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BY FANNIBEB HODGSON BURNKETT.

I MAY be mistaken. Perhaps I am. It is very
possible.  Human nature is frail, and liable to
mistake. But, if such be the onse, I am mis-
taken—I am very much mistaken, indced. That
is all I have to say.

The first time I saw the girl, I distrusted her.
I am not slow at forming estimates of character,
and I formed an estimate of hers without hesita-
tion, She impressed me unpleasantly. She did
vot belong to the class of young ladies whom I
had been accustomed to meet. She was, I regret
to say, exceedingly unlike them in every respect.

I met her at the house of my friend, Mrs.
Abercrombie, upon whom I called on business
connected with our church. She was Mrs. Aber-
crombie’s niece, and was spending the summer
with her.

I had been ushered into the room, and wns
sitting there awaiting my friend's arrival, when
I heard the sound of feet, and the rustling sweep
of an extravagantly long dress in the hall, and
then she—this young woman—opened the door,
and stood upon the threshold, looking at me with
a very eingular and unpleasant expression in
her eyes. 1 say unpleasant, because, after her
first glance of surprise at finding me there, one
might almost have fancied that she discovered
some cuuse for amusement in my personal ap-
pearance, or manner of regarding her. Possibly
it was the latter, for it must be confessed that I
looked at her with very strong sentiments of dis-
approval. I had heard of her repeatedly since
her arrival, and was, to some extent, prepared
to be tried and rasped, but I was not prepared
for such sinful absurdity as I saw before me.
We are a quiet people at Brentham, we have
quiet tastes, and are averse to waste and selfish
lavishness, consequently Miss Abercrombie was
a revelation. The dress she wore upon this oc-
casion, & combination of violet and gray silks,
was a reckless outrage of reason and economy.
It was cut according to the wildest caprice of
fashion ; it was puffed, and slashed, and plaited ;
it trailed its rich length upon the floor in & man-
ner to make one shudder, in 8 mauner, in my
eyes, absolutely wicked. And not only the dress,
but the wearer herself, impressed me unfavor-
ably. I saw, at a glance, that oar select little
social circle at Brentham would not be improved
in tone by Miss Abercrombie’s introduction to it.
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Other people might (as I have often heard them.)
admire her cool readiness and self-possessed fear-
lessness of manner. Isaw in it nothing but a
self-confidence, far too well assured to be either
well bred or pleasant.

It was several seconds before politeness seem-
ed to suggest to her that I might expect ber to
sny something, and when she spoke, her attempt
at composure was more unpleasant than her half
smile,

1 beg pardon,” she said, “I thought Mrs.
Abercrombie was here.” .

« T am waiting for Mrs. Abercrombie myself,’”
1 said, rather stifly, as I half rose from my seat.
¢« Miss Jerningham ?”’

She was obliged to advaunce, then, as I intend-
cd to make her. Having seen this much of her,
I determined to see more, and to judge for my-
gelf as to the truth of what rumor had said of -
her fascinations and personal beauty.

«Thank you,’ she said. ¢ And I am Sara
Abercrombie.”

She dragged her preposterous train across the
room, and sat down where the light fell upon
her face, and I could see her well. I scrutinized
her closely as she talked, during the interval
which elapsed before Mrs. Abercrombie's en-
trance. I had heard so much enthusiastic non-
sense ahout the peculiar beauty of American wo-
men, about their “type’’ and its charm, and so
forth, that, as I have said, I thought I would
judge for myself. Well, the enthusiasm was ab-
surd enough, if ehe was a fair specimen of her
class. She was neither tall nor imposing. She
was barely of middle height, in the first place,
and her figure was slender and girlish. Her skin
was colorless and smooth, not an English com-
plexion at all. She had large, peculiar purplish
gray eyes, whose lashes were too black and too
long, though I have since heard that her admir-
ers considered them one of her chief beauties;
her hair was brown, and suspiciously abundant,
and her mouth was nothing in particular. There
were 8 dozen girls in Brentham, who, to my
mind, were.more reasonably entitled to be called
beauties, and yet these givls were always most
incousistently thrown into the background when
Sara Abercrombie made her appearance. Cer-
tainly she exerted no fascinating power over me.
I had not altered my opinion & whit when my
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call was over, and I left the house. I saw her
exactly as she was, an ordinary young woman,
who was too sure of herself, and too sure of be-
ing inconsistently admired upon all occasions
without deserving it.

The subsequent conduct of Brentham surprised
me beyond measure. Mrs. Abercrombie’s niece
became an absolute fashion even among the most
sensible and refined pcople. She was invited
everywhere ; she was petted, and actually feted.
Ordinarily well behaved and well regulated girls
tried to model themselves upon her; and though
it must be confessed they failed signally, the
effect upon society was bad. There was not a
young man in our best circles who did not openly
avow his admiration for her, and the old ones
were quite as bad. The worst of it was, that
the girl never actually committed herself. She
was crafty enough to keep cool, and not allow
her head to be turned by the general adulation.
She absorbed it, one might say, certainly she
made no outward sign of any special enjoyment
of it. But I for one, was not tn be deceived by
her quiet manner. Her ruling passion was am-
bition, and it was a passion grasping at every-
thing. She was ambitious of conquest, of fame;
and it was not long before I discovered that this
was not all.  As Mrs. Abercrombie’s niece and
guest, her social position at Brentham was. a se-
cure one. She was accepted as a delightful fact,
and people forgot to ask questions. It was only
known that her home was in America, and that
after her visit, she would return there. What-
ever my own doubts about her were, I said
nothing. As far as she was concerned, I was an
outsider. After our first few meetings, her man-
ner toward me was studiously cold and indif-
ferent. I even thought she avoided me. Perhaps
she saw that I understood her, and rated her
rightly. But notwithstanding her clever secre-
tiveness, she betrayed herself, greatly to my sur-
prise, I admit, and all the more to my surprise,
because she betrayed herself to me.

Calling upon Mrs. Abercrombie, one morning,
I found her niece looking pale and heavy-eyed,
and commented upon this fact.

¢ You do not appear well,”” I said, without
going beyond cool civility in my expression of
interest. ¢ You are pale to haggnrdness.”

She answered me, with » quiet smile.

«] have been trying to do too much at once,”
she said. “1 have been trying to serve two
masters.”

1 did not look at her as other people invariably
did, with an eager expectation of hearing some-
thing brilliant as an explanation. I merely re-
plied, coolly,

«J do not quite understand.” ‘

[ have beeu doing at night the work I left
undone in the day; and it is as Aunt Gwyneth
prophesied it would be. I have broken down a
little.”

“The work !"’ I said.
stand yet.”

She colored slightly.

¢ Possibly not,”” she returned. ¢I refer to my
newspaper work—the letters, and other articles,
it is my business to write, as a means of liveli-
hood.” This last as coolly as if it was the most
commonplace statement in the world.

“Is it possible that you mean literary work ?”
I said, in some astonishment. ¢ Do your parents
allow —-""

‘T have no parents,” she answered. ¢ IfI had,
it is quite probable that I shouid not be obliged
to earn my bread and butter by literary hard
work. It is hard work, I regrettosay. Iam not
o genius.”

Before I left the house, I had the whole story.
For the three or four years which had elapsed
since her father's death, she had been earning
ler living in a most singular manner; a manner
singular and startling, indeed, to quiet English
people. She had been writing for newspapers
and periodicals, and she had actually been living
entirely alone in the room her father had occu-
pied during bis lifetime. I wondered what Breu-
tham would think when it heard the truth.

How it was that she had so far t'orgottet}her
usual wariness as to tell me all this, I could not
understand at first ; but, when I thought the mat-
ter over, I comprehended her motive. She had
balanced things in a scale of her own, and then
had made her move. She had balanced the
chance of Brentham's being somewhat shocked,
against the chance of its being charmed and ex-
cited by a novelty, and she had decided that she
could afford to tell the truth to me, and leave me
to tell it to others. That was what her pretence
at indifferent frankness meant.

That week the Chetwyns came home. Mr.
and Mrs. Chetwyn, the children, and Mr. Miles
and Catharine, who were so much older than the
rest, that we could not class them among them.
Every small place has its great family, and the
Chetwyns were Brentham’s. They were the rich-
est people, and the most influential in every
respect. They had the lovelicst house, and the
most elegant surroundings. Altogether, they were
people to be envied. A great deal might be said
in a description of them, but my version of this
story has to do only with Mr. Miles, and I
scarcely intend to describe him. ‘I will only say
that he was & strikingly handsome man; that he

¢ 1 do not think I under-
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was ;vitly and popular, and that he inherited a
vast fortune from a hachelor uncle, an Indian
nabob, who had died at the time of his young
relative’s majority.

Any clear-sighted individual can easily imagine
what I am going to tell them. From the moment
that Sara Abercrombie met this young man, she
had but one object in view. As she had set her
mind upon winning Bremtham, so she set her
mind upon winning him. Certainly, she worked
well, and steadfastly. The first time the two had
seen each other, was at an evening party, on
which occasion I, myself, was one of the guests.
When Sara Abercrombie entered the room, Mr.
Miles was standing near me. I had been speak-
ing to him about Catharine, who was not well.
And so it chanced that his back was turned to
the door, when Sara Abercrombie came in. I
remember that at the time I was not sorry that
such was the case. The girl always entered a
room with a little stir and flutter about her,
ridiculously like unconscious applause from every-
body, and this was revolting to me. This even-
ing she wore white, and harebells really exqui-
site. The slender-stemmed gray-blue blossoms
looked scattered all over her dress; and when
she was half-way across the parlor, Mr. Miles
saw her in the mirror behind me, and he quite
started.

* Who—who is that ?"’ he asked me.”

“That " T echoed, rather drily. ¢¢That is in-
defirfite, Mr. Miles.”

Then I saw that their eyes had met in the glass.
Both were coloring a little, and Saras Abercrom-
bie was turning her face away.

*The girl with harebells on her dress, and
harebells on her eyes. What & new emotion in
the way of young women !”’

«Oh!”’ said I, patting up my eye-glass.
‘¢ Harebells on her dress! Reaslly, there is no
young lady who wears harebeils but Sara Aber-
crombie.”

*“Then I mean Sara Abercrombie,”’ he an-
swered.”’

“Well,” I said, ‘Sara Abercrombie is an
American; a young person with a voecation, I
believe. A newspaper correspondent.’

He looked a little surprised, as I expeoted. I
might say that he looked a little dashed, as if the
idea suggested was too novel and striking to be
exactly agreeable to him. ‘

1 should scarcely have thought it,” he eaid,
smiling, afier a pause. ¢ And yet it is absurd to
say such a thing. Why should not & pretty femi-
nine woman do such work, and do it all the
better because she is graceful and feminine? It
is astonishing how easy it is for a man to be s bit

of & snob where women are concerned, Miss
Jerningham. How unconsciously one seis little
laudmarks for them, and feels slightly shaken at
seeing them overstepped. A woman who is cou.
rageous really needs the best and highest order
of courage.”

I said nothing. I knew what his words sig
nified. If Sara Abercrombie had been fifty, and
stiff, and thin, he would not have been so ready
to apologize unnecessarily for his secret aud mo-
mentary revulsion of feeling. He would not
have been ashamed of it on my account. He
would bave thought me a silly woman, who might
have found something more womanly to do.

Of course, it was not twenty minutes before [
saw him standing on the opposite side of the
room, bowing before the white dress and hare-
bells. Sara Abercrombie had intended that he
should do it, and he did it. She had also in-
tended that he should, somehow or other, fall
quite naturslly into the first place in her little
retinue ; that he should find himself amused and
pleased in & new way ; that he should listen with
evident delight to what people called her witty
speeches; and as she had determmined that this
should happen, it did happen, under ber clever
arrangement.

There is no denying she had & cleverness of
her own—a quickness, & readiness of speech,
often a way of appearing to think decply, and
always a kind of daring wit, which, upon the
whole, was, perhaps, more daring than wit. A
bright, delicate face; a face which at least gives
its admirers an idea of girlish delicacy and
brightness, and a pair of languishing eyes, soften
o mad speech wonderfully.

That very night I heard her make a speech o
Miles Chetwyn, such as any well-regulated Bren-
tham girl would have trembled at the thought of.

*The thing which strikes me as forcibly as
any other, is the number of gloomy, respectable
people I meet in the streets,” she said, looking
up at him with mock gravity and concern. * Are
gloom and respectability inseparable in England ?
And if they are, is it imperative that one should
be respectable ?"’

From that night it was painfully apparent that
Mr. Miles was completely in her power. His
attentions were of the most marked and open
character. To my surprise, the whole family
appesred to share his admiration of her. Caths-
riue was nothing short of foolishly enthusiastie,
and both Mr. and Mrs. Chetwyn seemed charmed.
In fact, their conduct was incomprehensible to
sensible, untouched persons. I had never seen
anything fascinating in the girl. It was evident,
however, that they did, or fancied they did, for
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they were countinually invitiug her to their
house, and :ﬂrmuging little entertainments for
her benefit. Brentham was gayer that summer
than it had ever been before. I once heard a
young man, a8 member of one of our best families,
say, ‘“ We ought to be very grateful to you, Miss
Abercrombie. You are the leaven which has
leavened the whole lump.”” Certaianly, they were
ready enough to give her credit.

But, as I have already said, she was clever and
cautious enough to be quiet. She always laughed
at such remarks—a low, little laugh, which was
considered very pretty and musical. She was
too wise to show that she enjoyed her triumphs,
or thought of them as triumphs at all. Iler man-
ner toward Mr. Miles was the perfection of high
art. In his presence she was bright, ready-
witted, and sympathetic. She was never shy or
awkward, and never eager. She neither seemed
1o wait for his attentions, nor to demand them.
It was as if she accepted themn quite frankly,
without asking herself what they signified. Only
a person who understood her, and saw below the
surface of that quiet little air of self-respecting
womanliness, as I did, could have seen in her
what I saw—the cool-headed, stealy working
for the attainment of the object she never lost
sight of.

¢ You are not a shy person, Miss Abercrom-

bie," I said to her, once. *¢There are few young '

women who are so perfectly at ease in the socicty
of gentlemen as you are. Really, you ought to
congratulate yourself upon your self-possession.”

She had a habit of drawing berself up a little,
and turning, to confront me fully when I ad-
dressed her; and she did it then. Her great
eyes setiled themselves upon mine in an odd,
steady way, which was by no means becoming,
or well-bred.

« Can you tell me why I should be less per-
fectly at ense in the society of gentlemen than in
that of women ?"’ she said. ‘¢ Is there any rea-
son why I should? I am afraid I am shamefully
ignorant.”

That was her hard, bold way. There was no
shrinking modesty about her. She was as open
and undisturbed in her demeanor toward the
men who were in love with her, as she was to-
ward the children who were fond of her, and who
really were inf ted, like every one else. Ihad
no patience with her well-acted pretences. But
really this is not exactly what I intended to say.
I have been led astray by the strength of my
feelings.

It began to be quite evident that Mr. Miles
Chetwyn had not only made up his mind to sacri-
fice himself to his infatuation, but that he had

made it up quite in accordance with the feelings
of his friends and family, and we were expecting
every day to hear of the engagement being an-
nounced, when sowething new occurred.

I have always believed that when Mrs. Chet-
wyn gave the particular party at which this oc-
currence took place, she gave it with the inten-
tion of allewing her son a pleasant opportunity
to offer himself to Sara Abercrombie. She was
pascionately fond of her children, ard Mr. Miles
was her idol. She adored him, and really he
was a8 romanlically attached to ner as she wag
to him. She had married early and was a young
and beautiful woman sti:l. "+ When I meet a wo-
man as pretty and charmir s, I will lay myself at
her feet,”” Mr. Miles 1.8 oeen heard to say, and
bhe was just the sort of young fellow to be in
earnest. .

He looked very much in earnest the evening
of the party. He could scarcely bear to leave
Sara Abercrombie’s side, and his eyes followed
her everywhere. His soul was in them, too, and
I had never seen him look a handsomer man. I
saw his mother smiling, in a tender fashion, as
she observed him, and more than once he ex-
changed glances with her, and smiled too.

Juet before supper, I was sitting near the open
door of one of the parlors, when Catherine Chet-
wyn came in, laughing, and spoke to Miss Aber-
crombie, who was turning over a book of en-
gravings.

+*8arn,”’ she said, *you will be obliged to go
up stairs for & moment, and let the children see
you. They say they want to look at your party-
dress. Cedric and Robert are sitting at the head
of the nursery-stairs, and stoutly refuse to go to
bed until they have seen you. They won't be
bribed even with cake. Ceddie says you promised
you would have a white dress, with roges all over
it, and Bob says he told you he preferred lilies
of the valley. Jones has retired in high indig-
nation, because she can do nothing with them.”

- Then I must go,” said Sara, laughing also.
1 must apologize to Bob, for only having the
lilies in my bouquet. His turn will come next."

Catherine passed out into another room, and
Sara Abercrombie went up stairs, her eyes shining
in & queer way, and a color on her cheeks almost
like a delighted blush. As I have said, she was
ambitious in everything, she wag even eager for
the admiration of these absurd children.

I drew the engravings toward me, and began
to turn them over, but it was not long before [
was interrupted. Some one stepped to the door,
and glanced round the room hurriedly. A young
man, with a strikingly handeome, but pale and
haggard face, certainly a late arrival, for I had
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seen nothing of him before. The room was a
small side-room, and every one had deserted it
but me. In fact, it had only been used by those
of the guests who cared to saunter in and look
at books and pictures.

I beg pardon.” said the intruder. «I thought
Miss Abercrombie was here.”

¢¢ She has just gone up stairs,”’ I answered. I
have no doubt she will return in a few momeuts."

*Thanks,”” he returned, a trifle abruptly.
¢ Then I'll whit.”

8o he waitea standing at the table, ani open-
ing and shutting books in & nervous, excited
fashion, which ma.’¢ me curious, and gave me an
idea that he was un’apry, as well as in uncer-
tain health. I think e ‘orgot my presence en-
tirely. When he heard Miss Abercrombie coming
Lie stepped out into the hall, and stood at the
bottom of the stairs; and the next instant, look-
ing through the open door, I saw lLer stop short,
and heard her cry out, in a hushed voice,

“Dick| Dick! Ob, Dick, what does this
mean {”’

I saw that they had both forgotten me then,
and I drew back a little, but not too far to pre-
vent my seeing as well as hearing all that passed.
She was quite pale, and a sudden sadness had
fallen upon her face. She came down quickly,
and laid her hand on his arm, looking almost
stern as well as sad.

+¢ Oh, Dick,” she snid, * you promised, and
you are breaking this promise, like the rest, and
I cannot do you any good."

*You never did me anything but harm,” he
said, with pnssionate bitterness. * It would have
been betler to have left me alone.”

She dropped her hand in & moment.

“ Yes,” she answered, ¢ it would.”

I thought I was prepared for anything, but I
was not prepared to see him suatch her hand
back as he did, and cover it with hungry kisses.

“You are an angel,’’ he said, **and I am the
most miserable devil under heaven! Forgive me!
I couldn’t stay away, and chance favored me,
too. 1 knew Chetwyn, and—— Don’t send me
away, Sara. Let me stoy for a little while, even
if 1 must stand outside until the end.”

Her eyes filled with tears, and her voice
trembled.

¢ Oh, Dick !"’ she said, ‘I have wronged you,
and I cannot right the wrong at all. If I had
not been so vain and "

“No, no!" he grosned. ¢ Don’t say that!
A poor devil like me had no right to think of you.
I hiad nothing to give—nothing.”

The room in which I sat had another door be-
side the one through which I was looking. This

other door opened into the library; and just as
these words were being said, Mr. Miles came
and stood upon the threshold, and spoke to me
almost in the very words the stranger had used.

I thought Miss Abercrombie was here,” he
said; and as soon as 1 heard his voice, I knew
he had come to try his fate.

I could not help feeling excited. He only
seemed to see the inside of the room at first, but
the next moment he heard Sara Abercrombie's
voice, lowly as she spoke, and he glanced through
my half-open door just in time to see her lay
both her hands on her lover's, in a gesture full
of emotion.

“1 am sorry, with all my heart,” she said.
¢ You know—you know I am. You will for
give me more easily than I shall forgive myself,
Dick.”

It was just like her to plead in that soft, false
fashion with the man whose life she had ruined,
as 1 afterward learned she had ruined this maa.
She might deceive others, but she did not deceive
me. I turned to Mr. Miles with a quickened
pulse, and a feverish feeling.

*“Miss Abercrombie has met with an old
friend,” 1 said. “If I may judge from what I
have heard, a very old one.”

“Yes,” he said. His voice had dropped, and
changed. His face had changed altogether. He
was almost as haggard as the poor fellow in the
hall. ¢ Yes,” he said, and turned away, and
went out through the library again without an-
other word. He would not offer himself to Sara
Abercrombie that night.

As for the girl herself, all her spirit seemed to
have left her when she joined the rest of the
guests, I was sufficiently interested to wstch
her closely during the remainder of the evening.
The stranger was standing at her side when [
went intc the dancing-room, and I heard cne
lady telling another that he was an American.
and that his name was Belasys: and, adding this
trifie to what i had heard, I proved my story
ensily enough. She had known him at her own
home ; she had encouraged him. She had been
as fond of him as it was possible for her to be of
any one; and then she had thrown him over the
moment & more promising opportunity presented
itself.

The very next day I saw Mr. Dick Belasysin
a rather unexpected way.

The house in which I live is a large one; too
large for me; but as it was built by my father,
1 cannot make up my mind to leave it. So I let
one suite of rooms to any respectable stranger
who may wish to spend a few weeks, or months,
as strangers often do, in Brentham. At this
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time my rooms were vacant, and the morning
after the Chetwyn emtertainment Mr. Dick Beln-
sys applied to me for the privilege of occupying
them.

s« For a week or so0,”’ he said.

He looked wretched and absent-minded. At
times, he appeared almost to forget what he
meant to say. In the daylight his face showed
itself more haggzard than ever.

*You are an American ?"’ I said to him.

“Yes.”

*I thought so. We have a young American
lady visiting Brentham, and your accent is like
hers. Stay—I think you were introduced to her
last night. Miss Abercrombie 7’

¢ I have known Migs Abercrombie during the
greater part of my life,”’ he answered.

I let him have the rooms, and he took posses-
sion that day. In the evening he went out, and
ealled upon Sara Abercrombie.

That was the beginning. After that, he
scarcely ever saw the girl, unless he was near
her. If he was not with her, he was within
sight. If she walked out, he followed her: if
she went to any little social gathering, he man-
aged to be there. People begnn to talk and
wonder. After awhile she began to refuse invi-
tations, and stay at home. 1 knew that she was
afraid of an expesure, but she tried hard to keep
a8 calm face. She did not succeed very well,
however. She was evidently unhappy and wor-
ried. 1 saw that the Chetwyns were dropping
her. Mr. Miles held himself quictly aloof. It
is possible the few hints I had given to his mo-
ther, and to other people, were not lost wpon him.
Indeed, it was not long before every one knew
the story; an1 then worse features revealed
themselves. The poor fellow she had injured
began to live a dreadful life. He was often
almost mad with intoxication for days together,
and it crept out that he had given himself up to
ruinous dissipation from the hour in which he
had discovered that she had trifled with him, 1If
it had not been for my intense interest in the
matter, I should have been obliged to compel
him to leave my house; but I permitted him to
remain from day to day, thinking each would be
the last.

Strongly as the tide of public opinion had
graduaally set agninst the girl, it is really won-
derful that she ever managed to recover herself.
It is fairly incredible that she should have at-
tained her end at last, and yet, aided by her
inimitable boldness and art, she did recover her-
self, and attain it. Truly, when the worst came
to the worst, she made a daring stroke, such a
stroke as not two women in a thousand would

have ventured. But that was her way. The
worst came to the worst in this manner. The
visiting community received invitations to a din-
ner-party at the Abercrombies, and then we
heard that it was a sort of farewell banquet, as
Miss Abercrombie was going away. I thought
she had found herself fairly beaten ; and what-
ever people may say, I feel sure that such was
the case, and that this would have been the last
of her, if chance had not interposed.

I shall not easily forget the occasion. People
were a little curious to see how she would com-
port herself. I mean the people who had had
the good sense to begin to distrust her. DBut she
was cool enough, though she did not look well.
There was a queer, tired expression in her eyes,
and her manner was prouder and quieter than it
had been before. The Chetwyns were there, and
the being near her agnin secmed to have a dis-
turbing effect upon Mr. Miles. I saw that he
was weak enough to soften towards her, and lose
something of his self-control. It was after din-
ner that this secret, to which T referred, came.
Sara Abercrombie was sitting mear a window,
talking to Catharine Chetwyn, who seemed to
be ready to succumb, too. Catharine was young
and impetuous enough to have felt very strongly
on the subject of the scandal, though she had
said very little, and had only showed her feeling
by holding rather gravely aloof from her once
beloved Sara. Mr. Miles was at Sara’s side, and
was more like himself, the old self, than I had
seen him for some time. Men are 8o weak.

Well, there they were, sitting, when a shock-
ing thing happened. The door was pushed open,
and Dick Belasys, who had not been invited,
came into the room, flushed and unsteady. e
had broken out terribly a few days before, and
it was evident that he had been insane enough to
slip past the servants in some way, and make his
way up stairs. His dress was disheveled, and
his step uncertain. He glanced round with a
bitter, defiant smile, apd went at once to Sara
Abercrombie, and stood before her. She turned
even paler than her wont, but even at that crisis
she did not have the grace to shrink or look
guilty. A woman who had been the poor, ruined
fellow’s best and most courageous friend, might
have worn just such a stern, outraged look.

«Dick !" she said, ¢ how dare you?!' How
dare you ?’

e laughed recklessly.

T came to say good-by,” hesaid. ¢TI thought
I should like to say it before I went to the devil.
Don’t blame yourself, Sara,” laughing, a short,
dreadful laugh again. ¢« Don’t blame yourself.
You couldn’t help it, of course. Women ncver
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can And then, to the consternation of alj
present, he wheeled round to Mr. Miles. ¢ She
»won't throw you over,”” he said. ¢ She’'s too
clever. Wowen like her don't throw over fellows
like you. It’s only *

But Sara Abercrombie stopped him. She rose
from ‘her seat, a8 white as death itself, actually,
and as steady as if she bad not a fear. She
looked him straight in the eye until he began to
flinch, and she laid her hand firmly on his arm.

¢ Dick,” she said, “ you must go home. You
are doing yourself an irreparable wrong. Come
with me.” And, difficult as it may be to believe
it, she positively led him away, dpwn the full
length of the room, before the people who looked
at her, and out of the door.

After awhile she came back and went to Catha-
rine Chetwyn. There was a strange shut-up
expression in her face, as if she weant to ignore
everything. But, as I have said already. Catha-
rine was young and impressionable, and this was
more than she could stand. She stood up before
the window, looking out, and I saw her litile
hands working nervously, as they hung elasped
before her. She made a liitle passionate move-
ment, and then I heard her speak in a low, im-
petuous way.

“Oh,” she said, *“how can you—how can you
be so cruel and so cold ?*

The start Sara Abercrombie gave, the sudden
flash of indignant wonder in her eyes, were
pieces of incomparable high art.

¢ Cruel!” she cried. ¢ Cold, Catharine?"’

“Yes,” said Catharine. *“Does not his ruin
touch yéu at all?”

¢ Catharine I’ exclaimed her brother.

*“1 cannot help it,” broke forth the girl, It
is all the worse, because I believed in her so.
To have trifled with him, and made his life a
ruin. Oh, it is wicked, wicked, wicked !"’

Any one who did not know her well might
have fancied that at this moment her first suspi-
sion of what was thought and said of her had
flashed across Sara Abercrombie's mind. For a
second or so she stood still, as if a kind of dread-
ful hush had settled upon her. Then she turned
round, and spoke to Mr. Miles.

*1s this true?’’ she said. Do you believe
these things of me? What does it mean?”

There was deep pain in his eyes. Really, the
m.n was fatally ensnared. He could not say a
word, and I knew he was not a coward by na-
ture.

“Do you believe these things of me?” she
said, again.

*“Yes.”” Catharine flashed back to her with
proud reproach. ¢ For he has no alternative.”

And ha,viug said it, she waiked away, flushed,
and with hot tears iu her pretty eyes.

1 longed to hear his answer, but fate served
me an ill turn. Just at that moment Mrs. Chet-
wyn spoke at my side.

¢ Miss Jerningham,” she said, *if you will
be 80 kind——"" And in the rest of her common-
place sentence I lost what I was waiting for.
But I was not cheated out of the last act of Miss
Abercrombie's little drama. She had the auda-
city to enaet it in my immediate presence, and
shie favored me with it the next morning. Daring,
indeed | I think there was no height of daring
she would not have scaled to gain her end. And
with such steadiness of demeanor, too, as if her
boldness was only the perfect courage of a proud
innocence, as if she scarcely cared at all, but
was too brave to submit to misconstruction.

I must counfess that I was surprised when she
presented herself, the next day, with Catharine
Chetwyn and her brother. I could not belp won-
dering what she had done since I had seen her
last, and what she was going to do next.

She did not hesitate in the least. She made
no pretence of having any other errand but one.
Like all other good actors, she had strung her
self up to her part, I suppose. Her manner
toward e was little short of insulting, it was so
grand and frigidly indifferent. She meant to
ignore me throughout, if possible. It was not
my opinion she cared for, or my power agninst
her. I was ag nothing. That was what it all
meant. They had come to see Mr. Belasys. They
had something to say to him. Was he at home?
Luckily for her, he was at home, ¢ clothed, and
in his right mind,” for the first time during the
week. If it had not been so, her clever plan,
her bit of dramatic acting, might have failed.

I ehowed them into his parlor myself, and at the
door she stopped, and spoke to me in an icy tone.

* Will you be good enough to come, too?”’ she
said. “I think you will be interested,”

Dramatic? I should think so! 'She knew
what she was doing. Dick Belasys rose from his
sofa, wretched and shaken, but in full possession
of his faculties.

‘Bara !” he exclaimed.

Catharine looked a little frightened. Mr.
Miles, to my surprise, seemed to have quite re-
covered himself, and stood up firm and dignified,
though I aflerward learned that the girl had
made no defence after hearing all, and had only
demanded that they should give her this oppor
tunity. She had everything on her side. She was
looking her best. Her high-strung, unshaken air
became her, as of course she knew. Her eyes
shone with fire and spirit.
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« Dick,” she said, ¢ 1 cannot afford to waste
words. I have eome here to ask you to bear
witness for me.”

¢ To bear witness for you?"’ he repeated after
her.

“ Yes,”” she answered. ¢ To defend me; to
tell these friends of mine, who have been almost
lost to me, that [ am not utterly bad and false.”

¢ You!’’ he cried. ¢ You, Sara?"’

She flushed suddenly, and went over to him,
looking up with beseeching eyes, trembling &
little.

¢« Forgive me,” she said. ¢ It is hard for me
as well as for you ; but I owe & duty to them too.
They have been very fond of me, and, Dick,” rais-
ing her voice to a clear, ringing pitch, * you are
not a coward, whatever else you are. Tell them
whether or not I trifled with you, and drew you
to your ruin.”

He gave hera startled glance, and then dropped
into the unearest chair as if he was shot, biding
his face in his hands.

“You?’ he said again,
he gave a littlo groan.

She touched his shoulder sofily with her hand,
as she did it, and tears stood on her cheeks.

“ My poor Dick,” she said. ¢ My poor, dear
Dick! You did not know, I am sure, but you
said some terrible things 10 me yesterday, and—
and I have found out that there are those who
believed them. I should have let them go, and
only have been sorry, but they have brought on
such a cruel story that I canuot, and I know
you would not wish me to.”’

And then, in a few rapid words she told him
all she had heard said of herself. That people
believed that she was selfish and unprincipled,
and mercenary, that she had played with his
love, and cast him off only because she had found
higher stakes to manceuvre for, and that the
result had been that he had flung away his life
in desperation. She made that dramatic, too, and
ended with laudable tremulousness and pathos.

“You know I have blamed myself,’’ she said,
“but did I do that? Dick, please speak for
me."”’

He had broken in several times during her
reciial of her wrongs, but she had checked him.
She had him under good control. It is my im-
pression he would have eaid anything she prompt-
ed him to say. Now he looked up in a hopeless,
desperate fashion.

+I will tell them the whole story,” he said,
¢¢ from beginning to end.’

¢ No, there is no need,” she interposed.

He made a strange gesture—a wild one.

« For God’s sake, let me,”’ he said. *¢Ishould

“ You, Sara?”-and

like to have it off my mind. Perhaps this will be
a lesson to me at last.”’

Then he ¢onfronted the other two. .

¢ There is bad blood in my veins.”” he said—
“blood with a taint in it. There is not a man of
our name who does not suffer from the taint,
more or less. Some are stronger than others,
perhaps, and better able to struggle against their
temptation. I am one of the weak ones, and so
I give way. I bave disgraced myself. 1 have
broken my mother's heart, and I have broken my
own. I have a heart, and it is all the worse for
me. I knew Sara Abercrombie when she was a
child, and just a8 she was growing into a wo-
man [ was thrown constantly in her path. Yon
know something of her, but not all. She is
brave, and eager to help every life she comes in
contact with. She thought she could help me,
and she struggled long and untiringly. She
could not conquer the devil in me, but she has been
my good angel, nevertheless. I have battled for
her sake, even if I have been beaten after all.
I tell you, it is not with me as with many. In
my case, it is & madncss. You cannot condemn
s man utterly for going mad, when it is in his
blood—the madness. Some man has been to
blame at first, and I hope the curse will go back
upon him, as it ought to. But I was not stone.
I could not help my heart being stirred. I l)&L
gan to love the brave, innocent girl who stood by
me with such courage and longing faith. And
then it was harder than ever. It went on until
she began to see, and then she bla.ied hersclf,
and was fairly crushed. Her very effort to serve
me had turned itself against her. She spoke to
me fairly and honestly, and then she gave up,
because she saw every word and glance of hers
made the matter worse. Since then it has been
the old story over and over again, day by dayf
Chance brought me here; and when I found hcr.’.‘
I was too weak to go away, and so I stayed. If
the old temptation had not come upon me, I
should have done her no wrong. I have enough
manhood left, after all, not to be, as she says, 4
coward, when I am in my right senses; but whem
I am at the worst, I have wild fancies, like all¢
other madmen, and they control me for the time
being. I did not know I had gone so far. God’
help me! That is all I can say.”

Catharine Chetwyn was crying sofily. Shg.
went to Sara Abercrombie, and kissed her, in %‘
timid, penitent way, like a child.. p

¢Oh, Sara! will you, can you forgive us?’#
she said.

‘“Yes,” answered Sara, very quietly, and shg
kissed her in return—just enough to do it with-
out effusion.
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I did not move from my chair. I looked on
undisturbedly. I had my opinion of the matter,
and they had theirs. I knew that Sara Aber-
crombie had that poor, weak fool under her
thumb, and that she was too clever a woman not
to make use of him. To this day I have not a
doubt but that she had either written to or seen
him in that interval of a few hours. Bhe was
-erafty and bold enough for anything.

When all was over, and they were going out,
she spoke to me for the second time. She hadl
not deigned to notice me since her speech at the
door.

“There will be no need that you should con-
radict the stories you have circulated,” she said,
quite unmovedly. ¢ My friends will save you
the trouble.”

I was as stiff as she was.
mauscle.

] shall not ocontradict them,” I answered.
‘I have not the slightest idea of doing =0, Miss
Abercrombie.”’

I intended to have given Mr. Dick Belasys no-
tice at once, but when I went to hiy parlor, he
was not there.

I did not stir a

trunk ; and at midnight he went away, which
was a very nioe little finishing touch to Sara
Abercrombie’s plans.

Six months later, she was Miss Sara Aber-
crombie no longer, but Mrs. Miles Chetwyn. I
was not at the wedding. I received no invita-
tion; in fact, since Mr. Dick Belasys’ departure,
my friends, Mrs. Chetwyn and Mrs. Abercrombie,
have not thought proper to recognize me when we
met. As to Mr. Belasys, I believe that he went to
Cuba, and dierl; and, of course. there is an in-
teresting bit of pathos connected with that. They
say that he died the day Mrs. Miles Chetwyn's
little boy was born, and that at the last he was
heard to whisper, < If ever Sara has a son——""
again and agnin. He never finished the sentence,
nnd the people who were with him did not undea-
stand at all. 1 suppose Sara Abercrombie fan-
cied she did, however, for her boy's name is
Richard Belasys Chetwyn; and I once heard of
her saying to the child, who is absurdly fond of
her,

i Dick, you are living two lives, and one has

) been given you to retrive. Never forget that—
He was up stairs, packing his ! never, Dick.” '
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AND NO.

BY ROSE GERANIUM.

On, fluttering breezss, be quiet |
Be still, little brouk, Ly the way,
And leaves, that make murmurcus riot,
Yo kuow not my secret to-day !
Yet, loiter and listen,
Oh, dew-drops, that glisten,
And winds blowing over the way,
Go, hover anear him,
Go, hover anear him,
And find if he loves me, or nay !

Oh, tremulons pulaes that quiver,
That start as his steps come and go!
Oh, pulscs, that flutter and shiver,
And dreams that like gossamer grow,
Say, can yeo discover

If he be my lover,

Who Lreathies to me measures so low ?
Ob, answer me truly,
Oh, answer me truly,

And eay if be loves me, or no!

Sing out, merry mocking-bird, hiding
Your nest where the apple-bloonis sway,
Your note is a joy worth confiding!
Oh, sing, and be happy all day!
For have-ye not told me
His visions enfold me?
O, ring out my gladness, I pray !
Life full to its measure,
Lifo full to its measure !
Siag, sing, and be happy all day |

NOVEMBER SONG.

BY HELEN A.

MANVILLE.

Ir you try, yor'll surely win it
- Fly, oh, fly, then, little linnet!

Plume your wing, too, dainty swallow,
Where the Spring is, follow, follow !

Bird with breast like gold a-glitter,
Leave your nest, the winds are bitter |

Sweetheart thrush, I pray you, hearken,
Hush ! ob, hush! the shadows darken]

Do not wait a day that’s coming ;
1t is Jate for bind and blooming.

Comes the day of dreary weathr!
Fly away, sweet Lirds, together |



