, there was very littlo left for
his widow and children. *Robert,
my ouly son,”sald the old ludy,*hielps
un ull he can, but lately ho has mar-
ried n awoet girvl, who hus patrently
walted for him five long years, and
now Ilosa and I wiil have tolive
more econoinleally than ever, If that
be possible. Dut, dear me, how | do
run on, and how Itosa woulid scold
me If she knew 1! but you wre so
kind and sympathetis, Mr, Cuegnsey,
that, short as our acquaintance hns
been, I almost regard you as eno of
the family., Ross, I should like My,
Guernsey 1o hear 1hat new song"’

“And would My, Guernsoy like to
hear 1t 7’ Rosa nske,

“llow can you ask me?" says the
old bachelor. “Iam always pleased
o hear yon sing.” Dy which remark

you will percolye bho had become cu-
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tirely reconclled to the guitar,

“It wns thoevening of Chrlstmas.
day. Miles Guernvey sat alona In his
parior, thought on hle brow amln
pipe ln his mouth, when Mike entered
with a duinty rose-perfumed (hrees
cornered nolo

“From the owld mald, sur,” eald he.

“Miws Osborne, you mean,” sl
his manter, sternly. “Don’t call hier
an old mald agnin,

“Would M. Guernsey™—so the
note ran—"give Mrs, anl Miss Cn-
burne the plessure of his compuny
this Christmns evenlng?  DBrother
Robert and Lis wite huyve cote down
from the elry, and there woulid ben
litle musle, a little supper, winl
whist,”

“Wair, and 1'll wrlte an miswer,'”
sald Mr, Guernsey.  And while Mike
wanited, he began to talk ngain.
“Sure yo leard the news, sur? the
villogu Iy full uy it.  Nhey say she
oughtn't 'a done it § that It's lneour-
sgin' wickedness an'="

“Who the dickens nre you talking
about 2 asked his mnster, turning
Impatiently sround, pen in hawl,

“Theowld=1 mean Miss Osborne,
sur,”” wonwered Mike,

“Aud pruy what shouldu't shie have
done ?"

“Tuken DBegnio Weost's baby ' Go
on this moment, Mike, or U'll bruin
you with the puker."

“Well, you sce, sur,” Mike, thus
admonished, went on glibly enowgh,
“yo know thinl unfortunale story
ahout Dessle Wust, the purty sewin'-
gurril 2"

“Yus, yoa—llcaven knows | de.
Not a. womnn's tovgue within ten
milea, except ouw, but has waygyed
nwbout 1.

*Well, gur, last night sho died, an’
she sint tor the owlil—l mane Miss
Oshorne, For she wan Irightened uv
the other women, they'il been o hard
to her—bal "cosa to "em f—un’ halt uvy
'em wid ehildher uv thelr own, an’
knowie® what they're eomin’ 10 an’
the owld—1 mane Mirs Osborue,
wint="

<01 course she did,"” Interrupted
hi< master. **Go on.”

“Anw’ she prayed wid the poor thing
an' ‘closed hay eyes; an' whin she
came away she fetohed the young
wiun Wid her, sn' they do way she's
wegoln’ 1o "dopt i, an® they'll niver
shpmke 10 her agin,”’

“Which woull bt a very grent
pity i salild the old bachelor, with
cinphanie, and Futher s dinbolieal grin

*Yiw, sur. An’ now | suppose we'll
be after movin', sure, for it only
naded the buby to make It complete -
owld=1 mang Miss Osborne, cats,
dogs, nn' bubies,"

“Get me my greoat-cont " was 1] ¢
only reply he reecived, 11l nuswer
the nute personully.’” Aud the great-
conl on, away sturied Miles Guernaey
for Rose Cotingn ones more,

“Bedad,” sulil Miko, with un lutox-
feated wink, “i's mesill knew he
wouldu’t shtand the buby,"

Miss Oshorne's parlor was that
night, if possible, brighter and cheer-
ler than it was on the sunnner day
tho uld bachelor lest entered it,  In-
stead of rowes, Clivistmas greens doi-
ted with brilhant ved bervles looped
back the eurtatus, enwreathed i
pletires, and drooped from vases awil
shells, and right over the tall wax
enndie burning on the centre tnbly
hung a bunch of mistletoe (<ent with
Kindly greetings and » veal English
plum-pudding from somo kinsfolk
ucrosy the ses), s wauxen borrics
gleaming like clonded pearls mmong
itw slender green leavew, Mlss Qg
Liorue had evidently not expocied her
guest wo soon, for she sal bafore the
glowing grate fire with Bessie West's
Laby on her knces, Its small pluk toes
heldout toward the welcompu warmth,
und iteell coniug and g uller
the fashion pecullar reme
vouth,

Ilow lovely she looked, with a
apray of holly In her bair, & tender
light In hereyes, and the loose sleeves
of her durk eilk dress fulling back
from her shapely white arms, as she
held the child with motherly grace,
and sofily sang & dreamy nureery
rhyme ! Milos Guernsey thought of o
beautiful Madenna he had seen in
Itome as he looked earnestly at her,
s moment before she Lecame aware
of his presence, (The bisck-syxwil
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mald-servant going out iu & burry ae °

e — e g




