“AS GOOD AS A MILE/)”

BY FANNIE

IIODGSON BULNETT.

It was an ugly, common little room, to begin ! sat upon the head of the disproportionate liom,

with.
person of fine instincts, you understood what
order of womgn that excellent, hard-worked
matron, Mrs. Bingham, belonged to. It wus at
once borne in upon you that she had a fondness
for cheap adornments, for finc Lonnets, and caps
of aggressive colors. You knew that she was
amiable and voluble, that she dropped lher h's,
and took in single gentlemen as boarders. These
were your couvictions, and you found it impos-
sible to get rid of them. The papering of this
room, blooming with green rosecs on a striped
and variegated ground, inflicted upon the unpre-
pared mind a shock amounting to momentary
sgony. The carpet embarrassed you; the table-
cloth put you out of countenance; you instine-
tively endeavored to avoid the eye of the ferocious
Nubian lion, who was represented as croucling
upon the hearth-rug, with a head and mane so
much too large and heavy for his body that the
- proprictor of any menagerie, with a weakness
for abnormal animal development, would have
shed tears of joy at the sight of him in the flesh.
Mr. Bingham, the late partner of Mrs. Bing-
ham’s joys and sorrows, touchingly represented
in oils as regarding visitors from before a red
curtain, and from under clouds of the most
threatening and portentous aspect, hung over the
mantel-piece, in a gilt frame, surrounded by
satellite photographs of friends, to whom it is to
be hoped bis companionship in life was of a
more enlivening nature than his present appear-
ance of stony obduracy and indifference would
lead the casual observer to suppose.
Notwithsianding these drawbacks, however,
this was Mrs. Bingham's state apartment—her
“ best parlor,”’ usually let to single gentlemen,
of limited means and unlimited gentility; gen-
tlemen with souls above back parlors or plebeian
upper flights. But just now it was unlet. The
last single gentleman, Mr. Parkins, salesman at

Brown, Jones & Robinson's haberdasliery estab- \

lishment, had just married the head young lady
in the artificinl flower department; and Mrs.
Bingham's best parlor was thus unoccupied, which
sccounts for Jack having taken temporary pos-
session of it.

On the whole, Jack was certainly a redeeming
feature to the room's ugliness. Indeed, as ghe
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The moment you saw it, if you were a } curled upin youthful comfort and abandon, her lit-

tle round chin nestling in the hollow of her band,
her adoring eyes lifted to her lover's face as she
talked, she was quite a redeeming feature. Jack,
be it known, was Mrs. Bingham’s only daugh-
ter, and I will add that the only apology I can
offer for her extraordinary name, is, that early
in life Mrs. Bingham had been romantic, and,
having read a touching novel graphically depict-
ing the sorrows of certain young persons in high
life, she had given her first-born the name of
Jacquelina, which had afterward been abbrevi-
ated by inconsiderate friends.

*“He'sns ‘andsome as ’andsome can be,’’ pretty
Jack was saying, admiringly, to her companion.
“ At least I mean handsome. You see I caught
myself, Pbil; so I must bo more careful about
them than I used to be. But, ol, dear, 1 do wish
there was no such things as h's.”

The young man, o slender, handseme young
fellow of five or six-and-twenty, knit his fore--
head slightly., Ile might be fond of Jack, and
he might be touched by her tender devotion, and
Ler preity fuce, but he fuund her simple habits
of speech and manner trying at times. And yet
how Liard she tried to plense him, and improve
herself; and how much she had improved since
the indiscreet, blissful time when she had hidden
her blushing cheeks and innocent tears upon his
shoulder, crying for very joy because he loved
lier after all, and had just told herso, and kissed
ber.

¢« Well,”” he saild. ¢“And what is his name ?"*

* MacGregor’ said Jack. **And heisanartist.”
(Six months ago the chances were that ehe would

! have said ’hartist’.)

Just at that moment the door of a room above
opened, and swung to with a bang, and some-
body ran lightly down the stair-case, whistling a
bit of n gny tune. Reaching the hall, this some-
body paused at the hat-stand, evidently put on a
hat, and then went out.

Jack scrambled up to her feet, and ran be-
hind the curtain to look out with guileless curi-
osity and interest.

«“There he 'is," she cried.
Come and sce him."

Phil did not seem to share her enthusinsm.
He lounged to the window, looking a trifle an-

“Quick, Phill
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noyed. His sense of propriety was offended.
Really he quite despaired of ever teaching Jack
w be anything but an ill-regulated, impetuous,
school-girl sort of creature, obeying every absurd
im pulse.

*“Don’t let him see you watching him,” he
aaid. rather impatiently. It does not look well,
that sort of thing.”

An inflection in his tone, which poor, misguided
Jack was learning to be quick to detect, made
ber turu round, and glance upward at him. The
foolish, pretty excitement died out of her eyes,
her face fell, and she drew back. It was very
bard that she should always be vexing Lim in
one way or another.

She returned to her place at the hearth, and
sat down silently, and seeing her do this, and
being impressionable enough: in fict, too im-
pressionable for his own good, her lover followed
her, his heart stirred somewhat.

He went and stood near her, resting his elbow
upon the mantel-piece and looking down. Ile

was one of those gracefully-formed, pliant, dark-
eyed young fellows, to whom all attitudes ap-
proximating to the seniimental are peculiarly
becoming. Dut Jack did not look up at hiu.
She looked at the grate, a gradual sensitive little
quiver showing itself on her face, her big, soft,
affectionate cyes full of emotional threarenings.
Indeed she was so evidently hurt that Mr. Philip
Fenham submitted to the force of circumstances,
a8 e had a habit of doing—as he had unfortu-
pately had a habit of doing nll his life.

-+ Jack,” he said, tenderly. “Jack, what is
the matter ?”’

«-Nothing,”" answered Jack, her soft young
voice trembling.

“Yes, there is,”” in a more lover-like way
6dll.  *¢X have said something to vex you, as
usual, Like 2 hard-learted brute as I am.”

It never needed more than a word to bring
Jack into tue toily, and this brought her. She
broke dowu juto a little sob, and two piteous
tears fell.

“Jt is T wic un always vexing you,” she
cried. ¢I—I'm atrail I am too—too Not
good cnough after all, Thil, and you can't help
seeing it.”’

An uncasy expressiun was predominant, even
over his pilying and coasoiiog smile, though his
reply was tender enough.

* Roor little Jack!” he said, taking her hand.
* What nonsense for you to talk_ poor little soul.”

Pertiaps Jack’s hcart misgave her; it is pro-
bable that it did, for she gave way again. She
hid her check suddenly against the bhand clasp-
ing her uwn, and clung to it almost passionat.ly.

«Oh, Phil,” she said, if it is true; if I can
never satisfy you; if you feel that your heartis
going away from me the least tiny bit, because
I am not clever and grand, please, please tell me
now, and let us say good-by before either of us
can lay real blame upon the other.”

He began to caress and soothe her. It was
his misfortune, to put it in the most charitable
furm, that he should always find it ensier to repent
than to resist. It was easier to be tender and
impulsive now than to be straightforward.

And yet it was only a few hours ago that he
had been restless and miserable over what he wag
Leginning to call bis mistnke. e had been en-
gnged to Jack Bingham for six months, and, in
secret, he -was getting something weary of his
tie. And that it was an indizcreet affair there
was no denying. The Bingham social grade was
almost startlingly fur below his own. Toa man
with prospeets, and education, and aristocratic
acquaintance, n mother-in-law like Mrs. Bing-
hum™ was not a desirable relative; and a wife
whose grammar was not unfrequently incorrect.
whose aspirates were uncertain, and who had
nothing but a lovely faco to her fortune, was
ratlier stuggering iu prospective wien judgment
began to cool. Phiilip Fenham's judgment was
beginuing to cool in these days; in the hour of
his first infatuation le had never allowed eny
olstacle to trouble hiw. Chance, an unlucky .
chance, perhaps, hald thrown him in Juck's path,
and his own rashness had done the rest. And
now how was ho to get out of his difficulty?

It is probable that he would not have asked
himself this question so early, and it is certain
that he would not have asked it s0 often, had it
not Leen for his intimacy with the Carlyons.
The Carlyons, at present, were Lis most intimate
acquaintances. Isay at present, because, though
the acquaintance was an old one, the intimacy
was of late date. Only recently Mr. Carlyon
had condescended to remember that the young
man’s father had been his most faithful friend.
Perlinps Claudia had something to do with the
matter. Claudia was Mr. Carlyon's daughter,
and being a young woman of right royal caprices,
usually had someihing to do with ali matters of
the kind. She had possibly seen him some-
where, and had taken an imperial fancy to his
youthful grace and his dark eyes, and had, in
consequence, suggested that he be bidden to din-
ner. After that he had made himself a favorite,
a3 he always did, when people took him up.
Weaith, and luxurious surroundings, suited his
tastes; and for glimpses of the great world to
which his straitened fortunes did not permit him
to belung, Le had & feverish yearning. Ie was
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pour, and self-indulgent, he had been brought { comparing the two girls, and the result was never

up lavishly through boyhood, and thrown, as a
young man, upon his own resources. He con-
sidered his fate a hard one, but was not the indi-
vidual to struggle with adversity manfully. He
had an admirable talent for making people pity
and sympathize with him. His face and manner
were his fortune, and his half-bitter, half-satirical
melancholy always told. It even told upon Clau-
dia Carlyon, who was not sentimental. She was
kinder to him than she was to the generality of
young men ; she was more familiar, and lesssevere.
8he allowed him to come to the house often, and,
in & way of her own, showed that she liked him.
Other young men—some of them better men at
heart than Phil Fenham—had learned to dread
8 certain wicked look which sometimes showed
itself at the corners of Claudia Carlyon's finely-
out mouth and delicate nostrils—a look which
always showed itselt’ when the expression of her
opinion was to be feared, and which was gene-
rally accompanied by an uplifting of the rather
heavy black brows over her handsome cyes ; but
Philip enjoyed an immunity from the discomfort
of this look. Claudin was never uncharitable
toward him at least, which, I will add, was
hardly fair, though her mistake was woman-like
enough.

Upon the whole, it was not unnatural that the
more Philip saw of Claudia the moro he recog-
nized Jack's deficiencies. After a dinner with
the Carlyons, Mr. Carlyon, literary and suave,
at the head of the table, Claudia, fine, dark and
majestic, opposite to him, the rooms luxurious,
and richly picturesque, the appointments of the
meal superb, the brazen, hideous little front parlor
at the Binghams was a shock, and Mrs. Bingham's
adornments and aspirates a thorn in the flesh.
At such times Jack’s tender little efforts to avoid
grammatical slips of the tongue and rhetorical
shakiness even galled him. There had becn
occasions when he had wished that the child was
not so pretty, that he might hate the whole affair,
and feel no soft-hearted scruples. If she had
not been so pretty and affectionate, his will
would have been strong emongh. What social
advantage could he possibly derive from such a
union ? What he needed most was social advan-
tage. And, good Heavens! what could a man do
with & mother-in-law like Mrs. Bingham, even if
her daughter was Venus herself? Then, again,
Jack was not like Claundia Carlyon. Claudia, in
Jack’s place, would have had strength and de-
termination enough to make the man who chose
her successful. Claudia would have overruled

o pleasant ome for Jack. Jack, poor little soul,
began to look up into his face for love, and find
none there. She began to see that her poor little
romance was going wrong; that often she was
even an offence, instead of a delight. She used
to long, and yet dread hfs coming, and cry her
self to sleep when he had been, and gone.
Once, in ler innocence, she had enjoyed the se-
crecy of their engagement, now, she wondered,
sadly, why, after all, it should be a sccret. It
was no use trying to make up by her sweet tem-
per and lovingness for her deficiencies; he did
not care whether she was warm or cold.

ThLis was the state of affairs, when the big, fair
young artist, who called himself MacGregor, took
possession of her mother's up-stairs rooms in a
somewhat mysterious way. He appeared at the
front-door, at ten o'clock, one night, a tourist’s
knapsack on his back, and a mixture of trouble
and innocent good-humor in his handsome, blue
cyes. IHe wanted cheap apartments, aud he
wanted them at once ; he would pay in advance :
he had ready-mouney, but no refcrences. Would
the lady of the house take him in? Mrs. Bing-
ham was taken ahack. Visions of herself, and
Juck, and the one small, dirty handmaiden, mur-
dered in their beds, presented themselves to her
discreet mind. She paused, and faltered. But
the apy licant was frank to the verge of simplicity :
indeed, his air was such that she thought he must
be from the country.

*I am in trouble, ma’am,” he said, seeing her
hesitation. *I have had a difficulty with my
family, and I find 1 shall be obliged to take care
of myself. Ihave had a long journey, aud I am
8o lired that it will be a charity to give me a
bed, even for the night. If you think you can-
not trust me, I will leave you in the moruning.”

A soft, round face, prettily dimpled, and a pair
of soft, round eyes, dark and liquid, showed
themselves over Mrs. Bingham’s shoulder at this
crisis.

** Mother,” whispered Jack, *“let him stay;
he does look tired.”

So he stayed, and so he had continued stay-
ing; and such had been the propricty of his
general demeanor, that, as Mrs. Bingham ex-
pressed herself, «if there wos hever a horderlier,
prompt payiner, easy satisfieder, sweet-temper-
ecer young man anywheres,” she would like to
see him. He lived frugally, and he worked hard,
sitting from dawn till sunset in his bare room,
painting steadily, someiimes at little pictures,
sometimes at a large one, which he seemed to

her fiisadv:':\ntages, and risen above them, cool ! lnbor at as at n sacred task. The little ones he
and imperial. He fell into the habit of constantly , called ¢ pot-boilers,’”’ and the money he earned by
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their sale, Jack and her mother discovered was
his sole means of support. The big picture was
to make him fumous when it was finished.

He had always a smile and a pleasant speech
for Jack, whose duty it was to dust his room,
snd carry his simple meals to him when her mo-
ther was busy, and Sararfan (the small scullion’s
name was Sarah Ann) too dirty. The two became
quite good friends, indeed; and Jack’s opinion
was often asked when a ** pot-boiler’” was upon
the easel. The poor child got into the way of
Jooking to the kind, bright young fellow for com-
fort, even though she did not tell him what her
trouble was, and he could only guess at it. Bul
he was very quick at guessing, and very sympa-
thetic; and so he soon knew far more than Jack
fancied he did.

8he went up to his room to carry him his tea,
when her lover had left the house; and the sight
of her pale face and heavy eyes went to his heart.
He had noticed that of late she was often pnle
sad sad when this handsome, well-dressed lover
of hers paid her a visit.

“You don’t look very well, Miss Jack,’’ he
mnid, when she set the little tray upon the table.

Her smile was very faint and piteous—the poor-
est of sensitive pretences.

1 don’t feel very well,’”” she answered. ¢ The
dull weather, or—or something »

A lump rising in her throat stopped her. She
went on setting the table with nervous fingers.

He regarded her for o minute in boyish hesi-
tation.

1 was going to ask you to look at the picture.”
he eaid.

He had bLeen hard at work. it wae evident.
The great picture stood upon the easel. Tho
young man glanced from Jack to the canvag,
doubtfully. He had a fancy that anything that
would rouse her interest, even the picture, would
be good for her.

Jack left the table, and came and stood beside
him. Usually her eyes lighted up, and her dim-
ples showed themselves pleasantly when he asked
her to look at his work: but this evening she
was not herselfat all.  She glanced at the picture,
scarcely sceming to see it, and, in a moment
more, MacGregor poticed that her lips and chin
began to quiver—that even her thront quivered.
And then all at once big, childish tears were rol-
&ling down her cheeks. It was a trying thing to
see, but it was more trying still when she en-
desvored to stop herself, and brush away the
tears with her hand.

“Don’t tell anybody,” she begged, in simple
distress. ¢ Please, don’t tell anybody. I—I
often cry for nothing.”

8he gol over it bravely in a short time, and then
she went down stairs again, leaving MacGregor
blazing with secret wrath against the man who
had been such a brute as to hurt her. Ie would
like to have thrashed Mr. Philip Fenham; he
called him all names in private soliloquy, and
annthematized his good looks and his fine airs.

¢ He has been tormenting her ; confound him I’?
he said. + He is breaking her spirit with his
conceit and folly. The deuce take him! Whois
he that he sghould dare to depreciate her! How
dare any man bo such a snob as to deprecinte
her! She is as sweet a little saint as ever
breathed, if she does drop her little h's all over
the carpet. She would be a little lady if she
could not read. She is gentle, and humble, and
kind. She is obedient to her mother, and faith-
ful to her duty. She never had an evil thought in
her life, God bless her! Yes, I say, God bless
such women, and send us many of them.”

Mr. Philip Fenham went from his much-tried
little betrothed to the Carlyons, and found Claudia
sitting alone in the drawing-room, frowning in a
strange way, which was not without a shade of
some other feeling than vexation.

¢ 1 am annoyed,” she said. ¢ I have just had
some absurd news. Did you ever hear of the
great MacGregor?™’

The great MacGregor was a Scotch millionnire,
the severe purity of whose extraction was such
that he held his head higher than if he had worn
» dozen coronets at once. In fact, he rather
looked down upon coronets, his ancestors having
made a point of refusing them, considering it no-
bility enough to remain simple MacGregors. His
estales were immense, and so was his political
influence. Naturally Philip had Leard of, and
envied him, often enough.

¢« He is a distant relative of mine,”’” continued
Claudin. *“A cousin forty times rcmoved, and
the news is news from him. Ie has an only son,
in whom nll his overweening ambition is vested,
and there has been a quarrel between them, which
has ended in this son's leaving home. Tho Mac-
Gregor had set his heart upon his heir's winning
politienl fame, and by some freak of fortune the
young man has grown up with a positive passion
forart. ITe paints pictures; hie will paint pictures;
he will be an artist ; he will give up anything but
his art; and the result of his dctermination has
been a battle royal; and the heir has been obsti-
nate enough to take his knapsack on his back,
and go out into the world to seck his fortune.”

Philip Fenham shrugged his shounlders.

4 Absurd enongh ! he commented.

Claudin's dark, handsome face turned itselfto-
ward him, in quick questioning.
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*“You think so? For my part, I admire him
a little.”

¢ Admire him| Then what is it you call ab-
surd? You said you had received absurd news."

1t was Claudia who shrugged her shoulders at
this. She looked half-amused at something, half-
contemptuous; but both amusement and con-
tempt were of a royal, indifferent sort.

“T called it absurd becauso therc is another
feature in tho matter. The MacGregor had inti-
mated to his son that he must marry wealth and
beauty, and had cven gone so far as to select a
wife for him, whom the young man had the au-
dacity to refuse peremptorily, on the ground
that he was not in love with her, nor she with
bim. The woman whom bis father had deigned
to choose was—myself.”

Fernham positively trembled, she was so beau-
tiful, and cool, and imperial abont it.

¢« And the fellow refused you?” he half whis-
pered.

“Why not ?"’ rising ns'she spoke, and smiling
a dazzling sort of swile into his eyes, *if he had
the courage. That is why I admire him. Bah!"
with a sudden, almost bitter gesture. ¢ There
arc few men who would have honor enough to
refuse me.”’

Fenham forgot honor as hie looked and listened.
He forgot Jack, or only remembered her restively.
What would he not have given to have been able
to pour out his passicnate admiration to this
superh creature. And how he had sacrificel
himeself and Lis prospects. What might Lo mot
have been with Claudin Carlyon for a wile.

It was not {o be wondered at that Jack grew
paler and more | itcous-looking a8 time progressed.
Fenlinm’s visits became farther between, and
his manner more cold and abstracted. 1e was
more impatient with her failings, and less appre-
ciative of lier efforts to please. Jack's heart
failed her, and she began to give it up.

«She don't cat nothing,”’ said Mrs. Bingham
to her second-floor lodger. *“And though she
don’t complain, 1 know well cnough where 'er
trouble lies, Mr. MacGregor. It lies in the 'art,
and not in the happetite. I won't say nothing
about gentlemen as isn’t gentlemen, and a8 thinks
theirselves too good for those ns is really too good
for them; Lut I've got a mother's "art beatin’ in
my breast, an’ I've got a mother's feeling, an’ it
doesu't tako hextra sharp eyes fo see through o
mile-stone,”” at which touching and rather puz-
tling figure of epeech she shed tears.

MacGreger was very kind to the poor, suffering
young creature in her lingering pain.  Ile took
great deal of notice of her, and tyied hard to win

had been wont 1o bring out all her dimples in the
days of her happiness. But, though she showed
her gratitude in many different ways, he was not
very successful in his efforts.

He was with her when the crisis eame, and her
air-castle fell into ruins, and crumbled to bitter
dust and ashes. She had gone out for s walk one
day, and listlessly wandering to the fashionable
drive in Hyde Park, had seated herself to watch
the carringes and their occupants, scarcely know-
ing that she was doing so. There MacGregor
found her, chance having broughi hiui to the same
place, and her white face and big, sad eyes drew
him to her side. DBut he could not Lrighten her
up. She was thinking lopelessly that this was
her lover's world, that it was these grand people
who drove by in their carriages, to whom he be-
longed more than he did to herself. 1lle was used
to these richly-dressed matronsand stately young
women. They were never ungrammutical, and
never abused their aspirates. They could paint
pictures, and speak French, and do all sorts of
womnderful things. Not one of them could make
him cross or ashamed of her. And yet, with a
choking in her littie throat, lie had loved her the
best once; he had told ler once that she was
prettier and dearer to him than any of these
marvelous crentures could ever Le. Oh, Thil!
Ch, Phill  What bad she done? What could she
do? .

She was saying this to herself, when she was
aroused by the fact, that her companivn had
almost started from his seat. She glinced up
nnd gaw that he was coloring furiously, and had
just taken off his hat to a yeung lady in n grand,
open carrisge. The young lady, a haudsome,
majestic creature, with a fine air, was bending
forward, looking at them Loth. There was a gen-
tleman with her, and when Jack caught sight of
this geutleman, she almost uttered alittle cry, and
half-started forward, not knowing what she did.

«Phill” she said, and her voice failed her,
and then she remembered where she was, and
began to tremble.

The carringe was quite close to them. so close
that she heard what the two gnid to each other,
us it passed slowly, even though they spoke
quietly.

Attracted by her excited movement, Claudia
Car'yon turned to her companion.

“Who is that very pretty girl?”" she asked.
*“She looks ns if she expected you to spenk to
her. Do you know her?”’

What shameful impulge of cowardice conquered
him he knew not. Selfish and weak as he wnas,
he felt his burning shame, the moment he hud

her back to smiles—those pretty emiles which { spoken.
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<« [—really I think not,” he said. And Jack
heard his answer, and saw that he would not
meet her eyes.

She sat down upon the seat again, even quietly.
Just sat down, anl clasped her hands together
upon her knees; o strange expression settling
upon her whole facé and figure. Recovering
from his own embarrassment, aund observing her,
MacGregor was startled.

4 Miss Jack,” ho said.

«Wait & minute,” she said.
will go home.”

She did not say another word, until he had
taken her home, and then siie went quietly to her
room, wrote a letter, and took it to the post-offico
herself.

When she returned, he heard her ascend the
first flight of stairs, and pause at the foot of the
second. She paused so long, that he was a trifle
anxious, and at last opened his room-door, and
stepped out. Then he saw what bLer silence
meaut.

There, upon one step, she sat, her head lying
back upon another, her face white as dreadful
death itself, her liands hanging listlessly upon
her black dress, the tears rolling fast—oh, so
piteously fast, over her checks. She had broken
down wholiy. e went back as gently as he
had come, closing his door behind him. Such
grief as this it was not for him to disturb.

That night Mr. Philip Fenham found a note
lying upon his table, awaiting his arrival. It
was not very long—it was from Jack, and it rafl
as follows :

¢« And then we

1 think, if you please, that it will be better
if you do not come to see me any more. Indeed,
1 am sure it will be better if we never see each
other at all, again. Until to-day, I did not know
bhow blind I had been. I only wonder that I
did not understand before. Now 1 understand
quite. Good-by. “ Jack BiNnaHaM,

«To Mr. PuiLip FENHAM.”

1 will confess that Philip Fenham's hand trem-
bled when he laid this letter aside, and that he
did not feel quite comfortable. Perhaps even I
may go so far as to say he did not enjoy hiy late
dinner, but it is certain that his discomfort did
not last long. Ile had an engngement at the
Carlyons. He was to accompany Claudia and
her father to the opera. He went, and was
dazzled afresh. Claudia was in a dazzling mood.
Something had occurred to please her, and he
reaped the benefit of the chance. She was not
only brighter, but more gentle than usual; and
when he was betrayed into making impassioned
speeches to her, she seemed almost subdued. He

was scarcely answerable for his actions when he
bade her good-night, which, perhaps, accounts
for his daring. Holding her hand, shining with
jewels, in his own, he bent low, and kissed it.

¢ Clgudia,”” he said, tremulous with excite-
ment, ‘* you must know—— Seal my fate to-night.
I must either go away forever, or I must hear
you say that I may come again, not without hope.”

As I have already intimated, he was n man
whom any woman, knowing little of him, might
aave been led to feol a tenderness for. Ile was
grace, and passion, and adoration itself: his
voice was low and musgical; his dark, poetic eyes
were full of soul and longing. There came to
Clandia Carlyon an indescribable emotion, and
even the softness of tears.

* You may come again,”’ she answered him.

The very day after this event, a small, dark-
colored, but elegant brougham drew up before
Mrs. Bingham’s front-door, and, without waiting
for her servant to dismount from his seat, Claudia
Carlyon turned the silver handle herself, and
stepped on to the pavement.

It was Jack who oponed the door when she
knocked, and Jack started unequivocaily at the
sight of her.

¢« T should like,” said Miss Carlyon, ‘to see
Mr. MacGregor.”

Jack led her up stairs. MacGregor was stand-
ing before lis casel, palette in haud, at work
upon the great picture. Jack saw Lim turn
with a start, flush to the roots of hiy fair hair,
and make a step forward. Then she left the
room quietly, but in great wonder.

4« Claudia I"” exclaimed the young man.

Claudia answered him, with shining cyes. She
even looked plensed and gentle.

* You foolish boy.”” she said. * You speak as
if you thought I was an enemy. Shake hands
with me, Malcolm.”

e took her gloved hand with impulsive grati-
tude, and almost wrung it, blushing, like a boy,
indeed.

¢« They are all so furious,” he said, apologetic-
ally. 1 thought, perhaps, you would be angry,
too.”

« My dear Malcolm,”” she returned, “ you are
the truest MacGregor of them all.”

Ilc actually glowed at the sound of her words,
and the sight of her womanly graciousness. Ilis
brave young face lighted up, and he scemed to
positively increase in height.

¢« Claudia,” he cried, ‘“ you have not altered
in the least. You are more like a queen than
ever, and you do not know how proud you make
me. Just sit down, and I will tell you ull sbout
it."”
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When she sat down, he began to stride up and
down the room, still holding his palette, and
talking eagerly, all on fire with enthusiasm.

+«1 tried to help it, but I could not,” he said.
“ You see, I could not give it up, Claudia; it was
in my heart, and I was willing 10 work and die,
rather than be an aimless fine gentleman, or a
half-politician. A man must do a thing with his
whole soul, if he does it well; and my soul was
full of my art. I may never be a great artist,
but my work will be honestly done, and T shall
love it. To give it up would be as shameful a
thing as if a MacGregor had deserted his king.
Did & MacGregor ever desert his king in his
misfortune, in the old days?’ Stopping, and
wheeling round with an eye like an eagle’s.
¢ Did a MacGregor ever give up the loyal right,
because it brought poverty and disappointment ?
Never! And I am a MacGregor, Claudia. My
art is my king,,and T will be true to it, and ready
to sacrifice my life to it, if it is necessary.”

The beautiful, dark face before him kindled;
the delicate, resolute mouth curved proudly.

¢« You are tho bravest MacGregor of them all,”
sid Claudia, *“and I congratulate you.”

She sat and talked to him for half an hour.
She examined his work, and eaught the infection
of his own cnthusiasm concerning it. She had
never been so beautiful and true a woman as she
was when she cxerted hersclf to encourage and
support him. Her nature was of as high and
regal o type as her beauty.

In fact, (his young fellow, who had refused to
marry her, felt that he could have knelt and
kissed the hem of her garment. :

Aud yct he dealt upon her heart the heaviest
blow she had cver borne. All unconsciously he
did it, and in all good faith; but the blow fell
throu,h his instrumentality, nevertheless.

Just Lefore she rose from her scat to go, she
remembered Jack, and the glimpse she had
caught of Jack's sweet, woeful face in the Park,
the day before. And so she asked him who the
pretty child was,

« Ah,” said MacGregor, his face clouding,
“ that is my poor little Jack, Heaven bless her!”’

Tt seemed quite a natural thing that he should
tell her Juck’s story; and it was very nntural,
indeed, that in his generous indignation he
should paint ler lover's conduct in rather unfu-
vorable colors. In fact, the sight of Mr. Philip
Fenham in Claudia's carriage lad roused bim
considerably. A fellow like this, he said, had no
right to presume upon such a womau's conde-
scension. If he had known the truth, he would
have been more merciful ; but, ag it wag, he was
very severe, indeed, and Claudis, listening, felt

her heart growing cold and hard. When he had
finished, she rose from ler seat.

It is acruel story,” she said, her lip curling.
1 did not know men were such cowards and
knaves. I must see more of the girl.
down to the brougham now, Malcolm.”

When the door of the brougham closed upon
ler, she drew off her glove. There was a ring
upon her left hand, and she drew this off, too.
She would not have deigned to wear it another
hour, and she had only worn it since last night,
when Philip Fenham had taken it from Lis own
finger to place upon hers. When she reached
home, she wrote a brief note to her lover, and
sent it by a servant. It ran thus:—

I will go

I wish to see you.

¢ CLauDIA CARLYON.”

When Mr. Philip Fenham answered this in
person, sho was waiting for him in the drawing-
room; and when she turned toward him, in re-
sponse o his cager greeting, he almost fell back
a step or o in his amazement.

“Clandin!”" lie cried. DBut she checked him
with o gesture.

« 1 gent for you,” she said, “to repeat to you
a story I heard this morning. It i3 the story of
(he girl we saw in the Park, ycsterday—the girl
you did not know.”

The scorn in her face was so intensc that it
fairly crushed iim. He had not a worl to say.

Ie could only feel the bitterest humiliation, as
she told him the story in Malcolm MacGregor's
words. It was reiribution, indeed, that she her-
self should be Jack Bingham's champion, and
should so proudly avenge her wrongs. Truly
she did avenge them. When she had ended she
simply pointed to a tiny package upon the table.

« Ag soon as 1 left the house, I took off your
ring,”’ she said. ¢ 1t is there.”

If he had never been wretched in his life, he
was wretched then. As passionately as Lie was
capable of loving any woman, he loved this wo-
man, because she was so high above him. and
had so much to give. Ile poured forth a tor-
rent of tender, desperate reproach. He was
almost frantic. Ilis fault had arisen our of his
love; if he had been a villian he had fullen for
her sweet sake. He had made a fatal Llunder,
and his recognition of it had rendered hLim des-
perate.

*You are merciless!"”” he cried. ¢ Claudia,
you can cast me off to-day, and only last night
you loved me?”

She answered him with more perfect pride
than he had ever seen in her at any time.

**Last night is not to-day,”

she maid. Do
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you wonder that I cannot forgive you, for prov-
ing to me that the only man whom I have ever
loved, is unworthy and contemptible ?"’

And =o his fate was sealed.

She took Jack's lot into her own hands, and
helped her in so royal, yrt tender a way, that in
two years it was not easy fo recognize in Miss
Carlyon’s beautiful young friend the poor child
who had struggled with her pain in her mother's
hideous little parlor, and who had borue so pa-
tiently her lover’s necglect and snubbings. As
to MacGregor’s great future, the time came when

the head of the clan was prouder of his young
heir's achievements than the young man himself.
The young artist was a lion, whose most dulcet
roar was listened to with applause and delight.
And when his marriage was annouunced in the
morning papers, Mr. Philip Fenham, reading the
paragraph in his rather shabby chamber, felt that
fortune had flung a taunt at him, indeed ; for the
young person whom the gon of the great Mae
Gregor had taken to wife, was no other than
pretty, tender-hearted Jack Bingham.
A Miss 18 As Goo» As A MiLe.”
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BY CHUARLES

J. PETERBON,

Tsr sunligist, through the lofty windows stealing,
Faldla slant un carven stull;

On canon, chorister; en people knoeling—
A glory over all!

‘The mystic lights, beside the aitar burning,
Tell of the day He died

Betrayed, and yet with Infnito pity yearning;
Sinless, yet Crucified.

On either side, rank over rank ascending,
Alternate chant two choirs;

Pmlms, Lamentations; to and fro contending,
Kindling with Prophet fires.

And as they chant, portending woe, disaster,
Thr stormy waves of sound

Tempestuous surge, and plunging wilder, faster,
Booin, in the twilight, round.

The lights are quenched. But, throngh the darkness mlllngﬁ

Chant answers chant. A flash!
Apd then the thunder, as if heav'n was falling,
Comes rending, cmeh on crush.

A moment, all things in the lightning reoling;
The next, intensest night.

And etill the chant goes on, high, higher pealing,
Triumphant in its might.

The chant zoes on ; and still the thander rolling,
With moan, and moan, and moan,

Like Earth in throe, or Time for Judgment tolling,
Keeps its dread undertone.

One light was left, "tis quenched : the chant stops, sigbing ;
¢ And through the awful gloom,
And still moro awful hugh, souls dumb are crying
As at the Day of Doom.

At last, a solitary volce, imploring,
8hoots from the depths: then dies;
Then soft Legins aguin ; und swelling, soaring,
“ Pity, oh, God !I" it cries.

And now another, sadder still, that sobbing
Pours out ita pussionate prayer;

And others: till the mighty vault shakee, throbbing
With « lost world's despair.

Beseeching, weeping, agonizing, wailing,
Ringx the heart-broken cry;

The choir tumultuous thund'ring ut, assailing,
And storming heav’n on high.

And then a bleased peace, like tranced waves drraming
Along a Summer shore,

And through the ¢alm, celestial voices sceming;
That say, * Go, sin no more.”

And still T hear that * miserere,” ringing
Across the far-off years;

The woes and sorrows of all ages bringing,
Thelr ugony and tears.

LIVING GRIEF.

BY ELLA O. DRABBLE.

I uw¢D me of & quiet grave,
Within the church-yard green;
Upon its sides, and o'er the top,
Bright moss and flowers are seen.

And in the grave lies buried ono
I loved on earth the best.
Tseemed to stand in life alone,
When dust closed o'er his breast,

There is a grave within my heart,
That never will be green; ,

Upon its sides, and o'er the top,
No moss or flowers ure scen.

It i not even covered o'er

With brown earth, moist or dry;
For in its depth there is a lifo—

A pain that cannot die.

One living grief is harder far
For our weak hearts to bear,

Than many a gmve made, side by side,
‘Within tho church-yard fair.




