«MY DEAR FRIEND BARBARA SHARPLESS.”

BY FAYNIE HODGSON BURNETT.

It was at Mrs. Lowther’s boarding-school, in
Edinburgh, that I first met her. I was a parlor
boarder there, for I was rich, and all my rela-
tions were rich. But I did not take kindly to
books. I suppose I am rather dull—that is what
my enemies, at least, said of me. I was sitting
in the school-room, after tea, crying miserably
behind my German dictionary, and wishing I
was a beggar, when the door was opened, and
somebody came in, and there was such & atir
among the girls who clustered round the fire-
place, that I looked over the top of my book in
spite of myself.

Well, in the first place, she was the loveliest
human being I had ever seen. Indeed, either
her black-lashed, agate-gray eyes, or her big
plaits of reddish brown hair, or her small, supple
figure, would bave been enough singly for any
one to possess, and be grateful for; but when
you saw them all together, with the addition of
the prettiest features, and the smoothest cream-
white skin, and the tiniest childish hands and
feet, it was almost too much to bear. I could
only sit still and stare at her.

She went up to the group at the fire, her long,
dark-red drees sweeping the floor, with a soft
sound. She was dressed in dark red, and had
a little dark-red bow in her hair; and when the
girls made way for her, she stopped short, and
stood smiling at them, an innocent, deprecating
swile.

“I would not wait for Fraulien Schaumer,”
she said. ¢ I wanted to eome and make friends
myself. I hope we shall be friends, all of ua.
1 am the new English teacher Mrs. Lowther was
expecting. I am Barbara Sharpless.”

She looked so young, and her manner was so
perfect, that they were all taken by storm at
once, and were ready to adore her, even before
she had finished speaking. She spoke as if she
was ene of themselves, and rather appéaled to
them for a kind of protection. They crowded
round her, and began to talk, and ask questions,
and tell her about the rules and the teachers,
unt#d the room was in a tempest of chatter, and
she was the centre of it all.

Several times, during the hubbub, I fancied I
saw her glance at me, as I sat in my corner, be-
hind my pile of books; but I was so shy that I
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could not belp avoiding her eye and pretending
1 did not notice; but at lust I found she was
asking the girls some question about me, for the
talking took & subdued tone, and one after an-
other looked at me askant, and 1 heard the
words, ‘‘ Burmen—awfully rich—enough for a
dozen heiresses—perior boarder.” And I grew
hot all over, and so uncomfortable, that I could
have sunk through the floor.

To escape it, I took up my German exercise
again, and was wading hopelessly through page
after page of head-achy translation, when the soft
rustle of a drees close to me made me start, and
a band was laid on my arm

* Let me try to help you,” said somebody, and
when I raised my eyes, they met Barbara Sharp-
less's.

“ Do let me help you,” she said, and sat down
beside me. ‘¢ You looked so wretched,’’ she ad-
ded, ‘¢ that I could not help coming.”

There was a charm in her mauner that went
st once to my heart.

“ Couldn’t you ?"’ I answered
good of you."

Rich as I was, I had no real friend. I longed
for sympathy, for love; and my eyes showed it,
as I answered her. :

She gave me the most beautiful caressing look
imaginable, and drew eleser to me.

* You poor child !’ she said, softly. I blushed.
“Will you let me be your friend? I had heard
of you, before I came here."

¢« Hod you indeed I’ I stammered.

T heard a great deal, that touched my heart.”’
With the least breath of a little musical sigh. « I
know what loneliness means, Constantia,’”’ hesi-
tating, as she used my name, and giving her head a
slight pathetic shake. ¢ And I think I am not
easily deceived.”

This might have sounded like mere senti-
mental clap-trap to an older or cleverer person
than I was, but it did not sound like it to me.
I believed in every word of it, and worshiped
her on the spot. I felt as if I was in a delight-
ful dream.

«1 will help you with the translation,”” she
said, < and then I will talk to you, if you wil
let me."

And she did help me, in such a way that all

« It was very
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my difficulties disappeared, and everything
seemed to make itself clear. .

« should have some liope of myself, if you
might teach me always,”’ I cried, when we had
finished.

And she smiled bewilderingly, as she piled the
books together, and said she would  speak to
Mrs. Lowther.”

She soon made me forget all my awkward
reserve. In & very few days I found myself
telling her everything about myself, and pouring
out all my griefs to her. I told her about home,
and my troubles with my friends; about Mr.
Angus Lawe, who was my guardian ; about Aunt
Marian, and the desolate feeling I hyd when I
was in the grand, gloomy house; about how I
wished I was poor, and had a mother, and 'bro-
thers, and sisters; and at last I even went so
far as to mention Alan Dalhousie. Of ocourse,
when 1 found myself doing that, I stopped, and
blushed fiery red, and stammered, and tried so
bard to recover myself, that I know 1 must have
looked pitiable, which was scarce to be wondered
at, after all, for I am sure anybody would admit
that my position with regard to Alan was the
queerest one in the world.

But she actually did not seem to notice, but
went on, stroking my hand; and eaid as inno-
cently as possible:

*« Your cousin, did you say, my dear?”’

¢ N—no,” I stammered. < N—not exactly.”

¢« Not exactly. Why, my dear child—"

I could no more have resisted the pretty in-
quiry in her eyes than I could have flown. Bhe
was 80 dear, 8o true a friend, by this time, that
it would bave been treason not to tell her. So
1 told her that though Alan and I were no rela-
tion to each other, our families had cherished a
kind of clannish friendship from generation to
generation, and that poor Alan was even richer
than [ was, and hated his money too; and that
he was shy and awkward like me; and that we
had a sort of sympathy for each other, because
we were both lonely, and hed so munoh in com-
mon. :

*¢ Do you know,” she said, when I had fin-
ivhed, ‘I cannot yet exactly understand why
you should dislike Mr. Dalhousie?”’

““Don’t you?’ I faltered. **Dont you? oh,
dear! Can’t you guess? 1 do so hate to talk
about it.”

1 was going to cover my foolish crimson with
my hands, but she pulled them away and looked
at me, smiling.

¢ My poor, shy Constantia !"’ she said. * You
don’t mean to say your friends wunt you to
marry bim?”’

In spite of my blushes, I was obliged to own
that this was what was meant ; and then, with-
out appearing to ask me any particular ques-
tions, she led me into telling about the Dal-
house income and estate, and how Alan held
them, and the rest of it.

‘ And this is your last year at school,’’ she
said.

“Yes,” 1 answered ¢ And oh, it is dreadful
to think of what 1 shall have to go through,
when I go home !—the being brought out, you
know, and the solemn dinner parties and the
frightening balle; being introduced and intro-
duced until your head is in & whirl, and obliged
to try to say things to your partner, when you
can’t think of anything in the world but ¢ it's very
warm.’ '’

« My poor little Constantia !’ she said, smil-
ing again. ‘¢ How shy you are—and how inno-
cent I”’ ’

Every day saw us firmer and firmer friends.
And one afternoon she came in, and teld me that,
in future, she was to occupy the other bed in
my room, instead of Frauline 8chaumer, who
always used to keep me awake by snoring aw-
fully, and having the nightmare in German.
How happy I was!

Yet, strange to say, before long, first one,
and then the other of the girls began to make
unpleasant remarks about her. It was Bessie
Harrowly who commenced is, by calling her ¢ la
chatte Blancke,”’ and openly shrugging her shoul-
ders when she was mentioned ; and there were
soon plenty of others to follow her example.
This injustice made me angry, angrier than 1
can tell. I grew fonder of Barbara every day,
in consequence. On her part, she helped me
with my lessons, snd was always near to save me
from trouble or confusion.

““ What ghell I do without you, when I go
home?"’ I once said to her.

8he shook her head, in the prettiest mournful
way, and said, ¢ Oh, Constantia! Constantia'!
a8 if you could miss me as I shall miss you.
You will have so many friends. You are not
like me.”

She looked as if the tears were coming into
her eyes, as she went on.

¢ A lonely little teacher is a very different
creature from a great heiress, Constantia,’” she
said. *“ My lot and yours lie wide apart. When
you are involved in the gay vortex of fashionable
society, I shall be spending my lonely holidays
in Mrs. Lowther's back parlor, thinking of the
friend I have lost.”

¢¢Oh, Barbara!” I con!l not help imploring,
{ ¢ please—please don’¢ talk about *gay vortexes.’
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¢Gay vortex' sounds so horrible. I can’t bear
it. Ah! I wish I was poor, too, and could
spend the holidays in the back parlor with you.
We should neither of us be lonely then.”

When the end of the year really came, and I
was obliged to begin ta make my preparations
for departure, she seemed to suffer so keenly,
and I was so sore at heart myself, that some-
times we were both quite hysterical when we
were alone. One morning 1 went into our bed-
room, and found her looking so overwhelmed
with grief, and so disheveled, that she absolutely
gave me & shock. Her bair was all haoging
loosely about her little figure, and she lay upon
her bed, her face white, and her eyes red; and
when I went to her, bursting into tears, of
course, she made an effort at a piteous smile,
and stretched out her hand to me quite weakly.

“Dear Consatantis,” she eaid, ‘“Dan’t mind
me. It seems hard, indeed, now, but one must
try to bear one's trials.”

sBut I can’t give you up,”’ I sobbed.

¢« If—if I .was older,” she faltered.

¢ What, Barbara?”’

I prompted her because she stopped.

¢ Perhaps—perhaps Mr. Lawe would consent
to my being a sort of companion to you.”

¢ A companion!”’ I stammered, for the fact
was, I had thought of the same thing.

There was a peculiar silence of a few seconds,
and then she rose slowly, and sat up, facing me,
with an almost tragically heroic expression.

« Constantia,’’. she said, ‘‘I—I cannot bear
this. Take me with you. Take me, even if it is
a8 a menisl.”

¢« A menial !"’ I repeated after her, bewildered
by her martyr-like air.

““Yes,” she said. * You will want 8 maid;
and who can serve you better than the friend,
whose heart is bound up in your welfare? I
was born a lady, Coustantia; but my love is
stronger than my pride. Take me with you as a
servant ; ag anything, only take me with you.”

I cried more than ever at this, and we both
cried more than ever; and the end of the matter
was that I wrote to Mr. Angus Lawe, that very
afternoon, to ask his permission to bring her
home w'th me as my companion, telling him how
clever she was, and how she always helped me,
and how Mrs. Lowther herself had said she had
improved my manners.

¢« Never mind saying much about our affection
for each other, Constantia,”’ said Barbara, smil-
ing gently when I was going to writa more,
*“ Gentlemen of Mr. Lawe’s age are apt ta have
lost sympathy with love, and call it sentiment.”

I stood in so much awe of my guardian, that I

was full of all sorts of forebodings, but, to my
great delight, he replied to my leiter promptly,
and rather astonished me by considering the
propossl with favor, though, of course, with a
business-like and dignified favor.

*“From what you tell me of Mrs. Lowther's
opinion, my dear Constantis,”’ he wrote, it ap-
pears possible to me that the young woman may
be of service to you; and if I find, on writing to
Mrs. Lowther herself, that she can recommend
her favorably, I shall place no obstacle in your
way.”’

So ai last, after a stately epistle or so, it was
sgreed that Barbara was to follow me to Glasgow,
88 soon a8, she could make some trifling prepara-
tions; and in three weeks I went home, very
much relieved concerning my future.

When the carriage drew up before the door,
I thought the house looked taller, and darker,
and more gloomy than 1 had ever seen it, and I
am sure the great entrance hall was enough to
make cold chilla run up and down a peraen’s back ;
but [ thought of my dear Barbara, and sum-
moned up courage to pretend .not to be much
frightened, when 1 was led into the long draw-
ing-room, and found my guardisn aad his sister
there awaiting me.

‘ Welcome home, Constantia,’”” said my uncle,
in his most imposing way ; and Aunt Marian got
up and embraced me with trigid graciousness,
which so overpowered me, that I tumbled over
her foot-stool, and nearly fell into the arms of a
gentlemen, whom I bad been prevented from
noticing, through the gloominess and my con-
fusion.

I had not seen Alau Dalhousie, for three years.
He had been traveling for that length of time;
but the instant I saw the big, loose-jointed frame,
and kind, almost boyigh face before me, I knew
it agein; and felt & little relieved, as I bad
alwaya fancied 1 did when he was near. It was
good af him, too, I thought, to be in such a
bharry.to shake hende with me; for if he had
not. .astually.. pounced upon me, Aunt Marian
would have been sure to say something trying
abeut my stumbile.

« Constantin,” be ssid, quite wringing my
hand in his eagerness, ‘ how pleasant it is to
meet you again. I hope you are well, Con-
stantia. I am sure you look well. How delight-
ful that we should both have come home at
omnoe |’

I liked Barbara becsuse she waa heautiful and
brilliant ; but I think I liked Alan because he
was neither the one nor the other. I always
felt rather grateful to him for not being particu-
larly ready and self-possessed. He might mot
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begrand, but at least he was good-matured, and
awer made me feel hot and uncomfortable, and
cmecious of myself.

I felt that it was through bim thai wmy first
evening at home waes Dot so terrible an sffair sa.
I had fancied it would be. Somehaw, I almest
ajoyed it when Aunt Marisn and Uncle Angus
left us to ourselves to talk as we ehose. Indeed,
[ did nos know that I was talking so much until
[ heard Aunt Marian say to Un¢le Angus,

«The girl really bas improved spmewhat. I
bope we shall find this Miss Sharpless’s influence
dves Dot grow weaker.

1 wried to tell Alan about Berbars, but he
did not seem to care to hear me enlarge op her
parfections ; he wanted me to talk of myself, he
said; and I really did talk of my own stupid
fancies, until 1 was quite ashamed to, think it
over aflerward. It was fairly wonderful that we
should have made the progress we did, in the
asuing four days. We were s0 much together
that we became the best of friends; and I quite
forgot o be shy and miserable. We made dis-
coveries about each other's secret thoughts, and
often found out that we agreed in the most singu-
lar manner. Alan told me staries: of his trayels,
aad I told him stories- of my schopl lifa. I even
piayed my poor little tunes for him over and
over agnin ; and he listened a8 if be really liked
them, sud even chose favorites from among them.

1 bad been playing for bim the night Barbara
arrived, and we were standing by the fire, talk-
ing. 1do not know how it bad happened, but
Alan had taken my hand, and was holding it, his
bomely, boyish face a little flushed from some
restoln, when the door was thrown open.

«Consiantia,” he was saying, ‘‘yow don’t
know how—how happy I have been during these
last faw-days. I don't feel like the same fellow,
Constantia.”

« Mis9 Sharpless,”’ announced the aervant.,

Anik there stood Barbara, ypen the threshold.

Evea though I had been expecting her all the
diy, 1 besitated a moment, and felt confused,
It'was actually ss if I was not quite so glad to see
ber as I ought to have been. On her past, she
stood still 2 second or so, glancing from my face
o Alan’s, and from Alan’s to mins, snd then she
made a sudden, preity movement forward, hold-
ing out both her hands.

«Oonstantis | she exclaimed. ¢ My dear
¢hild !’  And she put her sxma round me, kiss-
ing me on both cheeks. . .

I seemed to rec iver myself at onos, and bagan
to be glad. I could net havehelped being prqud
of her, if T had tried, she was so beautiful, and
0 fond of me. I took her by her supple waist,

and deew ker round, so that Alan oould see her
to the beat advanasge.

“Alan,” [ said, *‘ this is my dear friend, Bar-
bura Sharpless.”’

I suppose I might have kuown what would
happen after this. Iam sure I ought to have
known. At first, it. seemed quite matural that
I ebowld be somewbat held apert from K Alsn,
through Barbara's presence in the hause. I was
abliged to divide myself beyween them, as it were,
aad now I look back, I ean see that Barbara had
more than, her sbhaxe of my attention, though she
professed to be very chary of claiming it,

“ Don’t mind me, Constantia,”’ she would say,
geatly. ¢ Yon must not le¢ me interfere with
your pleagure. 1 must learn to amuse myself.
You know I cannot expect to be all in all to you
now, a8 I was when you were more lonely. I
oan sit in tbe library apd read, while you are
taking your ride.”

But such speeches ag these, accompanied, a8
they always were, with a poft, half sigh, invaria-
bly upset my equilibrium, and made me feel as
if T had something to reproach myself with, and
the end of the matter was that I coptracted a
habit of becoming restless and uncomfortable,
when she was out of my sight, and at last even
followed her about the house as if I had been a
little dog. 1 could not bear to think that she
wag lomely, or might fancy 1 was not so fond
of her as 1 had been, when I bad no other
friend.

As for Alan, I think she rather embarrassed
him, at first. The look I had seen on his face,
when 1 presented her to him, bad been one of
bewildered confusion, as if her beguty bad acted
wpon him like a shock.

¢ 1g she as lovely as I said ahe was 2"’ I asked
bim, triumphanily, afterward,

“Yes,”” he answered, flushing awkwardly.
 8he is rather too lovely, Conatantia,”

I could net help observing, however, that not-
withstanding her quiet way, she attracted his
attention very often. I ysed to see him watch-
ing her as if he was not entirely conscious of
hismnself,; and when any of us spoke, he would
start and color, just as I could recollect his doing
when he was a boy. She grew upen him as she
grew upoR most peaple. I must admit that Aunt
Mariap was sn exception to this rule of ‘‘most
people.”” Very soon Aunt Marian began to treat
her with an open frostiness, which never after-
ward melted.

¢« That young woman,’’ she said to Uncle An-
gns, ‘“ knows too well what she is doing.”

But Uncle Angus did not agree with her.
Barbara had got into the habit of playing chess
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with him of evenings. She read chapters to him.
She listened modestly to his remarks upon mod-
ern and aneient literature. -

“ An exceedingly well-locking and retiring
young person,” he said, in reply to Aunt Merian.
* A very safe companion for Constantia; a very
safé and desirable companion.”

But there is no need that I should make my
poor little story spin out so. The long and short
of the matter is, that Barbara’'s coming changed
everything, and yet in such a quiet way, that it 3
would have been hard to tell exactly how the
change came about. Without knowing why it
was, I began to be as reserved as ever, and even
to find it hard to talk to Alan. When we were
left alone together, which was not often, we had
not a8 much to say to each other as usual, end it
was 80 trying to sit and pretend to be comfort-
able, that I was often rather giad to see Barbara
come in. She could always talk, at least, and,
in spite of Aunt Marian, the time came, before
very long, when she always seemed the centre of
the circle; and even Uncle Angus, who was not
fond of listenlng as s rule, was frequently a
listener, when she propounded her modest -little
theories. :

I do not think I should have cared so much,
for finding myself in the background mnow, if it
had not been for those four days which had been
s0 different to all the days of my life. Alan had
appeared to enjoy them so much, too!

*‘ You don’t look quite yourself, dear Constan-
tia,” Barbara remarked, one day. *¢ You looked
so well and happy, the night I came; and now
you are quite changed.”” And she kissed me
quite pityingly.

Somehow her petting made me so mervous that
1 drew myself out of her arms, and turned on
her in & way which astonished myself even more
than it did'her.

“If you please, Barbara, don’t,” I sald.
““You are very good, but I wish you wouldn’t.”

She gave me a quick, keen glance, and shook
her head, reproachfully.

‘¢ Ah, Constantia?’ she sighed. ¢ Ah, Cen-
stantfa I’* And turning from me, with a pathetic
air of reluctance, she left the room.

* | am very lonely,” 1 heard her say to Alan,
that evening, as they sat at the piano, and I pre-
tended to read. *1 am very lonely, Mr. Dal-
housie, and sometimes I feel as if Fate was rather
agninst me. So you must not lose patience with
me, if I am a little cross now and then. Deso-
iate people have a fight to be croes, though it is
not often acknowledged,” with the most adora-
ble, mournful smile.

It was quite 8 month before I woul own to

myself that an occasional little chill of distrust
passed across my mind, and even then I was so
ashamed of my baseness that I was wretched.
Bat the truth was, that I actuslly found Barbara
out in two or three small lies; and they were so
great a shock to me that I wus quite bewildered.
i found out thet when she bad told me she hed
been busy writing letters, she had been in fact
talking to Alan in the library, and that when
she profeased to-have been out alone, she had, in
more cases than one, met him in the street, and
ended her walk with him. There was no de-
ception on Alan’s part, howevor. Indeed, it was
always through him that I learned the truth.
He was straightforward enough. He eeuld not
have helped being open, if he had tried. The
dullest outsider might have seen what was going
to happen. In three days he had forgotten his
embarrassment in something more execiting. In
a week he was beginning to be restless and eager.
In a month he had fallen in love, madly and un-
reasoningly, and in spite of himself. He conld
not control his eyes, or his voice, or his words,
He was wholly in Barbara’s power. 8he -conid
do what she liked with him, and lead him into
what whirlpool she chose. And yet, te my sar-
prise, she’ never appeared to acknowledge her
power over him. 8he was just as timidly respeet-
ful, and guileless of manner as she had been at
first. She was always doing something for seme-
body, even for Aunt Marian, who did not even
condescend to thank her for her services.

‘‘ Really, Constantia,’” said Uncle Angus, * your
friend grows handsomer every day.”

There wasd a slight rupture between Aunt Ma-
rian and himself on Barbara’s account. When
Aunt Marian abused her, he always defended
her testily ; and once, when they entered into &
discussion about her designs on Alan Dathousis,
he fairly flew into a passion. '

It was only six weeks from the date of Bar-
bara's arrival, that a crisin oame. Going Into
the drawing-room, one evening, after having left
it for abont half an hour, I stopped upon the
threshold, checked hy seeing Barbara and Alan
standing olose together. Alan was holding Bewr
bara’s hand, and pouring out all sorts of pas-
sionate, disjointed phrases; Barbara drawing
back a little, and looking her very best and love-
liest.

¢« Poor Constantia !"’ T heard her say, sweetly.
“ Poor, dear Constantia "’

I turned round, and flew up stairs to my
room, and shut myself in.. I sat down om the
edge of my bed, and began to think matters
over. 1 oonld hardly believe my own feelings.
I was not happy at all, and I was angry with
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Barbara. And yet, of course, I had known Alan
would ask her to marry him, notwithstanding all
Aunt Marian and Uncle Angus’s plans.

1 knew she would come up stairs to me, aad so
1 waited ; and at last she came, knocking softly
on the door, and asking me to let her in. I.made
my face a8 inexpressive as possible, and obeyed
her summons at onoe.

8he stood upon the threshold, in the pvethest
of hesitating attitudes, holding her handkerchief
loosely, as if she had been erying.

“ May I come in, Constantia ?’' she uked.

¢« Certainly. Why not ?”’ was my answer, and
1 threw the door open wider.

1 was beginning to understand her well enough
to be prepared for a new little scens; .but I was
not quite prepared for the one that followed.
Regarded from an artistie point of visw, it was
quite besutiful.

As soon as | seatod myself, she flung herself
upon her knees before me, and hid. her face in
my lap; and that very moment all her lovely
bair fell down, in & great coil, and trailed over
her arm. This would have been a very much
more effective point, if I had not seen her give
a quick, light touch to the solitary hmr-pin she
hed allowed to remain in it.

« Constantia !’ she exclaimed, with a sob, I
have come to bid you farewell.”

I dare say, she acted her part so well, that she
might have forced me into same display of emo-
tion, if it had not been for the hair-pin ; but the
bair-pin bad hardened me, my eyes were opened
at 1sst, and I could not be sympathetic.

¢« Have you ?"’ I said, coolly. ¢ Isn’t it'rather
sudden ?"*

+ [ hsve come to bid you farewell,” she wept,
olinging to me, and making as much of her hair
aa possible, ¢ beeanse 1 will not remain under
your roof, and—and betray you, aad prove my-
self unworthy of your trust snd love. I will
not, if my heart-strings are torn up by the reots.”

s 1 hope nothing uncomfortable has happen-
ed,” I eaid.

She was determined not to admit that my man-
ner had altered. She went on as tragieally as if
I bad been equally moved with herself.

¢« My heart may bresk, in its loneliness !”’ she
cried, ‘but I will not betray you, Comstantis.
1 will go away, and carry my pain with me. It
ean only be a fancy, after all—a fancy for my
poor, unhappy beauty—and he will soon outlive
it—-""

Then I felt myself equal to bringing things to
s climax, so I interrupted her.

« He ! I repeated. ¢ Are you speaking about
some gentleman, Barbara

* Ah, Constantia !——''

But I stopped her again.

“ ¥f itis a gentleman,”’ 1 said, ¢ it must be
either Uncle Angus, or Alan Dalhiousie, and it
osn hardly be Uncle Angus. 8o, I suppose, it
is Alan, and that he has been telling you he is
in love with you. 8o that it—" /

She wrung her little hands together, and sob-
bed afresh.

¢ 1t is only a fancy,”’ she protested. *¢I have
told him so, and he will soon forget, if he does
not see me agsin. It is only his pity for my
loneliness which has touched his heart. Ask
him if the fault was mine, Constantia. Heaven
knows I tried to—to conceal my unhappiness.”

*“ Why 1’ I asked, without further ceremony.

Because I had been so fond of her once,
and bad believed in her so utterly, I was get-
ting & little sick of this preamble, and wanted
to stop it. She raised herself, and shaking her
hair back from her face, fixed her eyes upon
mine.

¢« Do you ask me why?' she said.
Constantia 7’

*Yes,”” I answered. ¢ And your hair is all
down, Barbara. [ asked you why, because I
don't quite seem to understand. You know I
always was dull at guessing things. How pretty
your hair is! Why don’t you always wear it
that way?"”’

I would rather have died than have let her
work upon my feelings, as I knew she had meant
to. Clever as she was, I believe I surprised her.
She was obliged to outpour again, and in a dif-
ferent way.

.« Oh, Constantia!” she cried, falteringly,
«have [——17 Is it possible that I have not
understood you? Can it be that—"

«Go on,”’ I answered *¢Don't be timid, Bar-
bara.”

« Can it be that you are as—as indifferent to—
to Alan as you were when you left school? Can
it be that I have mistaken you sltogether? You
could not profess s coldmess, Constantis—you,
who are so wholly frank ?”

I actually lsughed, and I stooped down, and
picked up the hairpin, and handed it to her.

 Get up, Barbara,” I said, ‘“and dress your
hair again, and make yourself happy. You have
been making & mountain out of a molehill. 1
was left to Alan just four days before you came,
and I am sure you are clever enough to know we
have not sentimentalized much since your arri-
val. Four days isn't a long enough time for
slow people, six weeks would not have been
time enough for me, I'm afraid. Let me help
you to put up your hair, and then I will go down

She began.

“You,
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stairs with you, and—and tell Alan that I am
not in love with him, and do not expeot him. to
marry me, notwithstanding Aupt Marian and
Uncle Angus.”

Somehow, the six weeks seemed to have
changed me altogether. I could not have made
such a speech before to have saved my. life. 1
folt as if I was ten years alder. ,

She saw that further sentiment would be thrown
away, end she rose slowly, looking af me, in &
keen, inquiring way.

“ Constantia,” she said, at last, ¢ 1 begin to
think L have been mistaken in you, in more ways
than one.” .

*¢1 think so too,”’ | snswered. Our eyes met
in & new fashion for the first time, She actually
blushed, and failed in her astiempt at a little
laugh. . .

“Shall I help you with your hair?’ I asked,
25 she turned to the glass. ‘O will you wear
it a8 it is? It is very becoming, and if you are
going to cry again, it will be very appropriate,
and assist the aituation.”

She gave oue glance at the glass, and smiled.

“I think I will leave it as it js,”’ she said.

‘“But don’t be satirical often, Constentia, until
you bave practised more in private.”
. L wag conscivus of great curiosity on her part.
I opuld sec it in her manner. Bha did not know
how I would face the affair to the end. I did
not find it difficult, however. [ simply took her
baad, when we entered the drawing-room, and
led her to Alan, who was sitting by the fire, look-
ing terxibly miserable. .

‘“Alan,” 1 said, ‘“Barbara has been telling
me what you have ssid to her, sand I have come
to congratulate you. I am sure you ought beth
to be very happy.”

And | positively had the sudascity, not only to
shake hands with him, but to offer him my cheek
to kiss, with far more coolness than I had ever
offered it to Uncle Angus himself.

When Aunt Marian heard the news, she re-
aeived it with austpre calmness. Miss Sharpless
was a clever young woman, she said, and it was
just what she had expected. Uncle Angus's
manaer was altogether different. He called me
into his private room, and fairly startled me.
His wig was pushed on one side, and his starched
cravat was tied awry, His face was flushed, and
he was pacing the room like a small, elderly
tiger.

« Constantis,’”’ he said, ¢ this is infamous }*’

“Why ?”’ I asked.

Ile took out his handkerchief with a trema-
lous hand, and blew his nose furiousty.

“It is infamons " he repested. ¢ That poor

girl.is sacrificing hereelf, and Dalbousie ought te
spe that she is.”’

« But, unale,” I began, in timid amasement.

“ It is impossible that such a brilliant and—
and appreciative young creature should love such
s clod. Dalhousie is merely an amiable elod.””

My new spirit took possession of me again.

¢ Thank you, Uncle Angus,” I eaid.

He ook the hint, and had the grace to flush a
littie mere deeply.

‘“Dear me, Conpstantia!’’ he said, testity.
“Don’t be foolish. Dalhousie is alt very weil,
but—e—'’ X

¢ But not well enough for Barbara,” I eaded
for him. ¢ Thaak yow again.’’ )

“Tut, tut, sut!’ bhe stammered, putting his
hands under his coat-tails, and fairly turniog his
baok upon me. ¢ Yow had better go up stairs
again, Constantia.”

Upon whieh I taock my departure.

I bad an interview with Barbars, too, the same
night, and it was rather a queer ome. It took
place after she had retired to her room, where I
followed her for the purpose of freeing my mind
of a certain ides which kad occurred to me.

‘Have you come to tell me I must go sway
to-morrow, Constantia?'’ she asked me, smilingly,
when L entered.

She was standing before the glass, admiring
héerself, and she looked so flushed, and wicked,
and triumphent, that I almost hated her or the
momsent, and yot was little simpleton emough te
want to burst out imto passionate cryiag, slt for
the sake of the Barbara I had been so fond of,
and who had. never existed at sll, except ia my
silly fancy. )

+ No, I answered, epeaking as steadily ss I
could. ‘I came to tell you that, since I brought
you away from Mrs. Lowther's, you must stay
here until yon are married, and—and as I have
s grebt deal of money to spare, I will help you
to buy the things you will need.”

She atarted slightly, and stood staring at me,
with her brush in her hand. her flush dying out.

““ What do'yon mean ?"’ she demanded.

“What L say,” I replied. ¢ You will need
money, and you had better take it from me than
from Alan; and I have more than I know what
to do with.”’

She made a step toward me with the queerest
look in her eyes, haif-frightened, half-pleased,
and wholly bewildered.

“Constantia !I’’ she began.

But 1 oould not stand it one moment longer.
I broke down into & wild, sudden sab of pain and
disgust. I think she meant to try to kiss me,
but [ pushed her away.
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“It is not you I am giving it to,”” I eried
out. *“It is not you. It is to Barbara wio
was honest and true. And Barbara is dead !”
And I turned round and went out of the room.

For a little while everything went on pretty
smoothly. Ungracigus as [ had beem, Barbara
did-not hesitate to accept my offer; and began to
make her preparations at once. They were so
elaborate, however, and made her so busy, that
sometimes she was obliged to neglect Alan a
trifie, but still he seemed very-happy; so happy,
that occasionally he wa¥ quite restless and peev-
ish. Once, indeed, I accidentally saw him fling
himself on his knees before her, and. bury his
poor, hot face in her hands, crying out,

¢ Barbara, Barbara, will it last? I dare not
believe it is true! Don’t let me awaken, Bar-
bara, for my soul's sake !”

But he did awaken, poor fellow, and roughly,
too, and that only a month before what should
have been his wedding-day. '

Of course, he had changed his quarters after
the engagement had been declared; and after
the change it was his habit to make a daily
call.

On this last occasion, he came when Barbara
was out; but as we were expecting her every
moment, he remained in the drawing-room with
me, and in this way the blow fell upon him.

1 suppbse we had both rather avoided each
other during the last few weeks; so, it was not
exactly pleasant to sit tete-a-tete, and diseuss the
weather ; and 1 was rather relieved when a serv-
ant announced a visitor for Miss Sharpless,
though I naturally wondered who he couid be.

When [ rose to receive him, I was really
startled. He was a big, badly-dressed young
man, with one'of the handsomest and wiokedest
faces I had ever seen. He certainly did not be-
long to the upper class of society, and yet thore
was an indesoribable air of style and coolness
about him. He had great, soft, brown eyes,
with long, womanish lashes, but his mustache
was golden blonde, and so was his hair, and his
features were simply perfeot.

¢ Miss Sharpless is not at home?’ he said
to me. ’

¢ Not at present,” I answered. ¢ But—-"

He interposed, with cavalierly abruptness,

¢Then I will wait.”” And threw himself into
a chair,

His complacence astonished me so that I
glanced at Alan, and saw at on¢e that he was
pecaliarly pale. He moved restlessly on his seat,
sand at last rose, without any pretence at oere-
mony, and went into the adjoiming room, whose
folding-doers were half-open.

«Constantia,”’ he said, ¢ come here |”

To say 1 was bewildered, would be to express
noething. It oertainly was not like Alan, to be
deliberately impolite. I could scarcely make my
apologetic bow and apeech to the stranger, and
when I reached the other room, I gazed at Alan
in sheer. amazement. He was gnawing his lips
and looking actually savage.

‘ What is the matter !’ 1 faltered.

¢ I hate that fellow!"’ he burst out, in an an-
gry under-tone. ¢ What has he the impudence to
eome here for? He is not a gentleman. Sharper
is written all over him.”

« Have you ever seen him before !’ I asked,
my astonishment growing as he spoke.

*Yes,” he answered, as if unwillingly. 1
have seen him several fimes ; aud once | saw him
speak to Barbara. She says he was one of her
rascally uncle’s friends, and that he presumes
upon the acquaintance.”’ .

I reddened to the tips of my ears, and stood
twisting my fingers together in my most absurd
fashion. I was frightened. It flashed across
my mind all at once that Barbara had been teil-
ing him & le.

Just at that moment, too, the bell rang, and I
heard her come into the house.

s Let us go into another room,” I said, hur.
riedly. It may have been that he saw suspicion
in my face, for he caught my arm, savagely.

“ No,” he said, I intend to stay here.””

“ won't stay, and listen,”’ I protested.

But he pulled me down on to the sofa.

‘“ There will be nothing to listen to,”’ he an-
swered. ¢ Nothing against Barbara; but if that
fellow annoys her, it will be the worse forhim.”

And yet I saw that his pallor had increased,
and he was shaking from head to foot; and a
momeunt later I saw him fix his eyes on a mirror
acress the room~—a mirror, which reflected the
part of the adjoining room in which we were
most interested. I began to tremble, myself.

¢« Let me go, at least,”” I whispered.

# No!” he answered.

And then we both saw Barbara enter.

She came in gracefully enough, but before she
had crossed the threshold fairly, she uttered
low, bitter, startled ory, '

¢ What are you doing here '’ she said. ¢ How
dare you?"’

Her visitor arose, with careless jauntiness, to
meet her ; and seeing the expression on his face,
the wicked, satiric, stealthy smile gleaming in
his eyes, I almest shuddered, for I knew that he
was conscious of our presence near them, and.
that he meant to use his knowledge of it for
some purpose of his owa.
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My dear little Barbara,” he said, *‘how
pretty you are !’

But instead- of defying him, as I had more
than half expected she would, she gave a little
shudder, let her parcels fall, and dropped into &
chair, hiding her face in her hands.

¢I wish—1I wish I was dead |"’ ghe cried.
wish I was dead !”

He laughed, as if he quite enjoyed the idea.

‘“ What " he said, *‘ with such a fortune before
you, and such a lover, and the old one so cleverly
thrown over, and quite willing to relinquish his
claims ? Dalhousie——""

8he stamped her foot at him, frantic with rage
and fright.

¢ hate bim, and I hate you! He is a fool,
and you are worse! Why can’t you leave me
alone?”

He shrugged his shoulders.

“ A fool 7’ he repeated.
he can afford it.”’

“Do you suppose I should marry him, if he
couldn't?’ she cried, fiercely. ¢ Did I spend
my time cajoling that sentimental idiot of & girl,
and work my way here, because I expected to
make a love-match? Love is over, for me.”

¢« When did it exist for you "’ he asked. Hia
voice was 80 full of bitterness, that I did not
wonder it moved her to & change of mood. It
might have moved any woman who had ever
cared for him an atom.

She burst into tears—weak, insane tears.

“When ?’’ she echoed. ¢ When "’

*“ Was it when you wers going to marry me
instead of Dalhousie?”’ he asked. ¢ Was it when
you wore the sixpenny-muslin, and the blue
corn-flowers in your hair, at Weisbaden, and I
kissed you in the hotel garden, under the trees ?
1 bave not kissed you for some time, and, upon
my soul, Barbara, I believe I came here to-day
with the intention of kissing you, just once more,
and for the last time.”

He went nearer to her, and in an agony of
dread I looked at Alan. He was staring stoniedly
straight before him at the mirror.

“ Gome away,”’ I implored. ¢ Oh, come away,
plesse.”’

“No,” he said, and shook me off,

He just waited until the soft, curling, golden
head had bent over Barbara’s, and her old lover's
arms were round her shrinking figure, and then
he walked slowly through the half-opened folding-
door, into the centre of the room.

oI

* That's bad—but

“I hate you,” Barbara was seying, in petu- ;
; we were very happy together those four days,

lans protest. ¢ You are as oruel as Death,” with
an angry, little sob. ‘I hate myself. It was
all folly, from first to last.”

And then she saw Alan.

A faint shriek broke from her lips, and she
tore herself from her lover's arms, and sprang
up. She seemed to guess, by instinct, that he
had betrayed her purposely. .

‘ You knew this!" she cried, turning on him
like a little fury. “You did! You know you
did I’

And he laughed, and nodded.

““ Why not?"’ he said

The words had scarcely passed his lips before
Alan was upon him. He caught him by the
throat as if he would have strangled him. But
he was not cool enough to use his power to an
advantage. The other was the stronger of the
two, and shook him off.

“Don’t let us get into a brawl,’”’ he said.
«Qhe is not worth it, and it would not sound
well when it came to be talked about. I have
saved you from a worse fate thun you dreamed
of, and I am going to leave you to settle your
own affaira. Pooh!"” with a light, scornful ges-
ture toward Barbara. ¢ She is not worth an
honest man’s sigh. She is a lying, intriguing
little adventuress, and even this little farce won’t
hurt her, though it has amused me to revenge
myself.”’

That was the last of him. He strode out of
the room without a backward glance, and left us
standing together—DBarbara, Alan, and myself.

“Well,” said Alsu, at last, ¢ Is there any-
thing more to be said "’

He spoke slowly, his eyes fixed in a strange,
lost fashion upon Barbara’s beautiful, treacherous
face.

« ] heard all,” he added; ‘and saw all.”

I wonder the dreadful change from his old,
tender, self-ignoring way, did not touch her
heart. But it did not. She was teo full of her
own disappointment, and hatred, and humilia-
tion, She had been 80 near gaining the end she
had worked and plotted for, and then she bad
lost all. She looked at him for one minute, and
then, with a little cry of baffled rage, tore the
ring from her finger, flung it at his feet, and flew
out of the room.

In an hour she was out of the house, and had
had sufficient presence of mind not to forget any
of her late purchases. Before night Alan had
left us, too, and my task it was to explain mat-
ters to the rest.

¢ Good-by, Constantia!’’ he had said, at the
last. ¢ Don’t despise me more than you can
help. We may never see each other again. ‘But

weren't we!” And then he shook both my
hands, and kissed me, in such an humble, hope-



TWILIGHT

MUBINGS. 119

less way, that I could not help crying a little,
and kissing him back.

Aunt Marian merely closed her lips, and
smiled, when I stumbled through my brief ex-
planation, but Uncle Angus was terribly excited.
1t was incomprehensible, he said. It was not to
be helieved. Dalhousie was an imbecile, and,
on his part, he should need substantial proof;
and if he could find the poor girl—

This was three years ago, and I have not had
sny dear friend since. I heard nothing of Bar-
bara till about six months ago, when I received
s letter from Uncle Angus, who had been travel-
ing upon the Continent.

“ Last week, Constantia,”” he wrote, #1 was
married to your friend, Barbara Sharpless, hav-
ing first heard her most satisfactory explanation
of her misunderstanding with Dalhousie. 8he
has been infamously treated, poor girl, and has
been living most unhappily with a scapegrace of
sn uncle, of whom, of course, she will see noth-
ing more. She has lost none of her loveliness
and amiability, and our tastes are as congenial
as ever. She has acknowledged to me that she
always felt the uncongeniality between herself
and Dalhousie. She sends her dear love to you,
and begs you to believe that at lost she is happy,
aad at peace.”

Three months after this letter came to hand,
we were startled—that is, Aunt Marian and I—
by the sudden appearance, one day, of Alan
Dalhousie. He had been absent, ever since Bar-
bara’s departure, traveling, first in Italy, then
in Egypt, and finally in India. The last we had
heard of him, he was going to Japan. Only now
he burst in npon us, quite unexpectedly, looking
improved in every way, and wonderfully self-
possessed. It was not long before he himself
referred to my uncle.

8o the Siren has bewitched the poor, dear
old man, and he is parted from you forever,” he
said. ¢ That is what brought me home. I knew
you would be lonely, Aunt Marian.”” And he
looked at me, too, but added nothing more.

A week after, however, he said, one afternoon,
when we were alone, ¢ Do you remember those
four happy days, Constsntia, before Barbara
came? I have thought of them all these years.
If you can forgive me, if you can believe that the
charm of the sorcerees is over—as indeed it is,
and has been ever since that day she fled—per-
haps you will go back to them with me. Shall
it be so, dear Constantia "’ :

We are to be married to-morrow, and, in my
happiness, I can forgive even my dear friend
BaARBARA SHARPLESS
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Tare soft dewn of eve are descending,

And daylight with darkness is blending
O'er valley and hill;

And down in the grass-covered meadows,

1 scarce can discern through the shadows,
The silvery rill.

And see, through the darkness appearing,
The evening star,

The heart of the wanderer cheering,
Is shining afar!

Alone in the twilight I'm sitting,

And fast through my memory are flitting
The dreams of my youth,

When the future lay smiling before me,

And 1 saw Hopeé’s bright visions float o'er me,
Nor doubted their truth.

Ah! T knew not the cares and the troubles
That life had in store!l

How my hopes would but prove to be bubbles
Too frail to endure.

Ah! "Tis best that we know not the sorrow
That will come with the longed-for to-morrow=—
The anguish, the care;
Had the veil from my future been lifted,
2 Perchance, at the sight I had drifted

Down into despair.

Had I known all the woes that awaited
My hurrying feet;

How more oft would my pleasures be freighted
With bitter than sweet.

And yet, ghough my life has been lonely,
Some flowers I have plucked, that could only
From trials have sprung;
Some joys I have known, that did borrow
Their brightness from contrast with sorrow
" That over me hung,
As moonbeams are brighter, in seeming,
When clouds are gone by ;
By which, for a moment, their gleaming
‘Was hid from the eye.

Oh, ead would be youth's dewy morning,

If all Hope's bright promises scorning,
O’erburdened with fears,

‘We saw but the woe and the sorrow

That would come to our hearts on the morrow
The sighs and the tears.

Yes, 'tis best that we may mot discover
What Fate hath in store,

Nor lift up the veil that hangs over
‘What lieth before.



