MISS VERNON'S CHOICE

BY FANNIE HODGSON, AUTHOR OF “KATHLEEN'S LOVE-8TORY,” ETC.

SHE crossed the wide, closely-shaven lawn,
holding her croquet mallet carelessly in her
hand, and adapting herself to her escort’s halt-
ing gait; and as the players looked up at her,
more than one man’s eyes held something even
deeper than admiraiion. There were not many
of the masculine visitors at Mordaunt Lawn, that
most superb of the many syperb villas in the
environs of Boston, who had not succumbed to
Rosamond Vernon; and there were still fewer
who had not staked more upon the result of their
efforts than the most careless of them cared to
acknowledge. Yet she was a new star, com-
paratively. It was only six months since she had
accompanied her father, the head of the great
Calcutta firm of Vernon & Veriiy, on his voyage
of business to Boston; yet, in these six months,
she had achieved such success as few women
achicve in so many years. There might bave
been some magnetism jn her graceful, girlish
manner. She cared so little for the popular ad-
miration, was so gimply natural in her indiffer-
ence, and yet, as she went on the even tenor of
bher way, men fell down and warshiped. Her
fair face carried all before it: but the fair face
was not the only attraction. The paternal Ver-
non was a millionaire, or a billionaire, if not
even a trillionaire, repart said; and his daugh-
ter was his only child. Accordingly, the good
fortune of the man who won the right to be called
her lover, would not be a little deserving of envy,
which fact might possibly have added to her
popularity. As she crossed the lawn, this even-
ing, her thin, vaporous, white dress sweeping the
sward, with the suggestive mistiness which was
peculiar to her attire, and which suited so well
her purely pallid face, her oriental brown eyes,
upraised to her escort (for she was that artist’s
rarity, a dark-eyed blonde) the players who
glanced toward her, glanced toward the man
with an almost savage envy of bim.

In spite of his crutch and impecuniosity, they
were beginning to envy Durham Tredennis, these
eligibles! How could they fail to doso? She
was never indifferent to.him. Her gentleness
toward him had almost become a subject of
wonder. He was not a handsome man, merely
tall and dark-faced, possessing scarcely a good
feature but his melancholy eyes. They were a

deep, looking as if there were passion, and fire,
and regret, subdued in their darkness—the sort
of cyes, in fact, to work upon a woman's sym-
pathy, and touch her heart.

How people had discussed the poor fellow,
and the strange stories which were rife concera-
ing him, He had been one of scandal’s choicest
morsels a few years ago. He had squandered s
fortune, people said ; his reckless extravagance
had been almost a proverb; his very crutch had
its story, and not & very pleasant one cither.

1t was done at Baden-Baden,” said Major
Carmichael, who, knowing everything and every-
body, came to Mordaunt with the rest. “ He had
an affair with a f'renchman, Gerard his name
was, over ono of those rascally rouge et moir
tables. He was a good shot, too, that Gerard,
scamp as he was. Used to it, T suppose.”

But, however true the stories might be, Miss
Vernon had not heard them at least. She liked
Durbham Tredennis, perhaps pitied him, and was
frank enough not to attempt to conceal her friend-
ship. In a certain girlish, taciful way, che ex-
ercised her power upon him, and exercised it,
not as other women might have done, but to
please him, and make him forget himself, and
the misfortune which stung him so keenly. But,
in his excess of wretchedness, the man was too
self-scornful to be soothed, in spite of his grati-
tude. Even in his most grateful moods he held
a fierce guard over himself.

He could not expect more than a woman’s pity
now, yet the time had been when his chances
of gaining woman’'s love had been stronger than
most men’s. If the rest hoped, he did not. He
would have sneered at the thought of such mad-
ness. Well, he had squandered the sweet, and
now he was draining the bitter to the dregs, a
maimed beggar, with his galled hear* full of a
pasgionate worship for a woman, whe was rs
high above him, so he told hiwuself cver,” hour.
as the stars of heaven. But he il no wewr his
heart upon his sleeve. He laughed ani jested
with the rest, and sneered his weakne.t Yown. ;
and, if his jests ‘were bitter and o usliy,  few
people guessed what the bitterness hid. -+ = ong
men he was a favorite, his daring and s*3y cing
wit making him popular. Women pitie A op
feared him, as a rule; but Rosamond Vern n

grand feature, however, those eyes—sdd snd | did something more, she extended her fair hag, \
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to him, and submitted to him geatly, with a ten-
der, quick insight into his pain.

People could not understand it. To tell the
truth, the girl was not easily understoud, and
her calm, reticent pride bafled a casual observer.
8he had even puazled Major Carmichael, who, at
forty-four, had seen everything, learned cvery-
thing, and experienced everything.

As she came to take her place on the croquet-
ground, Major Carmichnel .was one of a small
group of spectators and he (urned with the rest
to look at her.

«] thought I understood women a3 a rule,”
be said; ‘‘but I don't object to acknowledge
that I have at lnst met a woman who baflles
me.”

1 will tell you what it is,” said Fred Mor-
daunt, who had been one of the faithful from the
first. < A man will advance as much with her
intwo hours, 23 he will in two years. She knows
how to draw the line, and none of us will step
beyend it. She is as strnightforward with Langs-
troth and Ferris to-day as she is with e, and
will say a8 much to them ; and they have only
been here a week, while I have followed her like
s shadow since she first came to America in the
winter.”’ '

« How about Tredennis?” put in an observant
outsider, who, being a new arrival;, was gearcely
one of the initinted as yet. < She isn’t in
earnest, is she !’

“That remains to be proved,’”’ said Major Car-
michael. ¢ I think we have been making a mis-
take, heretofore. We have been spenking of
Miss Vernon, as if she were one of those pretty
Langstroth girls, who have been fed on propriety
from their earlicst infancy, and would prefer
annihilation to. anything ¢unusual.’” 1 am be-
ginning to change my mind on this subject. Ob-
gervation inclines me to believe that, if Miss Ver-
non was in love with Tredennis, she would marry
him, crutch and all, and they would be as madly
bappy as is posgible with humanity.”

There wns some slight expression of incre-
dulity. It was not easy to believe. “The man
has squandered everything—is the next thing to
a beggar,”’ said one.

s« A1l the better for him, then,” returned the
major, concisely. ¢ All the better luck, if the
lack comes. A cool million is not an unpleasant
thing in itself; but a cool million and Rosamond
VYernon "

“Paradise and a Houri,” laughed the new
arrival '

¢« Paradise and the Peri, at present,’”’ replied
the major, aptly. ¢ Miss Vernon and the ele-
phant's a figurative parndise, Tredennis a sort
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of masculine Peri. I wonder if the gates wil!
swing backward.” :

Major Cormichael was rather partial to Miss
Veruon. She was a novelty to him, with all his
worldly experience. ller calmm indifference to
the furore she had create:l in Beacon street, had
struek him first, and then her friendship for
Tredennis had excited a deeper intcrest. He
had watched this friendship with no slight curi-
ogity. It was something new to him, snd he had
begunr to - think that perhaps his world-wise
theories might have their exceptions after all.
There was no cruel vanity in this girl, beautiful
and popular as she was. It would be a strange
thing, if, in the strength of her loveliness and
power, she flung all aside, forgetting everything
but that, in spite of his pnst errors, she loved
this man, and was ready to render up her glori-
ous womanbeod: to his kecping. He had heard
of women doing such things, but he had never
believed it. Still, if such a thing could be, he
began to understand that Rosamond Vernon was
the woman to do it. To this man of the world
there was something alinost sublime in the fancy.
It was like walching sowething startling and
dramatic upon the stage, and he was curious to
see the end. :

A little'apart from the rest, Durham Treden-
nis leaned upon his crutch, watching the players.
It was his fate to stand aloof, and he was becow
ing accustomed toit ; but the standing aloof held
its own bitterness for all that. Miss Vernon was
an admirable croquet-player. Her indolent
gracefulness made every motion perfect, and in

 her supple-wristed white hand the msllet be-

came a dangerous instrument. But even as sho
paid such charmingly scicntific attention to the
game, her thoughts were not wholly fixed upon
it. She was oddlv conscious of the tall figure
leaning upon itz cruteh, and the dark eyes which
followed her. as ghe passed to and fro. She was
conscious of the man, as women are often con-
scioud of a presence; and she was taking in the
bitterness of hia expression with a woman's true,
quick insight intoits meaning. Having come to
a decision upon the rubject, she did something
novel—somefhing which perhaps no one else
would have done 8o well. DBut Miss Vernon had
many novel privilegea. She made an adroit
stroke, which dbronght her to his side, and then,
half bending over her mallet, she spoke to him,

“I'am going to give up my place to Lanra
Langstroth,” she said. 1 amtired, and I want
to go to the porid, to sce the new boat.”

He bowed with a quick pleasure in his smile.
Certainly that would be better than the stan””
aloof. Heoould row, if he could do nothi
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A careless stroke or 8o more, and Miss Ver-

non rendered up hier mallet.

**Take my place if you please, Laura,’”’. she
said. ¢ Mr. Tredennis is going to take me down
to the luke. He wishes to show me tho Lurline.”

The rest of the men looked after her with no
slight envy of her companion, as he limped
across the lawn, with tho vaporous white dress
trailing upon the grass at his side. Which of
them would not have carried a orutch also to
bhave heen thus fuvored? Which of them did

not imagine 8o, at least, which is a more reason-’

able way of putting it.

They found the Lurline under its pavilion, gay
with fluttering pennons, and a dozen or so strong,
steady strokes took them into the center of the
lake, for Tredennis had been a good oarsman,
even at Harvard; and muscle was his strong
point yet, in spite of the crutch incubus, which
he cursed so often. ‘ )

Iie had gathered two or three heavy, waxen-
leaved water-lilies, as they pushed off, and Miss
Vernon held them in her hand, and, when he
rested upon his ours to look up at her, he was
struck with o dreamy fancy of her likeness to
them. Her pure, blonde face, her fresh loveli-
pess, the misty, white dress enveloping the
gleaming arms and shoulders. She might have
been Undine herself; and a sharp pang stung
him through his very recognition of her beauty.
If they might float on thus forever in the soft,
summer sunshine and fragrance, with the silvery
ripples feathering in their wake. A mad thought
enough, and he sneered at it, inwardly, the next
moment ; but it clung to him, nevertheless.

There had been a little silence upon them, but
she broke it, even as these fancies were passing
through his mind. 4

I wounder if you will grant me a favor?’’ she
said. . ‘

« [ wonder if I could refuse one,”’ he returned,
trying to speak lightly., +Try me, at loast.”

+Tell me what you were thinking of, when I
spoke to you upon the croquet-ground?” she
snid, with a teuch of hesitant gravity in her
sweet voice,

Iis dark face brightecnod marvelounsly, and
certainly, sombre a8 he was, no man could light
up with a more sudlen brilliance. She hadl
cared cnough to observe him then ; but the next
moment, us he remembered what had really been
the subject of his thoughts, the old aatirie bitter-
ncss settled upon him.

1 was philosophizing,’”” he eaid, with a half
snecer nt his remembrance. ‘ (One needs philo-
sophy sometimes. I was thinking of croquet,
of fate, of this, perhaps, most af all,”
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And he !
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pointed, with a self-scorn which was almost ter-
rible, at the crutch lying at his foot. ¢« A plea-
sant subject for thought, truly—is it not 7"’

She glanced up at him quickly, and her eyes
held just the soft, caressing sympathy one some-
times sees expressed in the face of a woman to-
ward some lonely, uncared-for, suffering child.
1t was a strange expression to reveal itself on a
girlish face; but still it was & natural one.

I fancied as much,’” she said, softly. “1I was
afraid so. Did you know that was the reason
I asked you to bring me here?”’

He did not speak, because he could not.trust
himself; aad she could see the blood beat into
bis dark cheek like a flame. -

«1It was,’”’ she went on. ¢ You wear a look,

! sometimes, which I do not like to see. You

wore it then, and I wanted to save you  from it.
I have often thought 1 should like to save you
from the thoughts which are the cause of it
Will you let me try 2"

The simple, earnest speech, and the simple,
sudden question, were almost a surprise to him,
in spite of the unembarrassed frankness, which
was natural to her. She made no pretence of
ignoring the fact, that she had been sufficiently
interested in his wzlfare to feel pained by his
sadness. It was hard not to betray himself, and
answer her as he would have answered her four
years before. Any other man, meeting with
such sweet sympathy, might have felt thdt it
gave him the right to be madly happy; but, in
his morbid sensitiveness, he had long ago conm-
vinced himself, that no other man would have
met with it. He meant to do her no injustioe
when he told himself, that her pity, being quite
natural in such a woman, could still be nothing
more than pity. There was no danger of a beg-
garly lamester presuming upon it, and so he
made her very tenderness toward him his keen-
est pang.

“] want you to promise that you will con-
sider me your friend,” she said. ¢ Men do not
believe in the friendships of women, generally,
I know; but I think you will believe me when
I say, that it will make me happier to feel that
you think me worth the trusting. I am twenty-
one years old, Mr. Tredennis.’”’ with a frank
little laugh. *“And at twenty-one a woman is
old enough to be faithful.”

A faint rose-color had fluttered to her fair
face, and her eyes were almost girlishly wistful.
She understond the rare grace of making the
indebtedness appear her own, and not his.

The man almost trembled in his passion of un-
conquerable feeling. No inward sneer at his
weakness could make hims master of himself for
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the moment. He pulled at his oars fiercely,
holding to them with a strong grasp

“ Do you know what you are offering me?"”’
be said. ¢ You are giving a mortal a glimpse

-of heaven. Do you remember the maimed beg-
gar who lay at the gate of Dives, Miss Vernon?
You are reversing the parable. The beggur is
aot worthy, and Dives is merciful.”

The color did not deepen upon her cheek.
She looked at him with a clear-sighted pity for
his self-scorn, and, as their eyes met, his caustic
bitterness was overpowered.

¢t For heaven sake, forgive me I”’ he said, pas-
sionately. ‘1 need your friendship, indeed.

You have offered me & rayal gitt, and 1 Well,
[ can only thank you.”

She let him take her hand, and kiss it. She
would have submitted to such a thing from no
other man; but she submitted to it from him,
with a tender grace of yielding. The pcople
who did not understand her, would have under-
stood her less than ever, if they had seen her at
that moment; but Miss Vernon was not easy to
read. )

When the Lurline came back to the little pa-
vilion the shadow was gone from Durham Tre-
dennuis’ face. The cvil spirit was conquered, for
the time at least, and, in forgetting his hnmilin-
tion and defeats, he forgot to be bitter and sneer-
ing.

There had been a great deal of discussion con-
cerning theve two. What was Miss Vernon going
to do with the man? Not marry him, of course,
that was out of the yuestion:; and yet it would
be strangely unlike her to amusc heroelf at his
expense, and then cast him asids. Tredennis
Limsclf betrayed nothing; he was even harder
to read than Miss Vernon. If he knew that he
was the subject of discussion, he ignored the fact
altogether. He paswed through the ordeal of po-
lite curiosity, cool, satiric, and inditferent. He
followed the fair face with the rest; he picked up
Mias Vernon's handkerchief, and carried her
fBn ; but he never made gallant specches, or

tclhed complimentary nonsense—his folly, us he
ealled it, was hidden within his own breast. Miss
Vernon's stay at Mordaunt was not to be a long
one. The head of the Caloutta firm was in New
York st present, plunged in business; but as
aoon 2s a few arrangements were completed, the
Calcutta firm would require his presence. One
or two brief letters had reached his daughter
already, requesting her to be in readiness for
depnrture at any time, so tliat Tredennis was
only lingering for the end.

Unlike most belles, Miss Vérnon was a great
£avorite among the majority of her own sex. One
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cause of her popularity might have been her
indifference to the general admiration ; but how-
ever that was, she was certainly popular.

But, among the fair guests at Mordaunt, there
was one marked exception to this rule, who de-
cidedly made up, in the fervor of her dislike,
for the adoration o1 the rest. The exoeption was3
an indefatigable young widow, who had been a
rising favorite before the advent of fair Resa-
mond ; but the fair face, and the millions, had
swept her olaimns to beiledom into emptiness—and
she could not forgive her successful rival. Worse
still, she could not hide her mortification, and
the fact that her small shots of malice were
{calmly ignored, and that the enemy was too
well bred to be roused to any passage at arms,
did not add to her amiability. But Mrs. Red-
grave fell upon the stories concerning Durham
fredennis at last, and caught at them with a
true feminine instinct as an easy moda of ré-
venge. She knew that Miss Vernon made no
secret of Ler friendehip, and, accordingly, one
evening, in the drawing-room, she opened her
small battery. : !

Miss Vernon was standing ia a little group of
her adorers, fair and cool, as usual, and Tre-
dennis was looking over a collection of engrav-
ingy at s sidestable, apart, when the widow,
glanciug toward him, shrugged her significant,
silken shoulders, with a flutter of her 8panish fan.

«I wonder how our friend eame here?’ she
said, with maliclous irnocence. ¢ It is singular
what people one meets, even in the best. of
suciety.” -

Miss Vernon held a fan, too—a quaint little,
snow-fringed jewel of a thing—and as she turneil
slightly toward the speaker, the little fan Aut-
tered for a moment with an odd tremor.

** Une hears stories of him everywhers,”” went
on the widow, with righteous malignity. *¢ Every
one hears them.” ;'

*1 have not heard them,’”’ interposed Miss
Vernon, in the coldest of clear voices.

This was precisely what the enemy wanted.

s1s it possible!”’ she exclaimed, looking up
maliciously. ¢ He is a penniless adventurer,
it appears. Sotse Frenchman shot him in o dis-
graceful gambling quarrel at Baden. He has
squandered thousands at the gaming-table, they
say. He is a regular—— What is the word—
black-leg, don’t they call it?”

Rosamond Vernon looked as ber calmly.

«T do not understand the word——'" she was
beginning with, when n slight soand made her
glance toward thaside-table. Durham Tredennis
was lenving the room. Perhaps. unconsciously,
{ Mrs. Redgrave had spoken to0 clearky ; or, per-
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haps, his sensitive ears had been too quick; at
all events, he. had heard all, and, stung to the
quick, in the bitterness of his torturing humi-
liation, had risen from his seat and gone out.

The group exchanged glances. Even the in-
defatignble widow looked defeated. But Miss
Vernon completed her sentence without a touch
of.embarrassment.

1 was going to say that I did not understand
the word. I have never heard the stories be-
fore, aud now, you must pardon me for saying
that 1 utterly disbelieve them, at least in the
'sense in which they have been rendered to you.
Such stories never lose by repetition, we all
‘know. Excuse me for saying this.”

A calm speech enough in itself, but a very
telling one, in spjte of ite"ceremonious coldness.
The widow was ingloriously defeated, and posi-
tivaly raged inwardly at.the cool, unshaken face
Miss Vernon carried out of the room when, n
few minutes after, she left it with Major Car-
‘michael.

It was a clear, moonlight night; and when the
two came out together, Durham Tredennis was
s a1ding upon the collonade, leaning agninst
one of the pillars, his galled heart beating in a
fierce passion of tortured pride and wretched-
ness. lfe had been used as a means of humilin-
tion to this proad, high-bred girl. Nothing in
the world could have stung him so madly. When
he turned at the sound of footsteps, and met her
eyes, he could not speak. After the first few
oommonplace speeches, Major Carmichael left
them very discreetly. He hoped this was to be
the grand finale of his drama. !

" Then Miss Vernon spoke out impulsively.

« For pity's sake, forgive us!" she paid, in a
little passion of regret and pain.

«It is I who should ask you to forgive me,”
he returned, bitterly. ¢ The stories were partly
true, at least; and I have been the means, and
by petty malice, to wound you. I might have
expected as much. My very presence here is
an insult to you.”

There was a moment's pause, full of vague
pain to both, and then Miss Vernon spoke in a
low, scarcely steady voice.

¢TI am going to ask a favoreof you again,”
Bhe said. ¢ We promised to trust each other
honestly. Will you tell me the truth -of these
stories ,

Very fow men would have dared {0 be wholly
truthful with her; even he faltared a little, but
her lovely, fearless eyes conquered him. It
would have been a terrible ordeal for any man
to pass through, but to him, sensitive, stung,
almost mad with humiliation, it was more than

Google

galling  Yet he bared his lost life to her releat-
lessly, sparing himself nothing. Ile had beeu
more than reckless, he had flung away his noblest
gifta: the very misfortune which might other-
wise have won her pity, was his greatest dis-
grace. This was what he told her with bitter
honesty. ‘

He was actunlly pale when he had finished;
he felt as though he had been signing his death-
warrant—he had reached the end of his tether.

But, for once, he had made a mistake; one of
those mistakes which men are always making
with regnrd to women, particularly with regard
to women like Rosamond Vernon. She had list-
ened witheut a word of comment; but when he
concluded, he saw, to his astonishment, that there
were actual tears in her eyes. She did not try
to hide them from him, and he saw them when
she looked up ; but neither of them recognized
their presence by a word.

“1 had no right to ask you to tell me this,”
she said ; ‘“but [ wanted to hear the truth from
your own lips.”’

The quick glow which leapt to her face thrilled
his very soul, it said so much, if he dared to be-
lieve it.

‘“ When a womann is A man’s friend,”’ she said,
¢ her womanhood tenches her to look beyond the
line the world draws, and see more clearly and
mercifully. You have proved that you thought
me worth ‘the trusting, Mr. Tredennis, and I
thank you.” And she held out both her hands
to him with a simple gesture which, in itself
nlone, showed with what perfect woman’s tact
she had let the sad past drop away into utter
oblivion,

He caught them in his own, in a passion of
gratitude, which was almost fierce in its pathos.

¢ Great heaven !” he said. *I think I have
never met a true woman before !”’

For the week that followed, the pcople who
had discussed these two, began to experience
some doubts as to the infallibility of their former
decisions. Miss Vernon was beginning to sug-
gest, even to the mest self-satisfied of her ad-
mirers, o new idea, which shook their self-pos-
session greatly. Things which had appeared
absolutely impossible a week or so before, were
losing their appenrance of impossibility, and the
most supercilionsly incredulous faltered. They
even talked over the matter among themselves
with ‘s wonder whioh was slightly ludicrous im
its intensity.

But, one morning, at the week's end, Rosa-
mond Vernon came inle the breakfast-room with
an open letter in her hand ; a letter of business-
like appearance, bearing the post-mark of New
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York. It was the letter whase coming the in-
terested had so much dreaded—and it came
from the head of the Calcutta firm. Durham
Tredennis gave it one glance, and then turned
to the window with an odd pallor on his dark
face. :

¢ It is rather an abrupt termination to my
rlensant visit,”” be heard her saying to their
hostess. ¢ But my futher is anxious to reach
Calcutta as soon as possible, and he wishes me
to go out in the Scotia with him, to England,
next We(inesdny, s0o 88 to take the overland
route.” :

That was all; but it was odd what & damper
the simple announcement cast upon the general
mood that day. The men who had anything at
stake, looked wretched and excited. The head
of the Calcutta firm would reach the Lawn to-
morrow, and there was only this short day in
which to win or lose. However much & man may
be in love, he cannot easily face a voyage to
Calcutta, and the following twenty-four hours
must decide the fate of half a‘dozen of them. So
it was that one after another took his chance ns
it cnme, and received his answer. What that
answer was let the result prove.

That evening Major Carmichael sauntered into’
Tredennis' room, smoking a big Cabana, and
looking somewhat excited, in spite of his usual
sang froid.

« By Jove!” he said. ¢ She has refused them
all, from Mordaunt to little Langstroth; and
there were about a dozen of them.”

Il e gave Tredennis a curious glance as he spoke.
The wretched day he had spent had told upon
the man, and the generally cool, satiric face was
almost haggard. Altogether, it was too much for
the major to bear placidly.

«« Confound it!” he broke forth, ¢ Has she
refused you toao?”’ : .

A short lnugh broke from Tredennis’ lips—a
Iaugh with the old sound of sneering bitterness
in it.

«« T am not a madman,” he sald. I have
never asked her. If she refused these men,
what would she say to me? Do you think,” he
cried, fiercely, ‘she'd tie herself to a crippled
beggar?”’

For a moment Major Carmichael stared at him
in blank amazement. This was & new phase of
affairs. He had not thought of this, natural as
it wns. Dut he recovered himself at last.

¢« You are worse than a madman,” he said,
his earnestness breaking through the old super-
ficial crust of manner for once. ¢ She refused
these men, becnuse she did not love them; if
she had loved one of them, she would have said,
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¢yes’ to him, and there would have been an end
of the matter. If there were a thousand men
at her feet to-night, it is my opinion she would
refuse them all, for the simple reason that she.
is an honest woman, and the man she loves is——
as you rather savagely put it—a beggar and o
cripple.”

Tredennis caught his breath sharply. He did
not believe this, but it shook him nevertheless.
ITe was ealy one of the many, after dall. He
had only shared his loss with the rest, and he
could almost thank Heaven that the blow was
no heavier. He had tried to avoid her that
day, fearing to betray himesclf, and in doing
so had been more thoroughly wretched than
ever. He had felt his desolation as a foretaste
of what the future would prove.

“She is in the drawing-room, alone,”” Car-
michael went on to éay. ¢ She asked me where
you were just now. Go down to her and say
what you have to say. That is myadvice. Wo-
men cannot speak for themselves.”

A sudden thought shot across Tredennis’
mind. IIe could bid her good-by, at least, and
be spared’ the misery of feeling that they haa
had ne word apart.

“T will go down,” he snid, briefly. That was
all, and he halted slowly out of the room.

Miss Vernon was alone, as Major Carmichael
had snid. Tredennis found hLer in the drawing-
room, standing before the window, and, as she
turned to greet him, at the sound of his entrance,
he saw, by the dim light, that there was a faint
pallor on her fair face, and a faint mistiness
about her eyes. She was not quite so self-pos-
sessed as usual; some shade of the almost regal
calmness was gone, and when she spoke to him
there was a mew tone in her voice, which was
strangely hesitant.

“I am glad you have comse,’’ she said. «1I
wanted to say—to say good-by to you, Mr. Tre-
dennis. I suppose it is to be good-by,”’ with a
half-sad smile, and there she stopped, for some-
thing in ‘'his face silenced her. He had not in-
tended to speak, but now, standing face to face
with her, and face to face with the bitter end, he
lost control over himself. One moment’s strug-
gling with his man’s pride, and then his pent-
up wretchedness gained the mastery over him.

“Yes,” he said. ¢t is to be good-by—good-
by forever 1o me. Fate has thrust the beggar
from the gate of Dives again, Miss Vernon.”

She looked up at him quickly, and then looked
down. )

«1 hope it is not forever,”” she unsﬁered,
tremulously almost. ¢ I should be sorry to think
s0.”’
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He drew a step nearer to her, and stood there,
sad-eyed and haggard.

“1f | were like other men,”” he maid, un-
steadily, ** [ might feel that it is best for me that
we should part now; but it must be that I am
wenker than the rest, for I cannot feel it yet. I
have staked all and lost, and the loss is my right-
ful punishment. Can you guess what a madman
1 have been?"’

She did not speak, but the white, jeweled
hand, which rested upon the window, trembled
strangely, and he went on, in the reckless bit-
terness of his pain, scarcely knowing what he
said.

*I have no right to speak. I have not even
the right another man might have, and yet I
have dared to love you as another man might do
—even I!”

Even then he would have been blind enough
to leave the rest unspoken, in the hopelessness of
his self-distrust ; but fate had determined other-

wise: for the next instant the soft flood of color
on her cheek, and the soft, new light in her
eyes, made him pause, in a sudden rapture of
hope and fear.

“The rest spoke,”” she faltered. ¢ You did
not, and I thought 1 was to go away, and—never
know——"" And there the strange, sweet tremor
conquered her again, and looking down at the
fair, proud face, he began to understand, for the
first time, that the great gift for which others
had striven in vain, had been given to him un-
sought—was his, indeed, in spite of his unwor-
thiness. He could not believe it. He drew yet
nearer te her, his heart beating fiercely.

“ You love me?’ he said. ‘I am a beggar,
and maimed, and you ’

Her clear, brown eyes met his, with a tender
truth that checked his words.

“Do you not understand "' she said  softly.
« [ have loved you from the first.”’

And was not this enough?

OUR

BOY.

BY MRS. E. N.

HUNTINGTON.

Two little hrizht eyes,
Jetty as night;

Changing and darkling,
Gleaming with light,

Two little red lips,
Foyr teeth within;
8weet little dimples
In cheek and round chin.

8oft, sunny locks,

TLat will wot stay curled,
On the busiest head

In all the wide world.

Dear little hands,
Ho dainty and small,

All the day long
Making marks on the wall.

Plump little feet,
That never are still;
Chattering tongme,
That carolv at will,

Little plaid dress
Of black and 10d ;

Little Scotch cap,
On jaunty head.

Sweet little prattler!
Brimful of joy;

Now can't you see,
Our dear little boy?

SUNSHINE.

BY M. E. M‘CLEARY.

Loox1¥a omrward from 1ife’s threshold,
Throngh the mist of cominz years,

How the brightness and the beanty,
Seem defaced by sighs and tears.

Glemims of sunshine in the vista,
Linger sweetly all the way;

But we fuil to note their presence,
As among the shades they play.

Happiness, for thoae who seek it,
All may sometimes learn to know ;
To revive the druopiog spirit,
Kindly, with its genial glow.

Google

There are flowers in onr pathway,
Which we pass with eareless tread ;
But the thorns which atay our progresa,

Aro remembered there instead.

Shades will fall, and clouds will lower
Q'er ng, As we journey on;

Bnt the sunshine seems the brighter,
When the darknes: all is gone,

There is light for every sh-dow.

Light from Heaven, shenming down ;
Benring every cross with meeknees,

Wo will surely win the crown.



