«“THE MEN WHO LOVED ELIZABETH.”

BY FANNIE HODGSON BURNKEATT.

«QOn!"” oried Elizabeth, ¢ what a miserable

dayitis! What a wretched day! How wretched’

the whole world is! How can any one ever be hap-
py!” Shesaid it under her breath, making a little
gesture, as if she would have wrung her hands,
if she had dared, and hurrying along the deserted
road in a blind, desperate fashion, scarcely noting
where she was going.

It had been a wretchad day for her, in truth.
She had done this dull, chill afternoon, what she
could never undo; and though, just now, she
told herself that she did not wish to unde any-
thing, and had only acted with reasonable pride
and self-respeot, the consequences to her reason-
able pride went rather hard with her.

¢t Lisse,” her lover had said, ten minutes be-
fore, when she held out to him her ring—the
ring she liad only worn three months, * Dari-
ing, think one minute.”

«Think I"" she cried, pale with proud wrath,
«T have thought too long. I will marry no man
whose friends sny he stoops to me. I would not
make such a marriage for worlds—for worlds
upon worlds.”

Capt. Max caught her uawilling hands, and
held them, his handsome young face aglow.

4 Not for love's sake?” he said. *‘Not when
the man would rather lose the world than you?
You might forgive them for love's sake."

But Elizabeth was as proud as she was poor.
If she had been more fortunate she might have
been less stubborn and lofty ; if she had been an
heiress, and a lily of the field, she might even
have been charmingly humble; but, as old Miss
Tipton’s companion, she was an indomitable
creature, indeed. Was she not a lady? Were
these people, who sneered at her poverty, and
accused her of trying to play her cards well,
better born, or more highly cultivated thaa she
herself was? Was not she Elizabeth Fabien, ten
times as handsome, and twenty times more bril-
liant than those thin, vapid sisters, and their cold,
vapid, old mother? She was in no mood to listen
to reason ; she refused to be touched by any ap-
peal; she was, indeed, so obstinate, and fierce,
and scornful, that it was small woander that appeal

came repron.::h. and reproach accusation, and
accusation anger; and the end of it all was a
hot, indignant quarrel, and & bitter, desperate
parting ; and here she was going back over the

lonely road again, and the captain was half way
home, his pulses throbbing, and his heart on fire.

¢«It is all over!” he groaned, tempestuously.
«It's all over! And I never loved any living
creature as [ love her. And it is all the fault of
those women. Commgnd me to a man's woman-
kind for making him wretched, if their taste runs
in that direction. Now Louise and Marie will
rest in peace, and my mother will feel that she
has nothing to complain of.”

And, on her side, Elizabeth went her way,
feeling sad enough. Life had bloomed out sud-
denly for her six months ago, when, dining out
with her patroness, she had found herself taken
down to the table by a stalwart, cheerful cavalier,
who was unworldly enough to see only her youth
and beauty, and admire them as honestly as if
she had been the most important young person
in the room, instead of the most insignificant.
On that occasion, Capt. Max had succumbed to
Fate, and fallen in love with her, and had been
8o much in earnest that he had even cultivated
Miss Tipton, and struggled with unremitted ardor
to render himself worthy in her eyes to be in-
vited to tea: and from accidental meetings they
had advanced to trysts: and three mouths after
he and Elizabeth found themselves engaged.

But here was the end of it! Elizabeth clench-
ed her ringless hand, when ghe drew in sight of
Miss Tipton’s great, brick house, and rambling
garden. The tall, gallant figure would never
saunter up the gravel-walk again, and make her
heart leap with joy ; the tinkling old piano would
only play hymns for Miss Tipton; there would
be no more accompaniments to the gay, clear
voice. It would be better to die at once than
live and miss the secret bliss she had known in
this brief summer.

She heard -Miss Tipton talking to a visitor,
when she entered the hall, and she recognized
familiar tones with a feeling of wild impatience.
She slipped by the parlor-door lightly, hoping to
escape notice, but at the head of the stair-case a
servant met her with a message.

¢ Miss Tipton told me to tell you, when you
came in, that Mr. Gregory Renfrew is with her.
She wishes you to come to them in the parlor.”

“Very well,” said Elizabeth, hopelessly.

She went to her room. and took off her hat.
It was a black hat, with & scarlet poppy in it;

898



“THE MEN WHO LOVED ELIZABETH."

399

and Capt. Max had admired it, with his customary
lover-like extravagance. He had admired her
dress, too; and they had had a laugh at Miss
Tipton's disapproval of it. It was an old, black,
velvet gown of Elizabeth's dead mother, which
she had made over into a walking-suit with-much
contriving, and Miss Tipton had shaken her head
on seeing it.

«It is a dress hardly befitting your pesition,
Elizabeth,”” she had remarked. ¢But,’”” ae if
deriving consolation from the fact, ¢ it is some-
what shabby, it is true. That is one thing. One
oan see it has been made over.”

-80 even the picturesque shabbiness of her dress
reminded the girl of her lover. Now that no one
oould see her, she wrung her hands in eatnest.

«Why could not Gregory Renfrew stay at
home 1’ she said. ¢ To-day of all days. Am I
to have no rest?"’

There was anger as well as misery in her
mood. 8he always knew what Mr. Gregory Ren-
frew came for; and as he came nearly oevery day,
she found him monotonous at best. At the worst,
she found him rasping to her nerves, and rather
apt Lo rouse her temper. His object in visiting
the house was the same one as Capt. Max’s had
been. He came b he was hopelessly in
love with her, and could not stay away. But she
oould not excuse him as she had excused Capt.
Max. If he had not been so geatle, 8o unob-
trusive, and so earnest, she would have almost
hated him a little.

When she opened the parlor-door, he rose to
greet her. He was a pale, little man, with &
thin, insignificant figure, an expression between
& patient humor and sadness, and with no attrac-
tive outward atiribute but well-fitting oclothes.
He had a long, thin, fair mustache, and a bad
habit of continually twisting it ; and he was twist-
ing it in his most nervous manner when he ad-
vanced to meet Elizabeth.

« Mr. Rewfrew has been waiting here an hour,
Blizabeth,”” said Miss Tipton, rebukingty.

« Waiting?"’ said Elizabeth. What right had
he to wait for her, as if he had a claim upon her?
She gave him a coldly impatient glance, from
under her sweeping lashes. It is a great pity,”
she added.

Renfrew met this glance with his oustomary
long-suffering smile.

] have been admiring your chrysanthemums,”’
he said, meekly. ‘‘And Miss Tipton has been
good enough to promise .me & bouquet. My
flowers do not flourish as your's do, Miss Eliza-
beth. My chrysanthemums look mouldy at this
time of the year.’

“They wouldn't, if your gardener understood
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them,"” commented Elizabeth ; and then she turn-
ed to her patroness, bent upon showing that it
was because she waa obliged to obey others that
he would get his chrysanthemums, and not be-
cause she anticipated any enjoyment of a senti-
mental stroll in the dismal garden. ¢ Must I go
and gather the flowers now '’ she asked.

“Yes,”" said Miss Tipton, with a displeased
glance over her spectacles. She disapproved of
Elizabeth's tendency to repulse this suitor, on the
same ground tbat she disapproved of her beauty,
and her furbished up velvet gown, as ‘“unbe-
fitting her station.”” With the wisdom of three-
soore years, she could not see why, ‘“a young
person,” utterly destitute of prospects, should
not be grateful for the attentions of a man, whe
had a large income, a successful business, the
handsomest house and ground:; in the neighbor-
hood, and no incumbrances whatever.

But Elizabeth was too young to be discreet.
She was young enough to be even a little cruel
in her scorn of such advantages. She took her
flower-scissors from their place, and left the room,
almost ignoring the faot that Renfrew was follow-
ing her. - He always followed her, when Miss
Tipton gave him an opportunity.

It was dismal enough outside. A chill wind
was whistling through the trees in a ghostly way,
and tossing the dead leaves in heaps in cor-
ners of the gravel-walks, Only the Chrysanthe-
mums, and & few late flowers, showed their scant
bloom. It was damp under foot, and gray over-
head. But the desolate chilliness was ounly in
accordance with poor Elizabeth’s heartache. She
bent over a flower-bed, and began to snip the
blossoms off with her scissors, while her com-
panion stood at her side and watched her. He
was not as stupid as she fancied. If she had
looked up at him, she wodld have learned as
much. Gradually, as he watohed her, a singu-
larly tender expression revealed itself in his
meagre face; and by-and-by his hand stole up to
bis mustache, and began the nervous stroking.
But for several minutes he did net speak. At
length, however, a stray, red leaf, carried by &
little gust of wind, fell upon Elizabeth’s black
braids, and lifting her head in a petulant gesture,
she saw something that disturbed her.

She stood upright before him, her white chry-
santhemums held loosely in the folds of her black
drees, and, unwittingly, her eyes questioned him
as openly as if she had spoken. And so he an-
swered her. Before he had come into the garden,
he had wondered how he should Begin. But now
it seemed the most natural thing in the world
that he should speak out, as he had been on the
verge of doing & hundred times before.
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« Elizabeth,” he said, “ I have been thinking
to-day of some lines I chanced upon last night.

¢ Ho eitber fears his fate too muah,
Or his deserts ure small,

Who fears to put it to the touch,
And win or lase if all.’

I—I came out here, Elizabeth, to put my fate
to the touch, and win or lose all.”’

Elizabeth neither spoke nor ptirred. DBecause
this had come this afternoon, it was harder to
bear than it would have been at any other time
It was o kind of shock to her. She had known
he wonld say foolish thiugs, as she called them,
but she had not expected he would dare 8o much
as this. And then, too, she found that, all at
once, his whole aspect had altered somehow. It
was almost as if he had gnined stremgth and
manliness. At this moment he did not look afraid
of her, or exactly insignificant.

“I love you, Elizabeth,” he said, with simple
directness.

Elizabeth was conscious of a suddenly sharp
pain. She had used to think that when he eaid
this to her, she would be angry, and now she did
not feel angry at all, only puzzled and sad.

“Oh, no!” shearied. ‘*Don’t, don’t say that I’

¢ But I must say it,"”’ he answered, in o voice
shaken with his deep emotion. I must say it,
though I have been so often convinced that it
would be of no use. A man cannot lovea woman,
a8 I love you, and not tell her so, even—even if
he despairs, as I do, Elizabeth.”” And his hands
falling at his sides, he stood looking at her, in
passionate misery. ‘I have loved you o long
time,”’ he said; ‘“from the first. And, at the
first, I sometimes fancied that I might win you
but of late my hope hae died out, and to-day it is
my despair that speaks, It is impossible that
you could love, is it not, Elizabeth 1"

*Yes, it is impossible,’’ said Elizabeth.
could never be!”

8he did not mean te be oruel to him; but, re-
membering Max, and ber last summer, she forgot
that her tone might sound vehement, in its earn-
estness of degision.

¢ Never!’ she said. ¢ No, never, never!"

It was a very brief love-scene. He said no
more—made no further appeal. There was a
silence for a few moments, and then he held oat
his hands for the chrysanthemums.

¢« Let me carry them for you,’’ he said. * You
bave goathered enough. Thank you for having
¢aken the trouble.”

They went slowly back to the house, and Elizsa-
tbetb, pale and disturbed, arranged his bouquet in
silence. - She slipped up stairs, ag soon as he was
gone, hoping that by tes-time Miss Tipton would

shave forgotten that she had any questions to ask.

LI (3

8he threw a shawl over her shoulders, and
orouched down upon the floor, in & corner of the
deep window. She always took possession of
this corner, when she was either miserable or
very happy; and this afternoon surely her mood
was desolate enough. But the truth was, she did
not renlize what she Lad done.

In the first glow of her anger she had been sure
of herself; but when she became covler, her heart
would fail her. It was a girl’s heart, warm
with young romance, and it would be hard to
oonquer.

There had been a great deal of opposition to
her engngement. If he had trifled with her, or
treated her with falsehood and ecrueltly, Capt.
Max Desmond’s relatives would have found it
easy to forgive and excuse him; but for his folly
in enugnging himself to a vain young woman, who
had nothing to bring him but her vanity and her
great: eyes, they had no excuse. It was a mad-
ness not to be palliated ; and they were deter-
mived that it should not be consummated easily.
So, from the first, Elizabeth had found her lot &
hard one. Her proud spirit could not brook it.
Bhe was slighted, and ignored, and worse than
all, accused of having played desperately for high
stakes. She had manocuvered, and had been by
no means.too delicate, her enemies managed to
insinuate. If they bad dared to call her openly
a bold and dangerous creature, they would have
done it; but not daring so much openly, they
went as far as they might. They gave their
frionds to understand that Capt. Max was a
victim; and as they made no eecret of their sen-
timents, Elizabeth soon discovered what her future
position among them would be, and at last was
goaded to this madneas of sacrificing her love for
the sake of her pride.

As she sat, crouching in the cold, her fate
looked so hard, that she grew rebellious.

«Everything is against me,’* she said, with &
gob. ¢ Bverything is always against me. Since
it was to end like this, why need I ever have
seen him? I had enough to hear hefore.”

She laid her head upon the windew-ledge, and
cried, in an unrestrained, impetuous . fashion.
She felt evea bitter against Max, because—be-
cause—well, she did not know exactly why.
She only felt, tempestuously, that she had been
wronged and robbed of her happiness.

When she went down to pour out Miss Tip-
ton’s tes, the old lady looked at her querulously.

“Your eyes are red, Elizabeth,” she said
* Your temper has been getting the better of you,
a8 usual.”

«It is the wind,"” answered Elisabeth, rather
baughtily. < One csnnot stand in the wind for
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half an hour without feeling the effects of it. It
is wretched outside.”

s Tut, tut! That is nonsense {"’ taking off her
speciacles. * What was Gregory Renfrew saying
to you?”

Elizabeth sat down at the table, and put a lump of
sugar into a teacup, feeling stormy and obstinate.

“Ile was saying that his chrysanthemnms
were mouldy——"’

«Tut, tut!I” again. *“He is a foolish fellow,
and you are a foolish girl. You had better let
him speak, and you had better listen to him than
to that big, stupid Desmond. You are wasting
your time. He has no backbone, that Desmond,
or he would make those ridiculous women hold
their tongues. They are always abusing you,
snd sneering ot you. You are not as proud as
your mother was, Elizabeth.””

Elizabeth’s eyes flashed, and she pressed her
lips together. Here was a& new sting, and it
cleared the way for new bitterness. Her feeling
of resentment against her lover began to take a
more tangible form. Yes, it was true. e ought
to have been strong enough to defend her against
three vapid women. He ought to have known
how to crush out their venom at the outset. He
had shown himself weak. Even this garrulous
old woman had detected his faultiness, and could
condemn it. Meaningly or unmeaningly, Miss
Tipton had sown a dragon’s tooth.

Elizabeth had fancied that, having learned his
fate, Renfrew would remain at home; but she
found herself wrong. After an absence of a
week, he began to come again as fajthfully as
ever. Ie developed a pathetic fondness for Miys
Tipton's society. They played cards togetber,
and (alked endlessly about their mutual house-
hold difficulties, while Elizabeth sat apart and
worked at o hideous cushjon for her patroness,
who was interested in a. peculiarly purposeless
fancy fair. The girl used to listen to their gon-
versations, nnd feel scornful. But ome night,
a8 she was listening, she received p drendful stab,

*The Chesworths have come,”’ remarked Gre-
gory. “They are. with the Desmonds—Doris
and all.” «® o

“Doris 1"’ said Miss Tipton. ‘* Ome may ensily
guess what that meaens. The Desmonds have had
their oye upon Doris since she was a ghild. They
intend that she shall marry Max. The meney
which her grandmother left her is too nice a dot
to go out of the family.” .

Elizabeth begaa to work very fast. Her heart
beat fiercely, and her cheeks flamed. But Gre-
gory Renfrew answered undisturbedly. Being
the man he was, he rarely heard either news or
scandal, and, for reasons of her own, Miss Tip-

ton had not chosen to tell him of Elizabeth’s
engagement. The Desmond women he disliked
so0 intensely, that he avoided them as he would
have done a plague. Accordingly, they bad not
bad the opportunity to give him their version of
their brother’s atory.

*Doris is a handsome creature,” he eaid,
“and a charming girl. The very girl to make
Max the best of wives. I know what order of
woman Max needs. He is a good fellow, a good,

 generous fellow, and he should marry well. Ie

will, too. I should think fow women would re-
fuge him ;" not looking at Elizabeth, but smiling
with his characteristic sad patience, ‘I went to
achool with him,’’ he added, *‘ and he was always
lucky.”

Elizabeth laid down her work, and left the
room on pretence of going for fresh silk. She
ran up the stairs rapidly, blinded with tears.

“Oh!”" was bher resentful cry. * He might
have waited a little longer. It is very soon to
begin again. It must be his fault. He lad no
nced to stay if he did not want to see the girl.
I would have goue away tho hour she came, if I
bhad been in his piace. He must know about
their plans. He does know, and he likes them.””

8he was 8o desperate, that she even descended
to the poor little trick of using Gregory Renfrew
as a menns of gratifying her curiosity. She went
back to the parlor again, and inveigling him away
from Miss Tipton, drew him to her own side, and
led Lim into an artful conversation. She made
him talk to her about Capt. Max and the Ches-
worths. 8he wanted to know about this Doris;
she must know about her. Was she such a
beauty? How old was she? What was her
stylo? What was this about her money ?

Gregory answered ler questions innocently
enough, at first, but at length some false note in
her voice betrayed her feverish . eagerness, and
e looked at her in sad amazement. Her cheeka
were hot, her hands were trembling; she was
making blunders in her work. A suspicion of
the t1ruth began to yeveal itself to him slowly,
What a mistake he had made! How blind e
had been, not to guess at this before! Through
some odd chance, he had never met Max gt the
house, but he had known that he came there.
And waas it not natural that he should have come
there with a purpose? .And being so genial
and handsome o fellow, was it not nnlurpl that
he should have been successful? S

“Did I understand Miss Tipton to ‘ppy that
Capt. Desmond was engaged to Miss Dorjs Ches-
worth I’ Elizabeth faltered, weakly.

*No,"” he answered, still regarding her down-
ocagt face with sorrowful eyes. ¢ No, Elizabeth.”
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«Bat,"” she persisted, ‘“isn’t he, isn’t there a
gort of understanding; isn’t it almost the same
thing " .
 «No,”’ with an honest courage that did him
credit, under the circumstances. * I do not think
so. The two families would approve of the match
it is said. That is all.”

But Elizabeth would not let herself believe
him. Here was still another grievance for her,
and she was unreasonable enough to seize hold
upon it. Then she made up her mind to see
Doris Chesworth’ and her lover together, and
judge for herself. All the week she kept her
eye upon the road, and once or twice was re-
warded by the sight of the Desmond carriage
driving by, with the feminine members of the
household, and thefr guest ; but she did not see
Max until Sunday. On Sunday morning she
got up, feeling feverish and miserable. Looking
in the glass, the sight of her own fhce startled
her. She was pale, and even haggard.

« T will go to church, this morning, and see
them,” she said. *‘ But they shall not see me.
How dreadfully T look! I am like a hideous old
maid. I am not Elizabeth Fabien at all.”

‘She went to the church the Desmond family
attended, and took her place in a dark, high
pew, near the door. Just before the beginning
of the service, the door opened, and there en-
tered first her enemies, and then her lover, with
& companion. It was Doris Chesworth, of course,
and she was even a greater beauty than Elizabeth
had feared. The girl's heart burned within her,
as the fair face passed her shadowy corner. Bhe
watched the two all the morning, and was filled
with bitter, jealous pangs. She had thought to
try to leave the church without being seen, but
as they were passing her on their way ont, a
sudden tempiation assailed her, and she gave
way to it. 8he emerged from the darkness just
as Max neared her, and the next instant his
glance fell wpon her pale, scornful face. Its bit-
terness was so full of accussation, that it eut him
to the quick. Under cover of the morning crowd,
he caught her hand, and fairly crushed it.

« Elizabeth,” he whispered, in impassioned
appeal. ¢ Elizabeth!”

But she dragged her hand away, and darting
one oruel glance at him, forced her way past.

She appeared before Miss Tipton, like a ghost,
st dinner. She had tortured herself beyond en-
durance.

¢ Who preached '’ asked the old lady. * What
was the text !’

I did not see who preached,’” said Elizabeth,
with the indifferent daring of oold despair. ¢1
did not hear the text. I know nothing about it.”

How she suffered during the next two months !
She gave herself up entirely to a belief in her
lover’s falsehood, before six weeks were ended.
She believed the rumors she heard, and, as usual,
rumor was active. Perhaps the feminine Des-
monds assisted it in their anxiety. Capt. Max, said
the gossips, was very attentive to his mother’s
guest. He was to be seen with her upon all oc-
casions. It would be an excellent match. Some-
times the visitors, who said these things, glanced
aside at Elizabeth, who bent over her work in
cold silence. The time came at last when the
sword fell. A caller came one morning who had
heard of a positive engagement. Mrs. Desmond
had snnounced it to a select few. That night
Gregory Renfrew came, and found Elizabeth in
a strange mood, a dreadful mood. B8he cared for
nothing any longer, and so she was not afraid to
ask what she wished to know.

*¢Is it true that Capt. Desmond is engaged to
Doris Chesworth ?"’ she demanded. ~

Her face was like stone, white and hard. Gre-
gory hesitated at the sight of it; but he had
heard the story, too, and was obliged to speak.

“] am not sure,” he faltered. ‘¢ One hears so
many things.”

“Yes, you are sure,”’ said Elizabeth. *You
know it is true. He is going to marry her. And
he was engaged to me three months ago.”’

Gregory started. He had not fancied that she
would ever tell him this. But she went on with
grim hauteur of manner.

It is very soon to be engaged again,” she
said. ‘It is very soon. He might have waited.
But then, perhaps, he has forgotten that he ever
was engaged before. Men like him soon forget ;
and I am not like Doris Chesworth. I am only
Elizabeth, and he was afraid of those women.”

8he spent an hour kneeling by her window
that night. She had never felt so utterly deso-
late, since the night her mother bhad died, and
left her standing alone in the world. It was as
if death had come again. Three months ago,
when she had been so obstinate and defiant, her
lover had clung to her passi ly ; but she had
thrust his love aside, and she had lost it
forever. She began to see that she had never
realized that she could quite lose it. Her pride
had been a very craven pride, after all, and had
not meant all it had prompted her to say.

¢ was the weak one,” she cried, fiercely, and
in an inconsistent changefulness. ‘ It was I who
was afraid of those women. Why did I not let
him love me? Make him love me? I could have
done it. I held him against the world.”

She made a dozen mad plans. She would not
stay, and be obliged ‘o face that girl as his wife.
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8he would net stay to embroider cushions, and
be stared at when people came to the house. She
bad a little money, and she would go away. She
oould get another situation somewhere, where
nobody would know her.

So she electrified Miss Tipton, the next morn-
ing, by telling her that she must provide herself
with another companion. Miss Tipton stared at
her, and frowned.

*“Nonsense !"’ she said. * You are in one of
your moods, Elizabeth. I hope you are not such
8 simpleton as to run away, because—'""

But a dangerous look in the handsome black
eyes checked her. Elizabeth’s head raised itself,
and her delicate nostrils dilated.

¢« Because what "’ she demanded.

+ Tut, tut!"’ quavered Miss Tipton. ¢ It is all
girl's nonsense.”

But whether it was nonsense, or not, Eliza-
beth began to pack bher trunks. 8he did not
know enough of the world to feel afraid of it.
‘She had never learned that a handsome, friend-
less young woman, who deserts her only ac-
quaintances, is in a difficult position.

* Don’t be angry with me for telling you' that
I think you are doing am unwise thing,” said
Gregory Benfrew, when he heard ber plan.

««] will not stay here to see those women pre-
tend to think——"" she began, on fire.

*What will they think, if you run away?”
said Gregory, interrupting her, gravely.

T shall not know, and shall not care,”’ she
answered ; and then her eyes fell before his
steady gaze. She had taken refuge behind @
mean and paltry subterfuge. It was not the wo-
men she cared for ; she would have defied them
all. But if Max should be happy with her rival,
. and she should see his bliss shine in his eyes, as
it had used to do a few months ago, she could
not bear such a stab as that. She had a passion-
ate fancy that it would kill her.

The morning that she went away was a wet
and chilly one. Miss Tipton scolded her from
the time they sat down to breskfast until she
bade her good-by at the door.

«You will repent it,”’ she said. 1t is all
girls' nonsense. I do not believe you even know
where you are going to. You will repent it, as
surely as you are Elizabeth Fabien.”

«] dare say I shall,” said Elizabeth.

In truth, as she looked out at the drizzling
rain, she was not sure that she was not repenting
already. Everything seemed so miserable, and
she was never to see her lover again.

Even the people in the cars looked miserable.
They were all damp and gloomy. Nobody smiled
at any one else. Everybody seemed to want a

whole seat, and to resent the spproach of new
arrivals. [Elizabeth took her place, and turned
mechanically to the window. Beyound the dis-
mal little station she could see the road she had
trodden the day she had parted with Max. There
was theyclump of trees, where they stood when
she gave him the ring, and their talk ended in a0
fierce a quarrel. She seemed to hear his voice
again, a8 it sounded, when he said, *¢ Leischen,
think one minute.”” Would it not have been
better if she had listened? He loved her then,
and she began to feel that ove was worth a
great deal to a woman. L

As the train moved off, sne was obliged to
draw down her veil. Her lips trembled, her face
paled, and great, hot tears fell fast.

*Good-by, Max!'’ she whispered. ¢ Good-
by, and try to forgive me.”

She had not slept much the night before, and,
after awhile, the motion of the cars, and the dull
prospect, wearied her. She folded her shawl
against the corner of the window, and laid her
head upon it. She only meaut to rest ; but it was
not very long before her eyes closed.

«“No one shall ever call me Leischen again,”
she said to herself. ¢¢If another man should say
¢Liese’ to me, I should hate him. I shall be
+Elizabeth’ after this, until the end of my days.”’
And, unhappy as she was, she fell asleep with
the words on her lips.

She awakened with a siart, and to the realizar
tion of o strange sensation. She felt herself
shaken in her seat. The cars seemed to rock
with the rapidity of their motion. She looked
out of the window, and seeing how the fields ap-
peared to whis past, was frightened. While she
slept, & man had seated himself at her side, and,
in her sudden feay, she apoke to him.

¢ How fast we are going!’’ she said, tremu-
lously. ‘“We are rocking from side to side.
Something is wrong "’

As she ended, a cry broke from her lips. Two
things had happened at once. She had seen the
face of her companidon, and there had come a
fearful crash !

¢ Max I"” she cried, and was flung heavily for-
ward, and into his clasping arms.

There were shrieks, and wails, and groans;
but she heard nothing of them after the first
moment.

Stunned by the shock, she had swoouned in her
lover's arms. Capt. Max held her hard and fast.
Fate had been good to them both. Among dead,
and dying, and maimed creatures, they had re-
mained unhurt.

But there were stains of blood upen both,
when Desmond staggered out from among the
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wreok, with the girl's face resting upon his bo-
som. He was sick with the sights around him,
but he had won his way safely out with Elizabeth.

When the girl wag aroused from her insensi-
bility; she found herself lying on the floor of the
wayside station. The seats were filled with men
and women, hurt to death, or with shapeless
forms, reverently covered.

Desmond was standing by her, and, when she
opened her eyes, he knelt at her side,

* Do you think you can stand?"’ he asked.

¢ Yes,” she answered, weakly enough. -

¢« Then!lean on my shotlder, and lé¢ me try
to take you into the air.'’

When they got outside, he led her into a quiet
oorner, and supporting her, made her stand still.

« Thank God I hé said. ¢ Thank God!"

Elizabeth felt that his great frame trembled,
snd she began to trewmble too. So he held her
closer, as if he had quite forgotten that there
was another woman in the world.

¢ The time when o man and woman who love
each other have éscaped death together,” he
said, directly, ¢ is not the time to stand on cere-
mony. I am going to answer your questions
before you ask any. This morning Gregory Ren-
frew camé and told me of the lies people have
been carrying to you, and at the last moment I
followed you, to make you hear me. I am not
going to marry Doris Chesworth. I love no wo-
man but you. I will marry no woman but you.
And; what'is more, 1 will not give yo the oppor-
tunity to escape rié again. I you will not marry
me to-day, I will follow yoa until' you do. I
swear to you that I mean what [ say.”’

And he put his hand underneath her chin,
and toruitig her face upward, kissed her lips.
Elizabeth stood helpless. Alb her grandeur -of
mein had deserted her.

4 J—J——,"” ghe began, and ended by burst-

ing into tean

“Don’t cry, Leischen,”, he said, with a firm-
ness ghe hal never seen him exhibit before, and
he kissed her again. “If you love me, there is
nothing terrible in the fact that I will not give
you time to drive me to despair again. Since I
am determined 'to marry you, why may it not be
to-day, as well as to-morraw "’

¢ To-day 1"’ faltered Elizabeth. ¢ I caunt—I—"°

“Yos, you can,”” he interpesed. “I am omn
my way to the Continent, and you are going with
me. I bave found that delays are dangerous.
Leise, darling ,"”” with sudden passionateness.
¢ It might have been your dear, dead face I
kissed at this moment.”

And, strange as it may appear, he had his way.
That evening he married Miss Tipton's ex-com-
panion, and then they went on their way together.
And furious as the Desmoand women were, they
were compelled to resign themselves, and own
that their day was past. Th~; did not see Pliza-
beth again until two years after she returned,
looking handsomer and more unconquerable than
ever; and then Capt. Max’'s affection was so ap-
parent, that they could not persuade people into
the beliéf that he had made a mistake, or a mia-
sllianee. They could not understand their sis-
ter-in-law’s friendship for Gregory Renfrew, but
Desmond could. He had been present when
Elizabeth put both-her white hands into Gregory's,
the night of their first interview,

“ It was you who did ail for me,” she satd.
o But for you I might have been unhappy for-
ever.’

* Gregory smiled. Elizabeth had not forgotten
that patient smile, and yet it touched her afresh.

*“ When we were at school together, Desmond
used to win my marbles from me,”’ he said.
¢ You remember what I once told you about his -
being a fortunate fellow. He used to win my
marbles, but somehow I could never grudge him
his luck.”

FAITH,

HOPE AND LOVE,

BY J.

HUIE.

A STRANGER from a far-off land,
Within my garden, waste and dried,
Plantéda plant with wounded hand,
Moistened it with his Llood—and died I

And from one'sted three branches grew,

Of diyers fashion, wondroua fair,
From which the Summer snnbeams drew
' Thrae lovély blossums rich and rare.

As ardent as the morning light

That melts the stars like flakes of snow,
80-dld one fluwer's intensest white

A lake of light transluocent glow.

Ancther like a sspphire eky,
And in {ts heart a star of white,
That shone and mirrored In the eye
A depth of color infinite.

The third was like a kindling eye,

And smiles with heart's blood warmly drawn,
Or olouds of pearl and rosy dye

That sail and kindle in the dawp.

To, grace the garden of my hesrt

They caught the sunbeams from above,
And wove their tints with heavenly art

Tn one device—= Faith, Hope and Love.”



