‘«IN SPITE OF THEMSELVES”

BY MISS F. HODGBSON. A‘UTHOR OF “KATHLEEN’'S LOVE-STORY.”

Miss AxNE MaNNERs drew her scissors from
the collection of housewifely instruments which
hung at her severe-looking girdle, and cut her
thread with a little snap which was a thought
vindictive.

«If you cared for women, John,” she said,
«I should think it necessary to warn you; but
as you don’t care for women, I merely tell you
as a picce of information. She is a fascinat-
ing, handsome, unserupulous flirt. That is all
I have to say.”

John Manners was & bachelor, whose only
sister kept housc for him. His residence was
one of the most beautiful within thirty miles
of Boston, and that'is saying a great deal. He
had just returned from a year in Europe, and
Anne was speaking of a distant cousin, whom
he found visiting his sister.

He smiled the quiet smile, which was pecu-
liar to him, as he threw his paper aside and
made himseclf a little more comfortable on his
luxurious lounge.

“All"” he repeated, in a voice a8 quiet and
peculiar, in spite of its faint amusement, as the
smile had been. ¢Isn’t it quite enough, Anne?
Women are proverbially severe upon women,

. and perhaps

Miss Anne interrupted him with another
snap of her scissors.

“«Severe! Don’t talk nonsense,” oratorically.
«That girl is twenty years old, and she is forty
as regards artfulness this minute. Three days
showed me how to see through her airs and
graces. She can’t make eyes at me, you know;
I know better. Didn’t she begin with young
Bellasye, and turn his ridiculous head upside
down with her flowers and nonsense, and didn’t
that unfortunate simpleton propose to her
within a fortnight? Severe, indeed!”

John laughed outright. His sister’s irate
description’of her guest amused him. He had
heard of Cecil Dare, before he returned home,
and as it happened he was not unprepared to
meet her; but the gentleman who had described
her dangerous proclivities had described them
with a masculine remembrance of her beauty,
and had ended with something like admiration
even for this modern Enchantress in his tone.

“You had better take care of yourself,” had
been his laughing farewell. ¢ Miss Dare does

not pay visits to her thirty-second cousin for
nothing.”

But, ‘“forewarned forearmed,” John had
thought. Yet he felt a faint interest in this
dangerous young person. As Miss Anne had
said, he did not care for women generally, for
he was thirty, well-looking, well-to-do, and
still fancy free; but his natural gravity had
been aroused into something of a pleasure in
the anticipation of seeing, hearing, nnd talking
to her.

“Where is Mlss Dare now?” he usked [0 |
have seen no sign of her as yet, except ¢Cupi-
don!’”* Cupidon, be it known, was a tiny toy
terrier, with no eyes to speak of to bo seen
under his shaggy, white hair, n,nd as,. Hlss
Dare’s private property. .

+She went out this aﬂcrnoon ” ead ans
Anne. “To do her justice, ghe thou.ght. L spp-
pose, that you and I would rather sp?nd our
first few hours alone together. 8he sgid she
was going to the Dacres to see Lnurnud Josw
Those Dacre girls are perfectly mfntuated oyer
ber, and Fred came from Harvard last week
so she took the pony-carriage after dinner and
drove over.” '

John made no reply, but listlessly began
to pull Cupidon’s blue ribbon collar, though
scarcely thinking of her mistggas. Like all
men he had an ideal, and } his ideal was not a
Cecil Dare. Perhaps he hag 8 fancy, fpr a soft-
eyed, sweet-faced little girl whom be might
meet some future day. Coyta’,nly, he never
dreamed of this fair, proud girl as his fate,
and certainly on his first meeting with her
the thought was further from his mind than
ever.

He was still lying upon the couch, with Cupi-
don on a cushion at his feet, when he heard
the sound of wheels rolling up the carriage-
drive, and the ring of a refined, musical voice.
A moment after the little pony-carriage stop-
ped at the door, and samebody got out. This
was Miss Dare, John Manners decided, as he
listened, and she was talking gayly with some
one who had evidently accompanied her, and
whose first speech confirmed his belief that it
was Frederick Dacre.

“You won’t let me come in, of course,” he
was saying, ‘‘after that solemn promi;ge that I
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should perform Laura’s behests.
not be allowed to call to-morrow "’

« Certainly,” said the clear, insouciant voice.
«Any time you like. Don’t forget to tell Laura
how miserably I kept my promise. Wait a
minute—lere is a flower for you. The last
rose of summer, or the last but vne. Au revosr.”

And turning his head to the window, John
saw a handsome, stylish, young fellow pass
down the gravel walk, fastening a creamy pink
rose in his coat. .

He did not see Miss Dare, of course, for the
parlor-door was nearly closed, but he heard
her light feet in the hall, and caught a glimpse
of a fluttering dress as she ran up the stair-
case.

In spite of Miss Manners’ remark upon her
brother’s non-susceptibility, jt must be con-
fessed that she felt no little fear of her young
relative’s fascinations. An ordinarily pretty
or charming girl she could have trusted, but
not one like this—this young lady was not an
ordinary girl in any sense of the term; accord-
ingly, I am convinced, you will agree with me
that it was rather trying to be called away at
that most critical of times, the first interview,
by a troublesome rheumatic pensioner. But
8o it was, Betty Flanegan, ‘ was taken power-
ful hud," go said the messenger, ‘“and wants
to see yez badly.”

Miss Anne put on her bonnet with a decided
air. Severe as she was, she was never behind-
hand in rendering assistance to those who
needed it. She sent an apologetic message
up stairs to Miss Dare before she went out;
and that young lady, with a calm daring which
no other i)erson on earth would have displayed,
replied through the servant girl that, «There
was no need of apology. She would go down
stairs as soon as she was dressed, and pour out
Mr. Manners’ tea for him.”

And so she did. Twenty minutes after his
gister left the house, John Manners, who was
reading in_his easy-chair, heard Miss Dare’s
bedroom door open, and the light, decided feet
coming down the stair-case, with the soft eweep
of a train in their wake. He stood up with his
book in his hand, looking very courtly and im-
posing when she entered, and he had just time
to see her fully in the brilliant light of the
chandelier before she spoke. She was a tall,
supple girl, with an air of cool ease expressing
itself in her gracefulness, and he had a quick
conception of a wonderfully fair face, with
wonderfully artistic coloring, bronze eyes,
bronze hair, and a trailing dress of soft gray
stuff, which swept the carpet.

But may I

She looked at him calmly for a moment, and
then extended s hand like a bit of sculptured
marble. .

“It is hardly necessary I should announce
myself, I suppose, Mr. Manners,”” she said,
with perfect ease; ‘“but in case it should be, I
will tell you ¥ am Cecil Dare, and I have come
to pour out your tea for you.” | .

John Manners was disarmed. If there bad
been a suspicion of claborateness in her dress,
or a touch of ceremony in -her manner, he
would have felt that he needed to stand om
guard ; but what could have been more elegant
in its simplicity than the soft, gray robe, what
more natural than her graceful self-possession?
She came to the hearth when he had made his
grave, pleasant reply, and she certainly looked
more at home than he did, as ehe pulled the bell
a8 a summons to the servants to bring in the tea.

I am sorry cousin Anne was called away,”
she said, when she took her seat at the head of
the table. ¢« That terrible Mrs. Flanegan is the
bugbear of her existence. She has had every
ailment that I ever heard of during the last
month, and now she is beginning with rheu-
matism again. Do you take cream, Mr. Man-
ners?”’

There was not a touch of affectation or em-
barrassment in her manner, as she paused with
the silver cream-jug poised in her hand, and
her bronze eyes raised to ask the question,
Miss Anne herself could not have spoken in a
more matter-of-fact style; but one thing is cer-
tain, namely, that Miss Anne would not have
made the commonplace speech so effective. As
was to be expected, John Manners made the
natural mistake of trying to reconcile report
with the evidence of his senses, This girl in
her quiet dress an unscrupulous admiration
seeker! this girl, who poured out his tea for
him, with as indifferent a face as if he had
becn fifty instead of thirty! He looked at her
proud, reticent, red-lipped mouth, and then at
the bronze cyes, and his strong admiration for
her beauty made him so unwise as to feel in-
clined to set report at defiance.

“You have been with Anne several weeks, I
believe,” he said, at hazard, feeling it neces-
sary to say something.

¢ A month,” raising her beautiful, indolent
eyes carelessly. ‘Cousin Anne was kind
enough to offer me an asylum until my affairs
were settled. I have not the remotest idea
what affairs are meant; but'on the death of my
guardian, his lawyer gave me to understand
that something needed ‘settling.” I suppose
he meant money.”
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He scarcely knew why it was, but before the
meal was ended he had begun to feel that she
set his admiration aside as if it was something
which was no novelty, and that there was
snmethin'g more than indifference in her care-
less grace. If this air had been more decided,
he would have almost fancied that she did not
like him, and that she wished him to under-
stand it; but as it was, he could only wonder
if her coldness merely existed in his imagina-
tion, or if it was something real: and he ended
by observing her more closely, and by feeling
a thought morec interested.

She drew Miss Anne’s favorite chair to the
firc when they rose from the table, and took a
seat in it, holding a dainty inlaid hand-screen
between her wood-rose tinted cheek and the
blaze, letting her soft, dark eyes rest upon him
with quiet interest as sho listened to what he
said, and occasionally answered in her clear,
refined voice.

When Miss Anne returned from her errand
of mercy Ceccil was sitting there still, the folds
of her soft, gray robe sweeping the gay-hued
hearth-rug, and Cupidon, the favored, curled
up on her lap, blinking his black dots of oyes
luxuriously under his shaggy, terrier eyebrows.
She did not move when Miss Anne entered, ex-
cept to glance over her shoulder with a gay,
easy welcome, which made that lady catch her
breath.

¢ Ah, cousin Anne!” she said, ‘“‘back at last!
I was afraid your patient would keep you all
night.”

“Were you?” said Miss Anne, gravely, as
she untied her bonnet-strings. ¢ You have had
tea, I suppose?”’

¢“Certainly,” was the quiet reply. ¢« We had
it soon after you went away. Mr. Manners
and 1.

““Just as I suspected,” thought the far-seeing
spinster. ¢ You couldn’t let him alone.”

But, really, Miss Dare looked very harmless
and sufficiently charming as she sat in the glow
of the fire. The brilliant light of the chan-
delier brought out the wood-rose tinting won-
derfully, and lighted up the rich, sparkling
ring on the fair, smooth hand which caressed
~ Cupidon. Altogether, circumstances were mak-
ing a picture of her, and John sat opposite,
forgetting the book he held in his hand, and
looking at her. But his sister’s arrival put
an end to his vague enjoyment, for Cecil rose
almost directly.

«“] have some letters to write,” she said;
¢80 you must excuse me for to-night. Good-
evening, Mr. Manaoers.”” And the supple,

Vou. LIX.—4

gray-robed figure passed out of the room in
a3 matter-of-fact manner as it had entered.

Miss Anne took the seat her guest had vacated
with an air of grim resolution.

““Well,” she said, as if she was prepared for
any amount of weakness which could be dis-
played; «“Well, what do you think of her?”

#She is a very beautiful girl,” said her
brother, slowly. ¢Quite a remarkably beauti-
ful girl.”

¢« Of course she is,”’ snapped Miss Anne. “I
know that.”

The handsome face in the seat opposite to
her colored slightly.

“She is very graceful and lady-like,” said
the gentleman, gravely. ’

“Very,” was the curt reply. ¢No young
lady more so. John,”” with sudden energy,
““are you going to follow Fred Dare?”

John opened his fine, dark eyes.

¢ My dear Anne,” he said, ‘“what a very ex-
traordinary question.”

“Not at all,” proclaimed Miss Anne. «If
you knew Cecil Dare as well as I do, you would
say it was a very ordinary question. Will you
be kind enough to answer it?"’

¢ Certainly,” was the reply, as the gentleman
shut his book and laid it on the table. My
answer is, Nol”

“Very well, then,” said Miss Anne, con-
cisely. ¢“Don’t say she is beautiful and grace-
ful—don’t even think it! It will be by far the
safest plan.”” And taking up her bonnet and
shawl, she departed in state. ’

In default of having nothing else to do, John
Manners turned to his book again; but, as he
opened it, he glanced with something of interest
at the chair on which the gray-robed figure had
been seated. :

“1 hope Anne does not show her prejudice,”
he said. It seems prejudice to me.” And
being an honorable, unsuspecting gentleman,
he believed what he was saying.

He did not see much of the young lady until
the following evening. In the morning she
made her appearance at breakfast, with a late
white rose in her bronze puffs, and a little
sleepy softness in her eyes, which was very
becoming; but the faint touch of indifference
which John Manners had noticed the night.be-
fore was moro decided; and, breakfast over,
she went back to her room to' finish her letters.

But in the evening, as John was laying aside
the book he had been reading, there came a
rustle of silk in the corridor, some one tapped
lightly at the door, and in answer to his, «“Walk
in,” Cecil Dare opened it, and stood upon
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the threshold, with a book in her hand. Her
dress was gray again, but it was gray silk, and
a wonder of a train rustled in its wake; the
wood-rose color was brighter than ever, and
thero were some artistio puffs of scarlet velvet
in her hair.

«Do I disturb you?” she asked, quietly. «I
will not come in if I do. I only wished to re-
turn a book I had borrowed from your shelves.”

“Pray come in. I am only reading.”

She entered at once, stopping & moment with
perfect coolness to replace the borrowed book,
and then took the chair he offered her.

His first sensation on seeing her had been
something of surprise, but certainly it sunk
into insignificance before his amazement at her
first speech.

¢« And go cousin Anne has warned you?’’ she
said, after a minute’s silence, lifting her cool,
superb eyes.

¢J—Ibeg your pardon,” he stammered, «“but
I really do not understand you.”” But he l..d
never been more certain of anything in his life
than that he did understand her, and she was
perfectly aware of it.

She went on as coolly as ever, scarcely notic-
ing what he had said, and toying with the heavy
gold bracelet on her round, white wrist.

«] went into the breakfast-room last night
to look for o letter I had left there, and I heard
her talking to you—the door was half open.
Perhaps she was right,” arching her brows.
“People have said it so often, that I really
begin to believe I must be a dangerous person.”

“I am very sorry——" he began, stifly.

She interrupted him.

¢ Oh, no! Pray don’t!
your feeling annoyed. I am used to it, you
know. Besides, it is probable it is quite true.
I have no doubt cousin Anne was right. I
merely thought I would tell you my presump-
tion had not extended to you. That is all.”

To say that John Manners was astonished
would be to say very little. If there had been
a shade of wounded pride in her face, he could
have understood her, but there was not; if she
had seemed hurt, or embarrassed, he would
have known how to reply to her, but she did
not; and when she clasped her bracelet again,
with her steady, white hand, and looked up at
him, he could only flush, and feel that he was
looking rather ridiculous.

He was beginning to try to say something,
he scarcely knew what, when she stopped him
again.

«Oh!” she said, with a certain nonchalant
candor, “I only thought it best to be frank.

There ia no need of

Ye shall be the better fricnds for it, and cousin
Anne will be more comfortable.” She was
woman enough, in spite of her indifference, to
fire off this quict shot. ¢ Cousin Apne is not
very fond of me. Perhaps we don’t under-
stand each other, or perhaps,” an odd little
smile crept in here, ¢ we understand each other
too well.”

She did not remain long after this, only long
enough to set the subject utterly aside, and sit
talking for a few minutes in her perfectly
musical voice. Then she rose, and taking up
the book she had brought from the shelves and
laid it on the table, went out of the room, leav-
ing John to his new train of thought.

From that time Miss Anne had little to com-
plain of, at least so far as her chief care was
concerned. She could not prevent .Miss Dare
making a picture of herself in trailing soft,
tinted dresses and delicate laces; she could
not prevent her dropping iunto her perfect atti-
tudes, and caressing Cupidon with that wonder
of a supple-jointed white hand; but she was
very much consoled when she found that nothing
of this was directed at John. But there was
another thing she could not do, which was to
shut John’s eyes. From his first sense of annoy-
ance had grown a constant desire to watch this
girl, who was such a noveclty to him. She had
piqued and astonished him into wishing to
know more of her, and so ho was betrayed
into an interest which would have been danger-
ous to any man. She never avoided him; ia-
deed, it seemed as though her indifference was
too complete to allow of such a thing; but if he
had been sixty years old, her manner could
not have been more utterly devoid of any
womanly coquetry. The quick faculty she
had for brightening and lighting up bril-
liantly for other pecople, and which was her
chicef charm, never showed itself to him.

Among the many people who liked and ad-
mired her, there was onc person for whom she
seemed to care more than for the rest, and that
person was Laura Dacre. With a school-girl's
cathusiastic love of beauty, Laura had adored
Cecil from the first, and in observing the girl’s
affectionate fashion of making her idol the
confidante of her fancies, John Manners had
noticed that Cecil had a wonderfully tender way
of treating her. It was something affectionate
and girlish of itself, and in someway it pleased
him. She would dress as Laura wished her,
arrange her hair as Laura liked it best, wear
the very gloves that Laura proposed, but at
the same time the girl’s faith and reliance in
her were unbounded.
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Now, he was not a sentimental man, this
John of ours; he had never been a susceptible
one; he had cared little for women; he was a
man of wealth and leisure, and loved science,
if he loved anything, and hence it was that so
much of his time was spent in his library; and
yet, before a month had passed, he found that
he had been mistaken in his fancied security,
and that this fair guest of his sister’s, who
cared less for him than she did for her terrier,
and showed him far less favor, had touched him
tothe core of hisman’s heart. He scarcely knew
hcw she had touched him, he only knew that
he was touched in spite of himself. No effort
of hers had done it, no trifling grace of manner
had ever been assumed for him, and yet he was
as completely entangled as any of the men she
smiled upon, and softened her subtle voice to.

Perliaps dashing Fred Dacre was the true
cause of the awakening, for, being a gay, sus-
ceptible young fellow, he stood the first on
the list of Cecil’s admirers; and as it was a
cherished scheme of Laura’s that her brother
should be successful, it came about that when
there were cream-colored notes to be earried,
or bouquets to be sent, Fred usually cantered
up the road on his handsome brown horse, and
played messenger. Fred, indeed, was only one
of the many who followed her, and praised her;
but it scemed as though she favored him more
than t'.: rest.

This was hard for John Mnoners. The con-
trast between the face that met Fred Dacre and
the face that met him, was too great for a man’s
pride to bear, and as he was but a man, after
all, his pride stung him to rebellion.

It was after one of Fred Dacre’s numerous
vigits that this occurred. There was going to
be a ball at the Dacres, to celebrate Frederick’s
coming of age, and as Laura was deeply inter-
ested in the decorations, of course she religd
upon Cecil for assistance; and so the brown
horse had cantered to the Manners’ with a note
full of eager questions. But the visit was ended
at last, and the slim, cream-tinted envelope,
which contained the answer, was being carried
back in.close proximity to Frederick’s heart,
otherwise in his vest pocket; and Miss Dare
came back to her evergreens with the shadow
of a smile on her red-lipped mouth, brought
there, perhaps, by her admirer’s adieu.

She looked very girlish and charming with
the soft, scarlet shawl trailing from her grace-
ful shoulders over her gray robe, and contrast-
ing so artistically with her heavy bronze hair
and wood-rose tinted skin; but when she bent
over Cupidon, who lay curled up on the lounge,

and began to touch him with her careless white
band, that shadow of a smile still on her lips,
John, who had been pacing the room restlessly,
turned upon her as if she had done him an in-
jury.

¢ Do you know you are very cruel to me?”
he eaid, abruptly, in a voice that was strangely
excited and unsteady for so grave and self-pos-
sessed a genileman. “Do you know you are
making me wretched ?”

She actually did not raise her eyes, and
the careless white hand caressed Cupidon as
steadily as ever; but if John had been near
cnough he might have seen a suspicion of
startled deepening in the wood-rose tint.

““No,” she said, coolly. That was all.”

He came to her side, and looked down at her
with a sudden passion in his face.

¢«You understand me,” he said. ¢You must
understand me! This is too hard to bear!”

She did not raise her eyes yet, and how
utterly careless her lovely face was!

¢This!” she echoed. ¢ What?”

«I say you must understand me,” he re-
peated, passionately. ¢ Indifferent as you are,
you cannot but see that I am wretched—that
you make me wretched——that I love you in
spite of your indifference—in spite of myself.”

She looked up then, and the shadow of a
smile changed into the shadow of something
which might have been triumph. Was it
triumph? He had not time to decide, for she
looked down again the next moment, and the
white hand touched her favorite’s neck with a
pretty gesture, which stung him bitterly in its
contrast to her silence.

“What have I done to deserve your con-
tempt?” he said. <If this is womanly pique,
it is ungenerous; if T have wronged you in any
word or deed, give me the chance to redeem
myself in your eyes.”

«There i8 nothing to redeem,” she said. «I
was frank with you at the first, and I thought
we understood each other.”

He flushed scarlet with a man’s hot indigna-
tion at her coldness. If he could have moved
her to the faintest shadow of an emotion at his
words he could have borne it better; but as it
was, he could only lose control over himself,
and speak as apother man would have spoken

 with something of galled pride and something

of pain.

She listened to him quietly enough until he
had finished, and then she rose with as un-
moved a face as she had ever worn in her life.

«] cannot pretend I do not understand you,”
she said, scarcely glancing at him. “Ido
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understand you. If you love me a8 you say you
do, you love me in the face of reason. I have
given you no encouragement, and I spoke
Lonestly to you the first day we met. I deter-
mined I would not be to blame, and I have not
been to blame. If I have wronged you by any
word or deed which deceived you, tell me of it
and give me the chance to redeem myself.”

She raised her face and looked at him as she
said this, and then he understood her, for the
shadow of triumph was a shadow no longer,
it was triumph itself—a triumph ungenerous
enough, heaven knows: but, alas! for poor
human nature! natural enough, too, and his
recognition of it stung him to the quick.

The sting of her cool immobility made him
as steady a8 she was herself. It roused his
pride. He took one step nearer to her, and
met her gazo steadily for & moment.

«Do I understand you#’ he asked of her.

She merely bent her head.

«“Thank you,” he said, concisely. <I have
been very foolish, it appears, but I am still a
man, and man enough te bear even this, I
think.” And then he turned on his heel and
walked out of the room.

They drifted a little further apart after this,
and though her host’'s manner did not change
in its stately courtesy, it is possible that Miss
Dare grew a little restless. Perhaps the con-
sciousness that her trinmph had not been so
complete, after all, and was not a very noble
one, troubled her slightly; for, to Miss Anne’s
surprise, she began to speak of returning to
New York, and inquired more frequently and
anxiously about the business letters which
came now and then from her lawyer, and
which were to announce the final < sgettling”
of her affairs. But all things must reach a
climax, all love stories, more especially; and
so in this case the story reached its climax,
and it was ome of these unpretending legal
letters which gave it the final turn.

It was handed to her one morning, as she was
drawing on her gloves, preparatory to driving
over to the Dacres with Frederick, who was
waiting for her. With a slight apology she
opened and read it.

«“] am to return to New York next week,
cousin Anne,” she said, when she had finished
and refolded the letter, and then, inconsist;
ently enough with her former anxiety, sho
drew a little sigh—a very faint sigh it was, and
quite an unconscious one, but still sigh enough
to draw one pair of dark eycs upon her. This
pair of dark eyes belonged to John Manners,
who was sitting near reading. Encountering

them, Cecil flushed sudden scarlet, and bent
over her glove-button with a faint expression
of irritation.

¢ have had a very pleasant visit,” she said,
not quite steadily, ““and I have a great deal to
thank you for, cousin Anme. Still, I cannot
help feeling relieved that all this business has
come to an end.”

Bhe looked up from the glove-button, when
she had finished speaking, and met the dark eyes
with her usual quiet air of indifferent question-
ing, and then she turned to Fred Dacre again.

But the dashing Frederick was not in such a
gay mood as usual. He had something to say
to Miss Dare this morning, and this sudden an-
nouncement had made it more necessary than
ever that he should say it. Accordingly, when
he found himself alone with her, he plunged
into the subject with astonishing eloquence. If
he had cared less for her he might have seen
that, in spite of her smiles and her even voice,
she was not quite ready to listen to him; but
full of his fear of losing her, full of his hopes of
being successful, he thought of nothing but of
what he had been longing to say for weeks,
and he spoke out boldly, like a susceptible,
honest young fellow, as he was.

Cecil was rather pale as she listened to poor
Fred, and even when she answered him, her
color did not rise again.

It was a very quiet answer which she gave
bhim, and worded with a tenderer regard for
his warmth and honesty than many women
would have had the graceful power to show:
but it was a bitter pill for all that.

«“I do not love you,” she said, in the end,
with a touch of impetuousness. I wish I did.
Bat let us be friend’s for Laura’s sake.”

He did not ask her to try to love him, he was
quick enough to know better than that, and
generous enough not to force upon her the
sharpness of his disappointment; but, for all
that, he did not wear the brightest of faces
when he assisted her from the carriage.

But he bore it like a man.

«Jt’s all over, Laura,” he said to his favorite
confidante, the first time they were alone for a
moment. “I have asked her to he my wife,
and she said no; and though I don’t pretend
to be a particularly penetrating fellow, I think
I may thank John Manners for it.”

¢ Ah, Fred!” exclaimed Laura. ¢The idea!
She hates him: at least, she doesn’t like him.”

“Did she tell you she hated him?” asked
Fred, quietly.

¢ Well—no,” hesitated Laura. ¢But she
never speaks of him when she can avoid it;
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and, besides, Fred, you know she—she wouldn’t
suit him.”

«“Wouldn’t she?” said Fred, dryly. <Per-
haps not; but at the same time, perhaps, that
is a matter of opinion.”

Poor affectionate Laura! The news that her
air-castles had fallen to the dust was a terrible
disappointment to her, and she reproached
Cecil most pathetically.

«Qh, Cecil!” she broke out, as they sat alone
together, later in the evening. ¢«Oh, Cecil!
Why didn’t you say yes to Fred? Do you love
any one else?”’

“No,” said Cecil, sharply. «Of course not.
You dear, silly child, what nonsense!”

But the next moment the rose-red faded
white, swept away by the swift throb of the
stung pride, which showed her so plainly that
she had not spoken the truth, and that, in spite
of herself, she had turned coward.

When the fact of Fred Dacre's rejection
reached Miss Anne, she was more oratorical
than ever.

«Of course!” she proclaimed, with a sort of
grim satisfaction, ‘“nothing more than I ex-
pected. It is just like her.”

As for John Manners, he only looked at the
fair, proud face a thought more keenly than
usual, and learning nothing from it, turned to
his books again with a regretful sigh. Not
his ideal, certainly, this haughty girl, and yet
he had loved her very dearly.

8o it went on from day to day with a terrible
sense of humiliation in Cecil Dare, and a grow-
ing impatience of herself, which it needed all
the haughty intolerance, that was lier greatest
fault, to subdue. Bhe had been bitter enough
through this very intolerance against people
who had criticised her before; but she bad been
terribly bitter against John Manners, and
through this very intolerance she grew as
utterly wretched as it is possible for a girl of
twenty to be. If she could have borne her
enemy down with her calm ecyes, and her
calmer smiles, she might have felt even so
small a victory some aggrandizement—but it
was a drawn battle. John Manners never
forgot himself for an instant. He kept to
the library a little more closely, and, perhaps,
grave shadows settled upon his face: still I
think it possible that he might have lived a
bhundred years, and male no other sign in her
presence. He was not a sentimental lover, he
was a man with a strong will, and Cecil Dare
had trampled upon his pride; so it was that
when they had spent their last quiet evening
in the comfortable parlor, and she rose to

retire, he took her proffered hand with a calm
face.

“Qur last night,” she said, raising her su-
perb eyes with a half smile. ¢Good-night,
Mr. Manners, and pleasant dreams.”

But when she descended the next morning
in her dainty traveling-dress, her easy com-
posure was gone. It was not so easy to brave
matters out when it came to the last moment;
and when John Manners bade her good-bhy be-
fore returning to his study, she turned a shade
paler, and falteread a little.

“Thank you!” she said, in brief reply to
his courteous wishes for her safe journey.
And then she turned to the window and stood
there until the door had closed behind him.

She stood there very quietly when he was
gone, drawing one glove on, the wood-rose
color fluttering on her cheeks, a curious, des-
perate steadiness in her eyes. 8he was stand-
ing there when at last Miss Anne entered, and
she turned to that lady, fastening a button at
her wrist.

«] have lost one of my gloves, I think,’’ she
said, ¢ Have you seen it, cousin Anne?”

¢ Gracious!” exclaimed Miss Manners, I
met John in the hall with a glove in his hand.
I suppose he picked it up somewhere. Men
arc so oareless. I will go and get it.”

“No,” said Cecil, quickly, «“I won't trouble
you; let me go.” And before Miss Anne had
time to speak, she was gone.

It was the last touch of weakness in her
heart, and she could not restrain it. She
wanted to sce him once again, only for a mo-
ment—she was coward enough for that.

The library was very quiet when she opened
the door. There was a bright fire burning in
the grate, and a luxurious arm chair was
drawn up to it, but John Manners had not
seated himself. He was standing upon the
hearth-rug, resting an arm on the mantle-
piece, and looking sadly down at something
he held in his hand. The preoccupied ex-
pression of his face, and the tender pain that
showed itself, made Cecil hesitate one moment.
What was he pondering over? What was it
that had the power to touch him so unwontedly?

It was a glove—a little glove of gray kid,
with tassels of silk, and buttons of pearl; it
was the glove she had come to find; and cven
as she paused, he raised it to his lips, and
kissed it softly, as he might have kissed some-
thing he had loved and lost.

But for that kiss, her pride might have held
her to her old resolve, but the tender sadness
in his eyes, and the tender, sad caress, touched
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her to the quick. It had been hard enough to
go away silent before, but it was harder now—
it was so hard now that it was impossible, and
the next moment she was standing before him,
conquered wholly, and with great, sudden tears
in her eyes.

«] came in quietly, and you did not hear
me,” she explained, impetuously. I came for
my glove, and I saw you kiss it. Did you kiss
it because, after all, you are still generous
coough to care for me? Only answer yes or
no.”

He looked into her proud, brimming eyes.
1le saw the truth there.

“Yes,” he said.

The tears that had been in her eyes fell upon
her cheeks, and slipped away like the tears of
a child.

] have no right to expeot your pardon,” she
began, with a certain proud humilily, and then,
under the latent power of his kindling eyes,
she looked up at him, flushing to her forehead,
and then broke down, and held out both deli-
cate hands, with a little hesitating gesture,
touched with her all-ruling pride.

Only one instant and he had drawn them

against his breast, and so drawn her nearer
and nearer.

“You have no need to ask it,”’ he said, bend-
ing over her. ‘““You have only need to answer
me one question. This little glove, must I
keep it, or restore it to its owner?”

“You must keep it,” she whispered, and
then was drawn close in his strong, imperious,
folding arms.

She did not go back to New York that day,
you may be sure—she did not go back at all to
stay, and Laura did not lose her friend.

¢«But the idea, Cecil,” said the frank little
simpleton, when one day, a few months after,
she was hanging over Mrs. John Manners’
chair, for the better purpose of petting her.
1 always thought you didn’t like Mr. Man-
ners. I never dreamed you would marry him,
of all people in the world.”

Mrs. John raised her lovely, eyes from the
embroidery she held in her fair hands, and
looked across at her husband with a very
charming flush, and an equally charming little
laugh.

+¢Neither did I, my dear,” she said, to Laura.
“I married him in spite of myself.”

«“THERE SHALL BE

NO NIGHT THERE)

BY CHARLES J. PETERSBON,.

Ax orphan child—her mother was dead—
She moaned as she turned on her restless bed.

In biting cold, and with weary feet,

For weeks she had walked the hungry street;
For weeks she had walked, in frost and storm,
With hardly & rag to her shivering form;

And many a time, in the lonely night,

She hud stopped and looked in the windows bright,
Where happy children, in garments gay,

Dauced and laughed in their gleesome play.

And, oh! how she longed for a single word

Of the mother-love that she thouglit she heard;
For she still remembered, through choking teurs,
The beautiful mother, of by-gone years.

But now, for long, long nights she had lain,

The fever of famine in blood and brain.

The storm withous blew sharp and shrill,

And the snow was deep on the window-sill.

From side to side her poor head tost,

And she moaned and moaned of the loved and lost.
There was no one there her pillow to set,

There was none her parching lips to wet,

In all the world there was none her friend.

And the night wore on—would it ever end?

The night wore on, and the morning liroke;
The storm was over; the sufferer woke.

She woke to a realm of warmth and light,
To a glory that duzzled, it was so bright.
And happy children, in garments fair,

Smilingly bade hor a welcome there;

And asked her, with kisses, to join their play-
Sho looked, and lo! she was dressed ns they.

And they led her down, through shady and sheen,
By meadows falr, and by pastures groen,

Where the living fountains of waters rise,

And bloom the lilies of Paradise.

The birds they sang; she had never heard,
She had never dreamed of such song of bird.
Oh! the fragrant flowers, the brilliant skies,
They fitled her soul with an awed sarprisa.
And the far-off city, with walls of light,
That shoune and shone on its jasper height.
And the bands of angels, walking free,

On tho distant battlements fair to see.

Tho wartyrs, known by the palms they hold;
And the harpers harping with harpe of guld.
The pearly gates—as she stood there, dazed
By the blaze of glory on which ahe gazed,
8he heard a voice; and it broke the spell;
'Twas the long-lost mother she knew so well.

Never before had that loved ono dear,

Half so beautiful seemed a8 here.

Tha radiant robe, and the wondrous gruce,

The light in the eye, and the smile on the face,
Tho outstretched arms, and the glad cry, “ Come!
At last, my darling, at last at home.”

And hand in hand, with happy feet,
Together they wont up the golden street.



