MEG’S LOVE.

BY PRANCES HODGSON BURNETT.

SHE finished her letter, thus: before the children’s dinner. The walk will do
*There is a great deal of company in the house, § me good too.”

and everybody is very grand and gay. Dear Val, Just ten' minutes afterwards, Captain Biddulph,

[ hope you won’t think me a disgrace to you, } who had a moment before seated himself on a

when I confess that, sometimes, when I hear; lounge near a window, for the purpose of enter-

them laughing and enjoying themselves in the z taining three nephews of tender age, but

drawing-room below me, I cannot help wishing
that I was grand and gay too, and occasionally%
even feel a little savage about it—not, however, }
because they are rich, so much as because I am
not. Won’t it be nice, Val, when you get that
‘raise,’ and I can come to Paris to you, and we
can live together in one of those tiny suites of )

sanguinary taste, with a story of a ¢ man-eater,”
suddenly paused at the very outset of the
thrilling recital, with the remark:’
“Look here! Suppose we go out, and tell it.
It will sound ever so much worse out of doors.”
There was no hesitation in swallowing the bait.
Six voices—three neices having joined the chorus

apartments, which are like the compartments in } —vociferated ecstatic delight at once.

s work-box. I am sure you would not care how

“Yes, yes. Letus! And then you can show

small the compartments were, so that your house- | how it roared—and everything.”

keeper was Your own Affectionate,

Mec

124

Biddulph got up.
“Come along,” he said, unceremoniously,

There was a floating mist in the flower-like ! taking long strides across the room, as if there
blue of Meg's eyes, as she closed her envelope, { was not & moment to lose. And thus, followed

and secured it with an unnecessary little thump :

of her small fist.
* Because,”” she whispered unsteadily, ¢ there

pever was a brother worth half of Val, and IE

2

can’t help feeling a bit homesick for him, partic-

ularly when those people down stairs make sog

much hilarious fuss. It is the queerest thing,
that laughing, and singing, and dancing should
have such a strange, melsncholy sound, just
because they have to float up a pair of stairs. It
is as if all the fun died out on the way, and there
was nothing left but the sound, without the least
atom of meaning.”” Supporting her pretty, round
chin on the hollow of her palm, her elbow on the
table, she sat still for a minute, and listened.
Some one was singing now, some one with a
delightful, masculine voice, full of music.
“ My love is like the red, red rose,
That's freshly sprung in June;
My love is like the melody,
That's sweetly played in tune,”

And more of like effect, with a great deal of
tenderness and spirit.

“ Ah,” said Meg, softly, as in meditation, ¢ that
is Captain Biddulph.”

Almost directly, however, the closing of the
drawing-room deor shut off Captain Biddulph,
and his song too ; and with a half impatient sigh,
Meg rose.

“Never jnind,” she said. T shall have time
to slip out, and take Val’s letter to the village

by his adoring juvenile rabble, he took his
departure.

It was rather base, the manner in which he
turned upon theaffectionate mob, when he got them
out of doors ; but perhaps it could not be helped.

“I say!’ he exclaimed. ¢ There is Miss
Langdale, on her way to the village. Suppose
we go with her.”” And not regarding in the least
the cries of, ¢ Ah, but the tiger, uncle Eric—the
tiger,”” he followed the slim, black figure, without
more ado.

It was not the easiest thing in the world, to
gain upon her light, springing steps, particularly
with the six protesting at his heels; but he
accomplished the matter, so far as to get within
hearing distance, and then, as was very natural,
Meg turned about, in some astonishment.

¢Children I”” she exclaimed to her pupils.
““Does Mrs. Dalglieth know that you have left
the house? I am afraid—" .

“ Uncle Eric—"" began the chorus.

By this time, Biddulph was at her side, raising
his hat, and looking down into her face.

“She knows they arg, with me,” he said.
“Don’t mind them. They needed exercise—and
so did I.” °

Meg ordered her charges into line, and mar-
shaled them before her, sedately.

¢ If Mrs. Dalglieth knows,’” she answered, ¢ of
course it does not matter.”

(61)
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He was an odd fellow, this Biddulph, certainly.
After all the treacherous diplomacy he had
employed to gain this poor litile imerview', he
scarcely spoke a dozen sentences, either on their
way to the village, or back again; but stalked
along in & brooding kind of silence, only occa-
sionally making a remark. In fact, upon the
whole, he had the effect of rather depressing
Meg’s spirits. “If he is as—as sulky as this,
always,”” was her secret thought, ‘I would rather
have Val, than ten of him.”” And ifit had not been
for the exuberant spirits of the sportive six, who
kept her entirely employed, she would have
found her walk a very neutral-tinted affair,
indeed.

Once, however, a3 they neared home, he did
rouse himself, in quite & remarkable manner;
and it was an innocent question of little Jack
Dalglieih’s, avhich was the means of stimulating
him.

‘ Miss Langdale,” said Jack, who was rather
a confidential friend of his preceptress’s. , ¢ Miss
Langdale, was that letter to Val?”’

“Yes, Jack,” answered Meg, in her pretty,
soft voice. ¢ It was to Val.” :

Then Captain Biddulph roused himself from
his depth of silence and abstraction.

“Val!” he echoed. ¢ That is rather a point-
blank question, isn’t it, Jack? There is an ex-
cellent moral axiom, which remarks that ¢ Boys
should be seen, but not—'"’

Meg stopped him, with a frank, little smile.

““Val is my brother,” she said. ‘" And I often
talk to Jack about him.”
¢Yes,” added Jack. ¢ And heloves her; she
loves him. And he lives in Paris, works very
hard; but when he gets a raise, he is going to
send for her to live with him, and keep housc;
and they will have a little apartment, and go to
the theatre together—’

¢ Never mind, Jack,” said Meg. ¢ We must
not trouble Captain Biddulph. Everybody can-
not be expected to care about it as we do.”

“Care?’ exclaimed Jack’s extraordinary rela-
tive, turning and looking down into Meg’s big,
troubled eyes, with most unnecessary warmth
and fervor in his own.

“Care? If you only knew how unavoidable
it is, that I should care for everything and every-
body connected—’ °

But there he stopped, seeming to oheck him-
self, with a violent effort.

I beg pardon,” he ended. ¢ I amworse than
Jack.”  And looked so gloomy, forthwith, that
Meg was quite perturbed, and was glad of the

The flock, however, had been stabbed in the
most vulnerable part of their armor, and broke
into vigorous protestations of discontent.

««Ah!” they wailed. *“And we have not
heard a word about the tiger—not a word! And
you brought us out on purpose to hear it, uncle
Eric. And now we have to go in! It's just a
shame!” And Jack was goaded into adding,
with true British vigorousness of phrase, that
the state of affairs was ¢ Beastly.”

They had reached the gates, by this time. Bid-
dulph stopped, and regarded the malcontents
reflectively.

“So it is, by Jove!” he remarked. ¢ And if
Miss Langdale will let me come into the school-
room, after you have had your dinner, I will tell
you that story, and another for interest—a fear-
ful one, with & mad elephant in it. I did use the
story as a bait,”” he added to Meg, with frank
grimness. ‘ And it does seem too bad. A little
like ¢ seething the kid in its mother’s milk,’ you
know.”

Meg ran up stairs to her room, to lay aside
her hat, and prepare for the nursery dinner.

¢ A bait !’ she said, touching up her soft, black
hair. ‘¢ Thatwas a queer word to use. A bait!”

And the face on the toilet glass looked back at
her, with a hint of confused amazement, not en-
tirely unmixed with shy pleasure.

This, however, was by no means the first time
that Captain Biddulph bad joined her, in her
walks. He had been in the house longer than
any of the rest of the guests, and his position
was naturally a more established one, being
founded upon the fact of his relationship. Two
months before, he had arrived from Madras, with
bag and baggage, and a native servant who had
occasioned much alarm in the nursery. He was
Mrs. Dalgleith’s only brother, and being of an
amiable and mendacious character, and not averse
to the relation of tragic and diffuse histories of
the most unreliable description, became, at once,
an object of tumultuous admiration to the tender
sex. In her seclusion, in the third story, Meg
heard much of him; but for some days did not
chance to see him. One morning, however, on
going up stairs, Biddulph suddenly found him-
self looking up at a slim, young maiden, in an
unadorned dress of black, made from some soft,
close-clinging, old-fashioned silk. It fell to her
feet, and closed at her slender little throat and
wrists with a prim, white frill. Her hair was
quite black, also, but her face was of a flower-
like fairness, and her eyes reminded him of blue
convolvulus in full bloom. She wasg simply a

excuse of gathering together the strays of her { fresh, innocent girl, of an unusually sweet type,

flock, before entering the grounds.

but she affected him in & manner quite indeserib-
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able. She startled him into forgetting his good
manners. He stopped upon his step, and stared
at her for several seconds, as she stood upon her’s
above him. It was her natural, surprised blush,
which recalled him to himself, and caused him to
pass on, with a rather confused air, and the ¢« beg
pardon,” which is so thoroughly English in its
brusque politeness.

After that, it appeared that he gave himself up
wholly to the wiles of his mob of young relations.
He allowed them to ensnare him into the nursery
and school-room, and to persuade him to accom-
pany them in their walks.

“You are making those children positively un-
bearable, Eric,”” said Mrs. Dalglieth. ¢ If Miss
Langdale were not such a gentle, dear person, I
am sure she would object. You may rejoice that
she is not a middle-aged woman, with theories.”

“I do,” replied Biddulph, quietly.

Meg did not object. She lisiened to the fear-
fully unreliable stories, when they were told in
ber presence, and even went so far as to laugh
at them, though their influence upon geographi-
cal and historical knowledge was scarcely ortho-
dox, and rather tended to people all parts of
India with Thugs, Sepoys, tigers of the ‘‘man-
eating’’ order, and & most exaggeratedly mon-
strous species of boa-constrictor. She did her
@est to keep her flock in order, during these
rambles, and succeeded very creditably, notwith-
standing the fact that their companion frequently
found means to interest her. He was a good
talker, and had also lived an adventurous, emo-
tional life. Sometimes, Meg discovered, during
these strolls, that she was quite happy—happy
in an entirely new way—so light-hearted, as she
was sure she should be, when Val sent for her
to join him in Paris, and play housekeceping in
the tiny apartment. This, however, was not in-
voariably the case, after the first month. After
that time, the bright aspect of affairs changed a
little. A number of visitors arrived, and the
house was gayer below stairs than above. Then,
again, Biddulph began to have queer moods—fits
of silence and abstraction, such as he gave way
to on his walk to the post-office. Sometimes, in
the midst of conversation, he would suddenly sink
into a gloom, not easy to account for, and won-
derfully depressing to Meg.

“ Though, of course,”” she decided, with much
simplicity, * it is no business of mine. It is not
a8 if he was Val. If he was Val, it would be a
different matter, and I should never rest, until
I found out wifat troubled him.” :

Occasional¥y, however, at this juncture, Val
found her letters not quite so bright as was their
wont, and fancying that the root of the trouble

lay in her loneliness and yearning for himself, he
put forth mightier efforts, and economized still
more sternly, in his hopes of attaining the end
he had held in view so long.

“If we were together, she would be happier,”
he would say. It is quite natural that she
should feel the want of pleasure and freedom.”

It was true that she had but few enjoyments
in the course of her young life. The two had
been left desolate ag children, and from seven to
seventeen, Meg had known only the dull, dreary
side of existence, to be found In the cheap board-
ing-school, her poor, little patrimony would pay
for. Val, who was five years her senior, had
gone the treadmill round of a friendless boy’s
mercantile experience, until a turn of good luck
had carried him from a tall, dingy warehouse, in
Londen, to a brighter, if busier, life in Paris.
Up to that time, he had been wont to visit Megin
her prim retirement, and an occasional interview
with her, in the privacy of the stiff, scholastic
parlor, when seated together upon the most un-
pleasant and slippery of horsebair sofas, they
had rather sadly compared experiences and par-
taken in some trepidation of various indigestiblgs
of a cheap kind, supposed to give a festive char-
acter to the meeting. B

After Val's departure to foreign shores, Meg,
but for a certain patient simplicity, which was
one of her sweetest characteristics, would have
sunk into depths of despair; but she had been
80 used to the neglects and uncomfortable tricks
of fortune, that she was a very unexacting young
maiden, indeed. Consequently, after her first
natural days of mourning in secret, she had pro-
ceceded to console herself, to the best of her abil-
ity, and out of this effort had arisen her little
dream of living, as Val’'s housekeeper, at some
fairy future, in the bright, always gay Paris, of
which he wrote, and of whiech, like the rest of
the world, he had become so desperately and
reasonably enamored.

But this had not come to pass yet, and Val was
quite a man, and she had finished her education,
and taken her position as governess to five of the
six rampant, even though well disposed, young
Dalglieths.

So, taking all these things into consideration,
it is mot to be wondered at, that, before sl un-
derstood her danger, she had begun to enjoy the
strolls, and unreliable stories, more than was
quite safe, and to listen with a perilous thrill of
the heart, when the opened door below sllowed
divers sentimental and well-sung masculine
ditties, to float up the staircase to her small,
solitary room.

She did not understand herself, as I say, and
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this arose from the fact that, as far as emotions ?  *“Oh!” she whispered, ¢“and I am unhappy,

were concerned, she had lived the life of & young ( too! I am unhappy, too—though I ought not to

nun, cloister-bred, and consequently was not an | be.”

adept in the matter of sentimental analyzation.] She had never even thought as much before,

And still less did she understand Biddulph. : and having been startled into a feeling, which

Since she found she must not measure him by : forced her to say as much, she had made a great

Val, she could not measure him at all, having no é step. She had advanced to an indirect kind of

other standard, and could only wonder at, pity, { consciousness.

and admire him, by turns. “] am unhappy, too,” she found herself
And yet, she was so far affected by his moods, { repeating, more than once, during her restless

that when, in the afterndon, after their walk, he . hours, that night. *Iam unhappy, too—though

presented himself with his peace-offerings to her ' I ought not to be.”

pupils, he found her in rather a subdued frame ! Perhaps, upon the whole, this very state of

of mind. Instead of sharing the general hilari- % affairs prepared her, a little, for the event which

ousness, she sat apart and sewed; and several | happened the very next day.

times during the thrilling recitals which followed, { In the course of the morning, a message was

the audience were roused to much impatient : brought to the school-room, requesting that the

clamor, by & sudden lull at some interesting cli- i children should be sent down stairs; and this

max, when the story-teller was discovered to be ( request having been complied with, after half an

most unavoidably forgetting himself, and lapsing * hour’sabsence, little Jack Daiglicth rushed in upon

into abstracted silence, instead of attending to ; Mcg, who sat in the bare solitude, awaiting the

the catastropbe on hand; though, fortunately, : return. He bore an expression of indignation

the slim, black-clad figure in the roomy, square- ; and bewilderment commingled.

backed chair, was not once suspected of being i ¢ Look here, Miss Langdale,” he cried. 1

sufficient cause for this remiseness. The fact say, uncle Eric’s gone.”

was, however, that the stories were not upon this ¢ Meg’'s heart seemed to leap up and throb in

occaxion, up to the usual high-water mark of ex- lier throat.

cellence ; and in consequence of this deficiency, { ¢ Gone!” she echoed.

the audience was more easily disposed of. ¢ “Yes,” in a staccato, which threatened to ter-
“ Let's go and play ‘ storming of Dellii,’”” said ; minate ignominously in tears. ¢ Gone! And

young Jack, at last, in some discontent. ‘ And ! that was why we were wanted down stairs—to

we can pretend that uncle Eric is Nana Sahib.”” | —to say good-bye to him. Oh, look here. It'sa
But Biddulph did not seem to hear this final, { —it's a beastly shame !
interesting proposition, ¢ D-don't say ¢ beastly shame,” Jack,” faltered

““Yes,” he said, absently. ¢ Go and storm { Meg. *It's—it's improper.”
Delhi, there’s amiable youngsters. I am used She got up, feeling quite unsteady upon her
up, rather.” { feet. ¢ Waita minute,’”’ she said. ¢TIl be back
Then he left his chair, and went over to Meg; { directly. I—forgot something.”” And she fled
stood by her for a few seconds, without spenking. ; precipitately to the friendly shelter of her own
“You think that I am a sullen fellow,” he . room. When she returned, after a rather pro-
said, at length. . longed stay, Mrs. Dalglieth was in the room,
It was so sudden, and his voice had 80 odd and ¢ consoling the wounded and bewailing six.
soft a tone of reproach and appeal, that Meg's { <« It is very sudden,” she said, good naturedly,
tender heart started violently. She lifted her 'to Meg. * And Captain Biddulph has allowed
face; her lips parted, her eyes troubled and half | them so many liberties, that they feel they have
alarmed. She did not know what to say, even | a right to protest. They don’t understand the

if he had given her time to say anything, which { exigency of the case. Miss Marian Biddulph

he did not. appears to them a very insufficient reason to offer
‘«I am an unhappy fellow,” ho added, in o ( for a neglect of themselves.”

stranger tone still.  “An unhappy fellow!” | Meg tried to smile.

And he turned round, and strode out of the;‘ “They were very fond of him,” she said.

room. i “Oh! yes,' answered Mrs. Dalglizth, ¢« that

Meg's work slipped from her hands, and fell ' was very natural. He spoils them in the most
upon the floor. When she had stooped to pick ( bare-faced and shameful manner. Perhape. on
it up, her eyes were wide and wet, and she felt : the whole, it is as well that Mfs Biddulph
that her chin quivered, in a helpless, childless f arrived in London, hefore he had time to compass
fashion. { their moral destruction, altogether. Having heen
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a belle and a beauty, it hardly seems probable that { < You ridiculous boy,” she answered. ¢1It’s
she will let him begin again, when he brings her ; because I've grown. Iam ever so much older—
here, as his bride, to present her to us, in May. : years and years older than I was, when you went
We have been informed that she does not like g away, and of course I've grown.”

ehildren at all.” ¢¢ Naturally !’ responded Val. ¢ But then you

There could be no further misunderstanding. ; have no need to cry, if you kave grown.”

Meg went through the regular morning routine, 3  * Oh,” said Meg, with a superior air, « that's
asif she had been in some vague, desolate dream. | nothing, I cried because I was so glad to see
When at last it was over, and the children leR : you, and because—" rather feebly, «“I was so
her alone, the tremor she had been struggling " happy.”

against, became too strong for her. The room: She did not ery again, however, when he told
seemed terribly empty, as she walked to the . her the reason of his coming, which certainly was
window, and stood there. : reason enough for being happier still.

“Why should I care?” she said. ¢ If it had % «] have come for you,” he answered. ¢ They
been Val I had lost, I should have the right to { have given me the ¢ raize,” and you are to sce
be miserable; but ag it is—"" And before she : Paris at last, Meg. I have even engaged the
fully realized the power of the feeling, which had : apartments—up four pairs of stairs, and with
seized upon her, she was so far overcame by it, ; more bright tin things in the cuisine, than the
a2 to burst into a strange passion of tears. %mind of man can possibly conceive uses for.

It was a kindly chance, by which, just at this | Also, a little waxed and shining salon, with red
juncture Fortune was reminded of her existence. | plugh chairs, and a card-table, and a mirror, and
The mornings spent among books and slates, and ( the most gorgeous gilt clock and candlesticks that
the long constitutional walks became such flavor- : high art could be accountable for. Wait until
less affairs, and the laughter and gaiety in the ! you see them I”
perlors floated out and up the stairs, with such { In three daysshe did see them, and in a weck's
added dreariness of sound, sometimes, Meg felt | time she had settled down, so far as actually to
that she could not bear the monotony of her fate ; realize that she, herself—the Meg of so much past
much longer, and fortunately she was not called , dreariness—was mistress of all these splendors,
upon to do s0. : ¢ She could not have helped being happy, even if

One afternoon, without having received any ( she had tried, aud she certainly did not try.
previons warning, she was called down stairs to | Being of an unselfish and loving nature, she
see s visitor. The visitor was a stalwart, delight- | made a brave cffort to subdue any little pangs of
ed-looking young man, who opened his armws as * memory she might feel in secret, and was so
soon as she entered the room. { bright and cheering a presence, and so constantly

“Meg .’ he cried out, with jubilant, grand E grateful, that Val felt himselt really an individual
eloquence.  “ Behold me! At last—at last!” | to be &nvied.

Megz ran at him with a little gasp of joy; sub-{ It is worth a man’s while to try to please
mitted to his ecstatic embrace; and, rather to his g Meg,” he said, to his sworn friend and ally, a

bewilderment, burst into tears again. { brisk, little American matron, and writer of spicy
“Oh, Val!’ ghe said. *Good Val! Dear ; news-letters. ¢ She is always so delightful, and
Val! Jsit you?”’ ’ so willing to take things as they come.”

To his mental picture of their meeting, Vals Mrs. Harrowly, who was the typical American
had imagined her doing ard saying all manner " of n class—indefatigable in the matter of work,
of things, but he had never once thonght of such ' having wit, good nature and friends in abundance

8 state of affairs as this, in which she scemed, ' —took an affectionate faney to Meg at once.
somehow, unlike the Meg of his affectionate fancy, ~ She climbed up the four flights of stairs t_o bid
and actually cried, instead of laughed. « her welcome, before she had been two days in her

He managed to disentangle himself from her, | new home; and having thus virtually adopted
%0 far as to admit of his regarding her at half - her, never relaxed her cheery kimhu:ss. ﬁhe
arm’s length. " gave her two bhoys into her charge as music pupils,

“Look at the girl!” he exclaimed. ¢ She’s ' and lent to their lessons the nature of delightful
erying. Why. Meg, what does thia mean? You : family entertainments. She petted Mf‘g, intro-
don’t look jolly at all! You—T verily believe " duced her to the people she, horself,' liked best,
You sre pale! And—is it possible you are thin! and gave her excellent advicel, which was the
No. I won’t believe it of you!” ' : result of her own experience, in the matter‘of

Then. very naturally, Meg’s lnughter dried her  small economies of housekee;'aing and dress.  She
weak-minded little gush of tears.  was rather a hard-worked little woman, and by
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no means a rich one, but she made the most of
all possibilities of exhiliration and amusement,
and shared the results with her friends
generously.

It was quite natural, that, such being the case,
she should not be entirely guiltless of concocting,
in secret, occasional little plans for the furthering
of her pet protégé’'s interest.

¢ She is the kind of girl, who ought to have
the happiest description of love story,” she said,
with serious good nature to Val. A nice little
romance, with the bloom on, and ending in a
natural, sweet way. For Meg to remain unmar-
ried, or to marry mistakenly, would be the
height of ihconsistency.”

But though Meg became very popular indeed,
and was openly admired by the many young

.weilders of pen and brush, who frequented Mrs.

Harrowly’s bright salon, her friend was just a
little surprised, to find her far from being as
susceptible as she had hoped. Meg was always
charming, always sweet-tempered, always ready
to make the best of everybody; but she showed
not the slightest sign of & preference,

““Which really ¢ a bit odd, considering that
she is such a soft, kind, little thing, and that they
all like her so, and’ pay her such attention.”
Mrs. Harrowly commented mentally. ¢ There is
Howard Ferris, for instance—if I was not mar-
ried, and was young, I am sure I could be fond
of Howard Ferris, myself. And Phil Leslic
admires her desperately—and that little poem of
Glyndon’s, about ‘the convolvulvus blue of hLer
eyes,’” was too lovely for anything, I am certain,”

But there came a time, when Mrs, Harrowly
comprehended all. .

This, however, was not until Meg had been
with Val quite a year, Had in fact, become quite
an old Parisian, knowing where to buy things,
and when to resist all fascinations, and how to
avoid being imposed upon to an umlimited
extent.

1 have made,” she said to Val, one morning,
¢“the most lovely dress you can imagine, to wear
at Mrs. Harrowly’s party, to-night.”

““You are a worldly young person,” said Val.
““ And given up to tiring of the hair and adorning
of thebody. Thisis the third ¢most lovely dress,’
I have been called upon to imagine this winter.”

Meg made a little face, and sbrugged her
shoulders, in the most approved French style.

It is blue,”” she proceeded, ¢ turquoise blue,
and it is soft, fine Chinese crépe. And I have
blue convolvulus for my hair.”

‘¢ Earthly vanities of the most lowering descrip-
tion,” said Val, lugubriously. ¢ A saddening
spectacle indeed.”

But when she came out of her reom, at night,
all soft, lovely blue, from head to foot, even to her
trim, little shoes, it must be confessed, that he
was guilty of exhibiting something, very like the
unbecoming admiration of an unregenerate spirit.

“By Jove!” he said, walking round her.
““How blue it is, and how prettily it falls. Only
—1I say, Meg, isn't it rather—scems to me gar-
ments of that order used to stand out more.”

¢« Stand out more !’ echoed Meg, in high dis-
dain, ¢ <Used.” How degradingly like a man.
Don’t you know that a girl of any style
whatever, would sooner be dead than wear
things that stood out mow. 1t isn’t the fashion
atall. Thatstyle went out ages ago. Completely.
Pooh I with a fine wave of her hand. ¢ Stand
out "

«“Ah,” said Val, reflectively. ¢«That's it, is
it? Well, at any rate, this has a very astounding
effect.”” And he tucked her under his arm, and
escorted her down the four flights, to the fiacre,
which, for a consideration of one franc and
a-half, was to convey them to the festive scene.

Mrs. Harrowly, who had a positive faculty
for entertaining, stood near the door of her not
too long salon, and received each guest with the
kind of greeting he or she was sure to like best.
Meg she kissed warm-heartedly.

“ Go, and show yourself to the boys, I beg,”
she said. ¢ 1 have actually been guilty of
letting them remain in the room. Maurice
already affects o blasé air, and is criticizing
toilette. He says he is sure you will be prettier
than any of the rest—and so you are,” in a
pleased whisper. ’

Accordingly, Meg reported herself to her
pupils, who were fine and fearfully sharp infants,
of ten to twelve years of age.

¢ Ah,” commented Maurice, the elder. I
knew you would look like that—different from
all the others, you know. I told mamma so.
That dress looks as if it had been made out of a
flower,” with all the amiable audacity and
candor of youth.

“Thank you,” said Meg.

Being unaffectedly partial to these innocents,
she remained with them for some time, and al-
lowed them to entertain her to the best of their
by no means limited ability, until the appearance
of their mother, who finally presented herself, in
the best of spirits, as usual.

. %I came to tell you,” she began, ¢that, to-
night, I hope to present my English lion to you.”

“ A lion !”” cricd the younger infant. ¢ A lion
that roars, mamma? He would frighten the
ladies.”

Mrs. IHarrowly laughed.
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¢« He will
For,

¢ He will roar you,””’ she quoted.
rear you as gently as any sucking dove?’

big as he is, I vouch for his being the most

amiable in the whole menagerie.”

“Mamma,” asked the more experienced
Maurice, *“ do you mean the big Englishman, with
the red moustache ?’

painted on the blue satin @ her fan; and then
lifted her eyes to Biddulph, who was regarding
her with a look she knew too well.

¢ May I git down !’ he asked, at length, in a
low voice.

She made room for him, trying to smile again,
but this time finding no reason to be surprised at

“Jt is not red,” laughing ag.ain. “It is the ; her success, and so being betrayed into makinga
exact shade Miss Broughten chooses for her; blunderinglittle speech, which was more innocent

heroes. It is ‘tawny,” which I consider a very
happy thought. And you are a most objection-
able boy, Maurice, to call it anything else.”

At this point, however, she was called away,
by the entrance of a fresh arrival, and =so
Maurice was left to take up the thread of the
conversation.

“He is very nice,” he gaid. * We like him

than she knew.

¢ Mrs. Biddulph is not with you?”’ she said.

He turned to look her full in the eyes.

“There is no Mrs. Biddulph,” he answered ;
and so sat down.

It was of little use to try to look serene, and
profesa to be only genteely interested. Such an
attempt might have succeeded under different

very much. He is an officer, and fought in the ¢ circumstances, but the moment that Biddulph -

Indian mutiny. He told us about the Sikhs and {

Sepoys.”

¢« He was wounded three times,” cried Lewis,
in trinmphant appreciation of such exceptional
good luck. ¢ He has a sabre cut on his wrist.
Maurice! Maurice! There he comes!”

Naturally, Meg glanced towards the door. A
tall man had just entered, and stood near Mrs.
Harrowly, who was talking vivaciously. The
boys so far forgot their dignity as to break away,
without ceremony, and rush towards the new
comer. But as they did so, Mrs. Harrowly led
him forward in the direction of Meg’s corner.

“Captain Biddulph—"’ she began.

The introduction was not completed. Mrs.
Harrowly was surprised into breaking into an
exclamation of pleasure.

“Why,” she said, I am sure you know each
other.”

‘“Yes,” answered Biddulph.
other.”

o~

seated himself at her side, Meg felt that such a
course would be a signal failure here.

“There is no Mrs. Biddulph,” he repeated.
¢ May I tell you why?”’

It was one of the fine features of the case, that
neither of them saw the odd side of it. Would it
wasall over! At the time, there seemed no oddity
about it, at all—nothing but an almost tragic
seriousness in their meeting thus, without a
moment’s warning, and entering at cnce, as by
instinct, into the subtleties of each others moods,
taking all things for granted as they came. Even
against this startlingly, unexpected question, it
did not once occur to Meg to protest. She only
looked across the room at Val, talking to an
exuberant artist with flowing locks, and faltered
forth an absurd, palpitating little ¢ Yes.”” And
then heard him from beginning to end. )

«It is because my engagement to my cousin

« We know each ; was & poor farce, which began in folly, and ended

in repentance. It began when we were little

There was an almost desperate appeal in the { more than children, and heaven only knows how
look he gave Meg, as he held out his hand to her. ; it dragged on its lingering existence so long. I

It was as if he had said, * pity me.”
smile, as she extended her little, kid glove, was
80 calm, that it surprised herself.

““We met in Middlesex,” she said.
Biddulph is Mrs. Dalglieth’s brother.”

What was said next, even Mrs. Harrowly
scarcely knew, but being blessed with the most
active of wits, she said something, which covered
the hurt of discomfort she, herself, felt at once.
A few minutes she remained with them, and was
bright and voluble enough to support them under
the nrst shock. Presently, however, she retired
with ease, and carried les enfants terribles with
her.

Then ensued a pause, in which Meg first locked
for a second, or so, at the lilies of the valley,

¢ Captain

But Meg's |

think we learned at last almost to hate each other.
Do you remember that I told you I was an
unhappy fellow? Well, it was true, and it was
true, because, while I was bound to one woman,
1 passionately loved another. When I went to
London, I went because I had made up my
mind to speak the truth, like a man, instead of
playing the dallying coward longer. I knew
what Marian Biddulph’s feelings were, and she
proved their nature herself. When we met, she
had a story of her own to tell, and she did not
hesitate to tell it coolly enough. It was always
her way to carry matters with a high hand.
She had landed a prize, who suited her needs,
better than I did, snd she told me so. I had
been free all the time, if I had only known it.
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That was my punjghment. And that is why
there is no Mrs. Biddulph with me, to-night.”

Meg still kept her cyes fixed on Val, holding
on to him, as a sort of safeguard.

Biddulph went on, determinedly.

“ When I went back to the Dalglieth’s,”” he said,
¢ you were gone; and Jack had lost the address
you had given him. Otherwise, I should have
found you before.”

I wrote once, and received no answer to my
letter,”” faltered Meg. ¢ And I mesant to have
written again, but—but—"’

“It would have saved me a year’s misery, if
you bad,” he returned.

Then he looked across at Val, himself.

¢Is that your brother ?”’ he asked.

““Val,"” she replied. ¢ Yes, that is Val.”

He rose, quite suddenly.

« Will you introduce me to him ?”’

She was beginning to answer, when he stopped
her, with a quick, light gesture,

«“Wait a minute,” he said, in an agitated
voice, ‘“and think it over. If you say ‘no,’ I
shall bid Mrs. Harrowly good-night, and go
away, and not trouble you any more. If you
say ‘yes—'"

He paused and waited. Meg caught her breath
with a soft, little gasp. But the next minute she
turned her face upwards, bravely, looking like &
young rose in bloom.

“Will you go?"’ he whispered.

¢Yes,” she answered, and rose to her feet,
and laid a soft, impulsive hand, lightly upon his
arm. :

OLD AND NEW.

BY B8ARAH

DOUDNEY.

'Twas only a year ago, love,
Tu the balmy summer-time,
That I lingered in tho churchyard
Till the bells began to chime;
On a quiet Sunday morning,
‘When the air was still and sweet,
1 sat dreaming in the sunlight,
‘With the grass about my feet,

It was fall a year ago, love,
And the scene is far away,
Yet here, amid our busy life
I dream old dreams to-day;
The bells are chiming, chiming,
Through the crowded, city street,
But I linger in the sunlight
‘With the grass about my feet,

Oh, the pigeon cooed above me
In a soft and sleepy tune;
From a hundred cottage-gardens
Came the musky breath of June;
But my thonghts went straying, straying,
To & crowded city street;
And my tears fell in the sunlight,
On the grass about my feet.

I am blest beyond all visions
That my foolish girlhood knew;

I bave found your love so tender,

" And your trust in God so true;

But the old days seem the fajrest
‘When we half forget thefr pain,

And you must not blame me, darling,
If I dream old dreams again.

o~

«REQUIESCAT IN PACE.

BY HATTIE DEFREESE.

80 calm he sleeps, so still, so deep,
* Nor hears the river ripples creep,
Nor spring winds murmur by,
Nor sees the shadowy clouds, that pass
Above the daisy-printed grass,
Across the sunny sky.

The mock-bird trills his tenderest lays,
Amid the drooping willow’s sprays,
That roof his low domain;
Baut, though the thrilling notes of love
Be sweet as seraph song above,
Ho heedoth not the strain.

The mild-eyed hare, wm:\timid tread,
Creeps where the sunlit shadows spread
Above his peaceful breast.

The wood-dove makes its plaintive moan,
About his couch, so low and lone,
Yet tranquil is his rest.

In hues of love the roses blow,
And hawthorn showers its fragrant snow,
And larks soar to the skies;
The freshening spring greens all the lea,
The singing wavea dance to the sea,
Yet all unmoved he lies.

Thus, heeding naught of wind or wave,

Of song or bloom above his grave,
He slecps—while T—ah, me!

Oft cheerless walk life’s weary way,

‘With fainting heart, that needs must pray,
To rest as celm as he.,

’




