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“ TINA.”
“ LWAYS missing their opportunities,”

grumbled the doctor; “always get
ting into the wrong places, somehow, and
doing the wrong things. That is the way
with people. Now there is Welby—look at
Welby: the idea of Welby settling down
into a country parson simply because his
mother’s aunt regarded the Church as his
vocation, and could have made it incon
venient for him if he had disagreed with
her. Dear me”—dropping suddenly into a
wearied sort of abstraction, and staring at
the brown-stone front on the opposite side
of the street—“ what fools women make of
honest men sometimes, and—what knaves i”
It seemed as if the sight of the brown
stone front was suggestive, and added a
spark to a new train of thought, for he
sighed again, and rumpled his shaggy hair
with his large white hand in an odd, dis
turbed fashion.
“And Durant,” he said, in a lower voice,
“kindly, gentle little fellow as he is, made
for home life, and simple, tender home pleas
ures—to think of his marrying a woman like
that, and being worked to death by her, and
disappointed to the core of his soft heart by
her, and dragged from post to pillar, to her
balls and parties and feasts and watering
places! God bless my sonl"—shaking his
broad shoulders like a big water-dog vhat
a blunder it was! And then there" llhe
child,” he went on the next minute, “ii?
that slip of a governess girl, with her novels
and her romance and her big lost-looking
dreamy eyes. What right has a pretty, silly,
vague creature like that to make a gov
erness of herself! What does she know
about moulding a child's mind, and rooting
out evil tendencies, and checking little 05'
shoots of wrong, and all that sort of thing?
She’s a baby herself. Ah! there she is at
the window—star-gazing, I suppose.”
The nursery was in the highest story of
the house, and the house was a large one, so
the window at which the solitary young
figure stood was high enough, and near
enough to the stars for all star-gazing pur
poses. The window itself was thrown open,
and the light within showed the girl leaning
upon the sill and resting her chin on her
hand. But she was not looking up; she was
looking down. The stars her forlorn girlish
eyes saw were the twinkling street lamps,
stretching themselves down the street in a
narrowing vista. If the doctor himself felt
rather neglected and out of sorts to-night,
he was not alone in his temporary dejection,
for his young acquaintance across the way
was out of spirits too. It was so lonely in
Teddy’s pretty nursery there when Teddy
was asleep, and the world that seemed so
far below the high window was all lighted
up, and Teddy’s mamma was out enjoying

herself in all her bravery and beauty, and
even the servants were having a sociable
sort of gathering in their own domains.
“ It isn’t so dreadful in the daytime, when
Teddy talks and people seem to be properly
alive,” said Tina, her great melancholy black
eyes roving here and there until at last they
settled on the doctor’s study window. “ I
suppose it is because I am up here all by
myself in the silence that every body who
passes appears like a sort of ghost. There
is Doctor Theobald looking out, and he
looks like a ghost too. I wonder what he is
thinking about 7 It would be safe enough to
ask him from here; one needn’t be afraid of
being answered. What are you thinking
about, Doctor Theobald 1” she said, softly;
and she gave him a little nod under cover
of the darkness, a slow, dreamy smile touch
iug her lips.
She had observed him far oftener than he
had observed her. He had been an object
of interest to her from the first day of her
arrival, when she had seen his comfortable
carriage drawn up before the pavement, and
had watched for his outcoming with the
dreary curiosity of utter loneliness. Her
life at the third-rate boarding-school at
which she had been educated had not been
a pleasant one, but she had become used to
its dull routine, and being only a girl, there
had been other girls among the fifty third
rate pupils whom she had learned to like,
and whom she was sorry to leave. There
had been poor, much-snubbed Jenny Acker.
bury, whom she had clung to and pitied sim
ply because Jenny was the shabbiest and
loneliest and least popular among them, be
cause her bills and her lessons were always
behindhand, and her weekly allowance was
such a spectre and mockery. She had cried
over Jenny piteously when she had bidden
her good-by, and she had given her a new
cherry-colored neck-tie, with vows of eter
nal fidelity. Indeed, she had cried over a
great many people that last day, and had
not even been able to restrain her emotion
over the farewell glass of severely tart cur
rant wine condescendingly presented to her
in the snuff-colored parlor by Miss Bilkerson
the elder, whose habit it was to preside sol
emnly upon all such occasions. She had felt
a yearning even toward the Misses Bilker
son, notwithstanding their rather sharp dis
cipline. So when she had landed at her des
tination, with her sole worldly possessions
in her small trunk, she had felt her desola
tion strongly. She had neither father nor
mother. A distant relative had educated
her rather grudgingly, with the understand
ing that, once educated, she must take care
of herself; and there the matter stood. She
was educated as far as the Bilkerson re
sources went, and a situation as nursery
governess had been supplied her, and she
was considered provided for. But after her
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first awkward attempt at putting Teddy to
bed, she had been ungrateful enough, despite
this bounty, to cry herself to sleep, with a
half-frightened feeling of desolateuess, and
a terrible longing even for the weak tea,
thick bread-and-butter, and narrow bed of
the Bilkersou establishment. She would
have had Jenny and Georgina Blair and So
phy Adams to confide in at least if she had
been there, and here there was nobody.
But in a few days the grandeur about her
began to attract her attention somewhat by
its novelty. She found out that Mrs. Durant
was youug and a beauty, and that she lived
a wondrous exciting life, full of what seem
ed to her young nursery governess the most
gorgeous romance, though it was withal a
trifle startling in some of its fashionable
phases. She wore dresses such as Tina’s fa
vorite heroines indulged in, and seemed to
have been every where; in fact, she inter
ested her inexperienced admirer so deeply
that Jenny received a six-pogo letter upon
the subject, and all Miss Bilkerson’s elder
pupils were stirred with envy and excite
msnt for a week. But it was not very long
before Tina lost her eager interest in the
mistress of the household, or at least lost
the greater part of it, and by that time she
was beginning to be fond of Teddy. She
could not have lived without a fondness for
somebody or something, and the pretty neg
lected child wound himself round her soft,
impressionable heart. She was not so awk
ward about dressing and undressing him
after all, and in a certain inexperienced and
perhaps rather desultory fashion she man
aged to teach him for a short time each day,
though the truth was, she was more nurse
than governess. She took him out every
morning, and it was in one of these morning
walks that the doctor had first encountered
her strolling on the grass in the nearest
park, an open novel in her hand, and her
small charge wandering before her. The
fact was, she had been so much interested
in her book that she had almost tumbled
over the doctor, and had looked up at him
with such a frightened start, and such an al
most childish appeal in her great melancholy
eyes, that he had smiled in spite of himself.
They had often met since then, though they
had not spoken to each other, and Tina had
watched the great man from her nursery
window, never dreaming that now and then
he was watching her too. In his profession
Dr. Theobald was a great man. He had
done much for science, and his fellow-work
ers regarded him as an authority; ho had
been a man of ideals and enthusiasms, and
had possessed courage and power enough to
live up to them. He had even become a
filshion, too, with great people who would
never be great enough to understand him.
He had been generous and steadfast, and had

reaped his reward as few men have the for

tune to reap such rewards. So Tina heard
of his fame and prowess more than once, and
in her innocent romantic admiration for all
great things, became quite interested in se
cret. She liked to watch him from her win
dow when the study was lighted and she
could see him at work; she liked to weave
grandiloquent romances about him ; she
even went so far as to plan a three-volumed
novel, built upon one of her pet plots, of
which he was the hero, and a certain large
eyed, rather vague young person, who died
early, after a most touching death-bed scene,
the heroine. It was because Ethelinda had
died young that he had not married. Some
times she even fancied that she could tell by
his air when he had been to visit the spot
less cross of marble on which was inscribed
her name, “Ethelinda,” and nothing else.
She would not have been sorry to have been

Ethelinda herself, and died young, and have
been mourned for by such a man.
“He looks so kind,” she said, watching
him. “ I don’t think I should fancy ho was
a great man if I had not been told."
In truth, Dr. Theobald was a sort of com- _
pauion for her in many of her lonely hours.
She talked to his silent, unresponsive figure
often when she was tired of her novels, and
Teddy was asleep; and the fact that he
seemed entirely unconscious of her exist
ence at such times was to her the great
ehc" 1-her conversations.
' - nt' she did not talk to him long this
. veniu . In a short time he turned away
from t e window, and was lost to her sight
for a few minutes, and when he appeared in
view again he had his hat on, and was
drawing on his gloves.
“ He must be going out,” murmured Tina;
“ I dare say to see a patient—perhaps a poor
one. They say he is very good to poor poo~
ple." And she watched him until he left the
room, and then watched him descend the
stone steps into the street, and then she
smiled her dreamy, half-unconscious smile
again. “ Good - night, Dr. Theobald,” she
said; and when he was out of sight, she
turned away from, her window.
The room seemed more silent and deso
late than ever. Teddy’s soft regular breath
ing only added to the general loneliness.
She took up a book and turned the leaves
listlessly, but she was too restless to read,
and even the adventures of one of the most
thrilling of heroines failed to interest her.
“It is very tiresome,” she said, with a lit
tle yaWn. “I wish I dare go out.” And
then, brightening suddenly, “And why can’t
I! It is not late, and I could buy Teddy's
birthday present to-night instead of waiting
until morning.”
It was such a novel idea, this one of going
out into the world below herself, and hav
ing a share of the light, and passing to and
fro, that it quite took possession of her,and
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in two minutes she was standing before the
glass buttoning her sacque up to the throat,
and tying her hat, under her hair, feeling
half excited and half timid. She had prom
ised herself the luxury of buying Teddy a
modest birthday present. No one else would
remember him, poor little man! and it would
be so much nicer to have it ready for him as
soon as he awoke; and then where could be
the harm of going out? Miss Bilkerson had
often gone out shopping at night.
So it came about that, an hour later, Dr.
Theobald, turning the corner of the street
on his way home, was startled by the sound
of his own name uttered in a girlish voice,
with such a ring of terror in its tones that
he turned in some alarm.
“Doctor!” the cry came to him.
Theobald! Oh! please, please !”
He saw what it meant then. Two rough
looking fellows, who had evidently been an
noying some one, turned sharply away, and
were out of sight before he could reach the
spot where they had stood, and a girl who
had broken loose from them flew to meet
him in such a tremor of fright that for a
moment she could not speak.
“ Don’t be frightened,” he said, kindly; “ I
will take care of you. Take my arm and
stand still for a minute or so. You are scarce
ly equal to walking just yet. There, there!”
patting her small, cold, clinging hand sooth
iugly. “ You must not cry. Nobody shall
hurt you.”

'

“I am little Teddy Durant's governess,"
she said, lifting her face and showing him
her great eyes, almostwild with her childish
terror. “ I am Tina Floyd, and I went out
to buy him a birthday present. And as I
was coming home those dreadful men fol
lowed me, and they would talk to me, though
I begged them to go away. And one of
them tried to kiss me, but I aw you just in
time, for as soon as I called you they ran
away. I can’t tell you how thankful I am
to you—I can’t, indeed." And she ended
with an innocent sob and a fresh burst of
tears. “ I should have died if he had kissed
me!” she cried, clinching her little hand;
“ I should have died 1”
Her hat had fallen ofi~in the struggle, and
hung by its elastic from her hand just as she
had caught it

,

the tears in her eyes, the pas
sionate little air of fear and disgust in her
whole face and figure. Even this last child
ish, angry gesture itself reused in her deliv
erer‘s mind a curious sort of interest and
admiration.
“I am very glad to have been of service
to you,” he said, rather awkwardly.
“I am afraid,” faltered Tina, “that I

ought not to have been out alone, but I did
not think that any one could be so-so cruel,
and it is so dull in the nursery after Teddy

- is asleep. I shall never go out by myself
again.”

“ Dr.

“I think,” said Theobald, “ that I would
not, in your place. You are too young and
-—unaccustomed to the city.” But he had
barely escaped adding “ too pretty,” which
was the truth. -

They were only a few yards from the
house, and when they reached it

, Tina turned
round upon the threshold with a timid, trou
bled air.
“I beg pardon,” she hesitated—“ but if
you would not mind my saying so, I should
like to ask you not to mention it to—to any
body. I am afraid Mrs. Durant might be
angry, and if she were to send me away from
here I have nowhere else to go.”
“ I will say nothing about it,” he replied.
“ You may rely upon me.” And he held out
his hand to her.
The small brown glove touched his timid
ly. “ Thank you,” said Tina, “ and good
night.”
i I Q ‘ ‘ 3

It was quite natural that she should take
a greater interest in the tall, loose-jointed
figure, and its passings to and fro from the
house to the carriage, and from the carriage
to the house, after this. She felt as if she
had a greater right to be interested now.
He had been kind to her too, and she was
grateful as well as admiring. When he met
her in her walks he always bowed to her as
if he had not forgotten, and once or twice
he stopped and asked about Teddy, in that
kind yet half-abstracted way of his. It was
because he had so much to think about that
he had that abstracted air, Tina fancied.
She did not know that he was so little used
to the society of women that even the dark
eyes of a pale-faced young governess made
him somewhat awkward and confused. She
sometimes saw him at the house, when he
came to spend an evening with Mr. Durant,
and he often looked thoughtful and care
worn; so she was sure that it was because
he was so overworked and studious.
But she was destined to gain a nearer
view of the greatness she set so far apart
from herself and her ignorant girl’s romance.
One winter night, as the doctor sat at work
among his books, a visitor was announced,
whose hurried entrance roused him abrupt

ly from his studies. It was Mrs. Durant’s
nursery governess, her pale young face look
ing paler than ever under the black shawl
she had thrown over her head, and her eyes
full of tears. _
“ I do not know what is the matter with
Teddy, Dr. Theobald,” she cried, breath
lessly. “I think he is dying, and Mr. and
Mrs. Durant are out. You will come, won't
you! We don’t know what to do, and the
servants are so frightened that I was obliged
to come for you myself.”
“I will come at once," he said, and hur
ried out of the room with her, muttering
two words to himself, “Poor Durant l"
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But when he saw Teddy he said, “Poor
little fellow !” Teddy was in strong con
\‘ulsious, and a French cook and an Irish
chamber-maid were wringing their hands
over him. The other servants had fol
lowed their mistress’s example, and gone
out.

“Nobody but a slip of a school-girl,” he
said, in a vexed under-tone. “ The wrong
place again. Poor child !" And he scarcely
knew whether he meant Teddy or his gov
emess by this last pitying phrase.
But in ten minutes he reproached him
self for having been so rash. She was- not
so awkward after all. She touched the lit
tle fellow with hands so deft and tender
that he saw she might be trusted, and in
all service for him she was so ready and
simply tractable and gentle that she might
have shamed an older and wiser woman.
And once, between the convulsions, when
the child was quiet for a few minutes, and
lay with closed eyes in her arms, she took
the little hand that rested on her bosom
and touched it soflly with her lips, with a
sorrow his mother might have shown.
“ I love him,” she said; “ and he loves me.
Don’t die, Teddy—don’t die !”
Theobald remembered this when, at mid
night, Mrs. Durant returned. She came into
the room in her rich dress, a feverish flush
on her beautiful face, a tired-out look in her
eyes, and, standing at Tina’s side, she look
ed down at the child with an air half im
patient, half wearied.
“Is hereally ill!” she said. “I hope
not. I don’t understand children, and Mr.
Durant is so easily frightened! He does not
look ill now, but I suppose he is better than
he was. You are very kind to pay him so
much attention, doctor.”
She did not remain in the room long. She
was worn out, she said, and nervous; and
indeed she seemed both. -If she was want
ed, Tina must call her. And so she left
them, sighing a little as she turned away.
But she was not disturbed. When Dr.
Theobald left the house, Tina was sitting at
Teddy’s bedside, with that soft, almost moth
erly look on her pale girlish face, and it was
plainly her intention to remain at her post
all night. “ I would not like to leave any
one wit him who might fall asleep,” she
said. " ad I am sure I shall not fall
asleep. I couldn’t, you know, while I am
so anxious about him."
Mr. Durant was away from home, and his
wife's engagements were of such a nature
that she had little time to spend in the nurs
ery; and besides, as she had said, she did
not understand children. So this was by
no means the last night Tina spent with
her charge. In fact, she spent both day
and night with him. When he was a little
better, she played with him and tried to
amuse him, with a simple patience which

quite'touched Theobald's heart; and when
he was not so well, she nursed him, sang to
him, and carried him to and fro in her slen
der arms, without a shadow of impatience
at his childish fretfulness. Often and often,
when the lights were burning in the nursery
at night, Theobald, standing at his study
window, saw the slight pretty figure pacing
slowly and rather wearin backward and for
ward across the floor, with its burden in its
arms; and watching it, he went back to cer
tain old grumbliugs of his about this “ pret
ty, silly slip of a governess girl.” There was
something in her after all—there must be,
notwithstanding her big melancholy eyes,
and her romances and novels and schonl
girl ways. She was very shy and timid in
her manner toward himself. Indeed, she
was so evidently afraid of him that some
times he almost fancied that he lost patience
with her. But that way of hers with the
child—that unselfish, uncomplaining, sim
ple tenderness—always moved him.
As to Teddy, he was in rather an uncer
tain condition, sometimes better, sometimes
worse; sometimes promising to be strong
enough to run about very soon, and then
again falling back into weakness or fever,
or some other state equally discouraging.
“Late hours and polite dissipation and
fashionable folly have left their mark upon
him,” growled Theobald to himself. “What
can one expect with such a mother i” The
great Dr. Theobald, be it known, had certain
old-fashioned notions of his own.
But with Tina’s help the boy wearicd
through a few changeful weeks without
seeming at any time so seriously ill as to
give rise to fresh alarm. But at the end of
the month a sudden change came, as it were,
without a moment’s notice. He had been a
little stronger, to all appearanccs, for a day
or so, though he had been more than usually
fretful; and one evening Dr. Theobald, mak
ing his daily call, found him lying upon the
hearth-rug watching Tina, who knelt near
him, building a castle of blocks, and at the
same time telling him a story. He was very
much interested, and rather resented Theo
bald’s entrance upon the scene.
“ I’m very well, only I’ve got a headache,”
he said, with a queer old-sounding sigh.
“Tina can ’tend to me. Go on, Tina. ‘And
so the giant carried the beautiful lady to
the castle, and dragged her into the dun- .
goon—and that’s the dun geon—by her gold
eh hair, and—’ Go on.”
“ In a minute,” said Tina, raising her eyes
to Theobald’s. “ I think- he is better, thank
you, and he is very' good about his medi
cine.”
When Mrs. Durant came in to see him be
fore going out that night, she thought that
he was better too, and said so to Tina, with
a relieved air.
“ I hope he will be quite well by the time
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Mr. Durant returns,” she added, and then
kissed him, and bade him good~night.
But at half past ten a messenger flew
across the street to Theobald with news that
struck him with alarm. Teddy had been
seized with convulsions again, and seemed
worse than ever. And when the doctor en
tered the nursery, he saw that all was over.
“Send for his mother,” he said, briefly.
But no one knew where she had gone
except the coacbman who had driven her.
The household seldom knew where she spent
her evenings.
“And Mr. Durant is away on business,”
said Tina.
They did their best, but every efl‘ort was
useless. The time had come now, and the
hours of the brief life were numbered. Tina
could not believe it; she could not believe
the truth even when she read it on Theo
bald’s face.
“He can not be going to die," she cried.
“ He was so much better only a few hours
ago! I told him stories until he fell asleep.”
She had never seen any one die in her life,
and a. strange awe took hold upon her when
at last she began to realize what was going
to happen. Only her innocent love support
ed her. \Vould it hurt him to die! Would
he be afraidl Would he know!
It was midnight when the end came, and
Theobald was with her, standing at the bed
side. The convulsions ceased, and a slow,
subtle change began to creep over the child
ish face. There was a new pallor, a faint
gray shadow, as it were, a curious solemn
settling of the pretty features, at the sight
of which Tina broke into a low hushed cry.
“ Doctor,” she said—“ doctor, look! Oh,
what is it I”
lie touched her trembling hand in kind
restraint.
“It is death,” he said, gently; “but you
need not fear it. Why should you 1”
But it was not exactly fear that stirred
her so deeply. It was something else. He
was so all alone, poor little fellow! All the
sorrow in heriunoeent affectionate nature
broke forth in one burst of grief at that
moment.
“And his mother is away !” she said; “ and
there is no one to say one little prayer, or to
help him to say one if he could speak! Oh,
let me speak to him—let me try! I taught
_ him a little prayer once, if he could remem
ber it. Teddy dear! oh, Teddy dear, look
at Tina !”
Perhaps it was because her voice had
made itself dear to him that it had power
to reach the dulling sense. His languid
eyes opened slowly, and fixed themselves
wearin upon her face. She had knelt down
beside him, and she took his hand, bending
over him, weeping softly.
“If Teddy could remember his prayer,”
she said, tremulously—“ if Teddy would try

to say it !” He looked at her for a few sec
onds, and then his eyes, still fixed upon her,
filled with a sudden light—a mysterious, aw
ful, unconscious brightness.
“ When I lay me down to sleep,” he mur
mured, slowly, “ I pray—the Lord—my soul
to—keep.”
“ And if I die—” said Tina.
“Before I wake,” the slow, child’s voice
went on, sinking a little, “ I pray—the Lord
my—my soul to take. Amen."
“Amen!” said Tina. “ And good-by, Ted
dy; good-by.” And she hid her face upon
the small hand, for as the “Amen” died away
the mysterious, awful brightness suddenly
died out, and left the little face upon the
pillow fair and cold.
“ Don't cry,” said the doctor, touching her
on the shoulder a few moments later. “ It
is far better as it is.”I it I D I i
It was a terrible blow to Mr.Durant-, but
he made no outcry over it. It was not his
way to be demonstrative. Perhaps his time
for that was past. Chance brought him
home the next morning, entirely unprepared
to hear the news, and he found his boy laid
in his coffin, the household full of mourning,
and his wife shut up in her room, all respon
sibility having fallen upon Tina and Theo
bald. -

He went to the darkened chamber of death,
looked at the solemn, childish figure for a
while in a stunned silence, and then spoke
to Theobald.
“ Where was Belle when—when this hap
pened i” he asked.
“ She was out. It was very sudden.
did not know.”
He bent over the coffin, and with a trem
bling hand moved a flower.
“She was out," he said, in a low, hard
voice. “And did not know !” Then he
looked up suddenly. “ Was any body with
him 1” he demanded.
Theobald laid his hand upon his shoulder.
“ Miss Floyd was with him," he said, “ and
I myself. He was not alone."
“ Thank you," brokeuly. “I did not even
know that he was ill. She did not tell me.”
After the funeral was over, and the sorrow
ful excitement had to some extent passed
away, Doctor Theobald, in his study, began
to look at the nursery windows across the
way with a new wonder. What were they
going to do with the governess i What
would she do with herself, rather! And
then remembering that simple speech of
hers, “I have nowhere else to go,” he felt a
little disturbed. She was not the sort of girl
who might safely face the world alone. And
then his mind would return to that simple,
sorrowful scene at the bedside, to the slight
kneeling figure claspiug the little listless
hand, to the innocent prayer so innocently
uttered, to that last Amen, when the awful

She
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brightness died out, and to the sad, low cry,
“Good-by, Teddy; good-by." And some
how or other, and as the picture was, he
would not have forgotten it for a great
deal.

He did not see Tina for several days after
the funeral; indeed, might not have seen
her again at all, but that, going to the house
one morning, he saw a cab standing before
the door with a small trunk upon it, and
hurrying up the steps, he met the girl face
to face.

She was looking paler and more youthful
than ever, he thought; and when he held
out his hand to her, she made a poor little
elfort at a smile.

‘

“I am going back to Miss Bilkerson’s,”
she said, in rather a timid way. “They
were so good as to say that I might come
and help to teach the little ones until I
could find somewhere to go. You know
there is nothing more for me to do here.
Good-by, Dr. Theobald."
It was a curious thing to acknowledge,
even to himself; but the truth was that he
had never before felt exactly the pang he
felt that moment at the tone of her simple
“good-by, Dr. Theobald.” She spoke some
how as if they were so far apart from each
other that it was impossible that he could
care very much—as if it had never present
ed itself to her mind that he could he moved
by her going or staying. And, indeed, such
s fancy never had presented itself to her
mind. How could such a man be touched
by any thing that happened to her! Only
Tina Floyd, who knew barely enough to
make a nursery governess, and who had no
friends but the third-rate pupils at the
third-rate “seminary for young ladies.”
There was a little pain at her heart when
she remembered how far she stood below
him; but romantic and ignorant and fond
of novels as she Was, she had never had any
sentimental fancies of Dr. Theobald’s de
scending to her level; so if she said “ good
by” a little sadly, she said it quite simply,
and left him no alternative but to reply in
the same manner.
“Good-by,” he said. “I am sorry it is
good-by, though. I have been wondering
what you would do.”
“Thank you,” slie answered; “ you were
very kind to think of me. Every one is
very kind. Mr. Dnrant”—-but there her
voice {altered somewhat—“Mr. Durant has
been very good to me,” she added; “ and he
said it was for Teddy’s sake.”
The cab drove away ten minutes after,
sud left Theobald standing upon the stone
steps feeling curiously disturbed.
“Back to Miss Bilkerson’s,” he said to
himself. “Is that the right place, I won
der'l Let us hope that Miss Bilkerson's will
treat her well."
So back to Miss Bilkcrson's Tina went, and

was re-installed in the bare bedroom with
Jenny Ackerbury, and taught the smaller
pupils grammar and geography, and was
rather envied as one who had seen the world.
She was as fond of Jenny Ackerbury, too, as
ever, and as ready to help her and listen to
the relation of her woes; and yet Jenny
Ackerbury, with all her dullness, saw what
Tina did not know herself, namely, that a
change had come over her, that the melan
choly black eyes had an absent look some
times, that now and then they seemed sad
or wistful.
One dam-walking at the head of her pro
cession of pupils, the elder Miss Bilkerson
saw that a gentleman, in passing, bowed to
somebody behind her, and turning with some
sharpness, she found that it was Tina who
had been bowed to, and that Tina looked
frightened. She beckoned to her with her
parasol.
“Who was that—person who bowed to
you 1” she demanded, when the culprit came.
“It was Dr. Theobald,” said Tina. “He
was Mr. Durant’s family physician, and when
Teddy was ill I saw him very often.”
“ Is it the Dr. Theobald i"
“ I think so,” Tina faltered.
celebrated.”
"' Oh !” said Miss Bilkcrson, in a rather mol
lifled tone. “ You may go back to your
place.”
And Tina went.
She had a great deal to do at Miss Bilker
son’s, and her small charges kept her very
busy, and yet the time seemed to pass very
slowly. She did not find another situation
for so long that she had quite settled down
into her old place, when the prospect of a
change came, and even this, when it came,
was the prospect of such a change as she
had never dreamed of.
She was sitting by the piano in the parlor
one afternoon, giving a music-lesson to a
dull little girl, and feeling rather weary and
spiritless, when a ring at the front-door at
tracted her attention, and in a moment or
so more some one was ushered into the room.
She rose from her seat rather hurriedly; but
when she confronted the visitor, she turned
first red and then white. It was Dr. Theo
bald, and Dr. Theobald advanced toward her
with outstretched hand.
“Miss Floyd !” he said. And then in a
strange voice, ahnost as if he could not con- _
trol it, “Tina!”
She did not know what to say. Often as
she had thought that she would like to see
him again, she had never fancied that the
sight of his face and the sound of his voice
could move hcrus it did. She scarcely dare
trust herself to speak. And yet, of course,
he could only have come on business.
“Miss Bilkerson is in the school-room,”
she faltered. “Did Janet take your name i”
“ No,” he said, with a curious, almost des

“He is very
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perate decision. “It was not Miss Bilkerson
I came to see. Can you postpone the rest
of this music-lesson t"
“I think it is finished,” said Tina.
may go up stairs again, Nannie.”
But when the child had left the room, she
was so frightened that she would have liked
to run away herself. She felt as she had
never done before. She was full of a strange
tremor, and could not look up. And in a few
moments she became conscious that her vis
itor was disturbed too. The hand with
which he held hers was unsteady, and for a
little while he did not speak—only stood
looking down at her drooping face. But at
last he broke the silence. He led her to the
sofa, and made her sit down.
“Will you sit there,” said he, “and have
patience with me for a little while 1”
She could not make any pretense at being
calm, or believing that he was calm. She
said “ Yes” in a low, timid voice, and sat still,
looking at the pencil with which she had
been pointing out notes to her pupil. The
obald turned about and began to walk up
and down the room before her, his hands
clasped behind hiln, a singular excitement
in his manner.
“ Tina,” he said, “ I have come to make an
appeal to you."
“ To me !" she said, with an innocent
start.
“ To you,” he went on, his voice shaking.
“ And it is such a presumptuous appeal that
I can hardly hope that you will hear it to
the end. I have been passing through a sort
of mental crisis lately. I have been slowly

“You

discovering that—that my life is worth very \
little to me without one thing which you
have taught me to long for. I do not know
exactly how it has been that all my life I
have somehow or other missed what usually
comes early enough to both men and women.
Perhaps it has been through some fault of
my own. I dare say it has, but now the
longing has come, and I can not hear it. I
I have been a man of fancies and theories.
I have had theories of wrong and right. I
have even had a theory about you; and it
has ended in this way, that you, innocent
child, have taught me that I was a blun
dering fool, wise only in my own stubborn
crotehets. Nay,” turning round to her,
pale-faced and humble, agitated beyond
measure—~“ nay, let me end. I have not
words to tell you how I have learned all
this. Only I love you—I love you !” And
then that moment he was kneeling at her
side, holding her small cold hand, and bend
ing down to kiss it with a wondrous rever
once.
Tina, trembling, could only let him hold
and kiss it. The little pencil slipped down
upon the floor. Was this herself—Tina—
whom the Misses Bilkerson snubbed, and,

who had nobody but Jenny Ackerbnry to
care for her much? Was this Dr. Theo
bald, of whom she had thought in that sad
secret way as a hero, who would forget all
about her because she was not worth re
membering! A wild bliss filled her heart,
and a little sob broke from her throbbing
throat.
“ You are so young,” said Theobald, al
most monrnfully, “that it is hard for you
to understand all at once ; and I do not ask
that you will. Only I have thought of it
so long alone that I could bear it no longer,
and to-day I vowed to myself that I would
tell you, and ask you at least to let me try
to teach you to think kindly of me—only
that until you are ready. God knows I would
rather lose my poor life than shock or wound
you. Will you say that I may come here
to see you and try! I will speak to these
people and make them understand, if you
will only say that I may.”
There was a sound as of a rustle of silk
upon the stairway, and Tina heard it, and
knew it was Miss Bilkerson coming to de
mand an explanation. The girl's black eyes
dilated like a child’s, and she was paler than
ever; but when she rose to her feet as the
door opened, something in her face—a some
thing new and sweet and brave—told The
obald that he had not lost his cause.
“I was not aware, Tina,” said Miss Bil
kerson, grandly, “that you were entertain
ing a visitor.”
Tina stepped forward.
“ This is Dr. Theobald, Miss Bilkerson,”
she said, “ and—and he wishes to speak to
you.” And with one innocent speechful look
at her lover, slipped out of the room.
. z n a . a a

He told her afterward what he had in
tended to tell her that day if he had not so
broken down. How he had missed her from
the nursery window; how he had thought
of her almost unconsciously at first, and
quite consciously after; how his memory of
her had grown into his life, until he had
begun to long for something more real; how
he had failed to understand himself, until
the truth had come upon him like a shock ;
how he had feared and wondered and the
orized, until the sight of her as she walked
among the pupils that day had struck him
to the heart, and forced him to take the
strange step of coming to her with no excuse
but the one of his overwhelming love. And
the end of it was that of course he won her.
Indeed, the truth was that he had won her
long ago, even before she ever guessed that
her sad shy thoughts of him were more than
reverently admiring ones. And when she
was his wife, the wife of the great Dr. The
obald, and the beloved young mistress of the
house she had regarded with such awe, the
time came when she told him so.


