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TESTIFIES.
farl home is not always the
mm?f"t;«'i‘, o po’t'ns iy’ t0 the feos

hnt no other medicine Las won for iteelf
:;:h unigonﬂ approbation snmmaz,
atate, and country, and among all people,

‘Ayer’s Sarsaparilla.

The fonowln# letter from one of our best-
known Massachusetts Druggists should be of
interest to overy suferer: —

' “ Right years ago T
k
RHEUMATISM, 3% maeed

voro that I could not move from the bed, or
drosg, without help, [ tried scveral reme-
dicn without much If any rolief, until I took
AVER'S SARMAPARILLA, by the use of two
bottlen of which [ was com‘plesoly cured,
Havo sold large quantities of your SARSa
PARILLA, and it still retalns its wond
pnrpulurhr. The mun? notabla cures it has
effeetad in this vicinity convines me that I
ix the best blood modlcine ever offered to the
publie, E. [, HARRTS.”
River 81, Buekland, Mass,, May 13, 1842,

GPRORGR ANDREWS,
“lT H"E"u oversser In the Lowel]
® Carpet Corporation
waa for over twenty years before his removal
to Lowell afliieted with Salt Rheum in its
worst form,. Itx nleorations anlluaoveug
nore than half the surface of his y an
Hinbe, (e win entirely eured b{ AYRR'S
Sawsarangrion, Sce certiticnte In Ayer's
Almunae for jeag,

FREPARTD BY

Dr. J.C.Ayer & Co.,Lowell, Mass,

Sl by all Druggiste; 21, s1x Lotiles for $8,
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_Crowfoot Indian Bitters,

Are you & marter to Mick Heulache? Do
you fecl miserable after ecating? [oes your
stomach fecl sour eontinually ¢ Then use Crow-
foo!. Ritters, the greatest tonic for the stomach
of the age.

TESTIVIONIALS.
Rev. R, Larse Says:

RBeing for yenr« afificted with Dyspepsia, and
ﬂmﬂm; my he lih grently improved by onfl‘y 8
littlo of the Crowfout Bitters, [ wm pirased to
recommend it to those in like manner attieted,

K. LARGI,

Minister of the M. K. Church, Meaford; Ont.

A 8¢, Vincent Farmor Says:

This I8 to eertify that [ have uxed the Crow-
foot Indian Bittere, and can recommend it as
& first-cluss ndicine ror the blood, Was very
opnd with despepsia forten years,  \fter using
the ahove Bitievs [ conld eat angthing [ wish-
ed without fecling any - discomfort after, and |
fgel lhgnkrul tm'ytlm frood health T am enjoyiag
through them.  Yours. ete.,

“« ey SAMUEL ELYRA,

Mh Line, 8t. Vincent,

‘Ounly One Package Cures Dyspepsia.

Only & dollar package of the Crowtoot. Litters
cured me o Dyspepsia after all other remedies
failed T. H. KASTON,

Market clerk, Durham, Ont.

grield by A HiGINBOTHEAM, Agent
Lindaav. 6013,
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AN AMBITIOUS WIFE,

A STORY OF LIFE IN NEW
YORK,

—— e
CHA¥YTER XI
(Continned frora Iast week.)

In spite of hor German origin she was
excessively representative, from a pure-
ly Amcrican stand-point. Her very
vulgaritics— and they were eertainly
profuse--possessed & wide, healthful
sincerity. Her enormous benevolence
stood for her in the place of refinement ;
it was indeed & certain code of manners
by itself; «he was always o good to
you that you might pardonably forget
to remark the unconventionalism of her
goodness. -She was precisely the sort
oi; r(‘.rs;m that Coney Island must have

HEASCE,

¥ liat it ploaned Claire in & totally dif.
fercut way, The immiense concourse of
peoplc who flocked thitber, by such
casy wodes of travel, from New York
and iirooklyn and elsewhere, were an
inceant source of interest. Their
ntmbc s, their activities, their enj ly
nicvis, kept her blood in a soft tingle.
joic williant and picturesque efty by
ke oo appearcd to her in the light of 8
delic.ous reparation. 1t was a  long,
~olendid festivity, compensating her for
tho~c vears of dire dulness passed but a
few iniles away.

A'Lher reeent resolution to spend a
life of lowly quietude, had melted into
thio :ir. The ambition to elimb, to
shioe. o rule was once more a dominaus
force within her being. It secmed to
her as if sho had Hung away some sort
of irksome disguise, and now belcld it
lie like an ugly head near at hand,while
wondering, in the free exhilaration of
regained freedomn, how she had ever
chosen to shroud herself with ity cloy-
. ging folds,

She bathed every day in the cccan,
and acquired a richer fund of health on
this account, Kither with Sophia or
alone, though more often the latter, she
explored the whole, wondrous little
life-crowded island, in which every

ade of human socicty, from lowest to

ighest, held for her ity distinet repre-
scutation,

The two huge iron picrs, jotting out
into the surf and assailed by continual
salty breczes, charmed her with their
streamns of coming and departing people,
with their noonday lunches, with their
(able ' hote dinners, seated over cigar-
ottes or coffoc in the swoet marine duwk.
Sho loved West Brighton, with its beer-
bibbers, ity gaud¥ ooths, its prepos-
terons exhibited fat woman, its amaz-
ing Irish giant, its os of strength or
skill, and its whirling carrousels, where
delighted children span round on wooden
horses, cows, lions or dragous, to the
clamours of a_shameless brass band.
But Brighton Beach, Manhattan Beach,
and the Oriental each aforded a steadicr
satisfaction. The delicate and lightsome
architecturo of theso three hotels, with
their myriads of windows, their chale:-
like patterns of roof,gable and chimncy,
and their noble outlooks upon the sca,
grew dearer to hor as the structures
thomselves became more familiar. She
loved the fine somorous mnsic that
pealed forth from the big, deft-built
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AN extraordinary keenness 1n the mat-
ter of * placing'’ people at sight. Few
points of manner, costume or

encaped her. She found herself classi-
fying and arranging the vast crowds
at she daily encountered. She be-
came familiar with the faces of many
who frequently disembarked from the
loaded cars. Nor was her own face in
turn unnoticed. Angmented health had
freshened its tender tints, and lent to
its lines a choicer symmetry. Many
an eye dwelt upon her with admiration.
Almost instinctively she learned the art

| of disposing hor black garments to dainty

advantage, and of heightening their
effect with little subdued touches of
maidenly tastefulncss.

Sophia's diversions increased with
each fresh day. Many of the male de-
votees with whom she had romped dur-
ing * wociables” of the previous winter,
sonught her in theve new surronndings.
Claire was compelled to acknowledge
former introductions, and sometimes to
assume a conversational attitude with
the friends of her friend. But they all
seemed to her alike ; they all reminded
her of Brady, though in a mercifully
moderated way.
civil to them, though they wearied and
tried her. They made her recall Thurs-
ton, whose remembered comments
flected through her wiad, while his
grave, manly image appealed to it m
rotrospective vision. She was on the
vorge of & novel and important exper-
icnee; but, of this inborn fact her long-
ing for better compunionship alone gave
monition, and addressed her by the im-
aginative atimulus which we sometimes
curelessly tenn presentiment.

Onc evening, as she joined Mrs. Ber-
gemann and Sophia upon that portion
of the hotel piazza which was usually
set aside for its reyular patrons, she

' found the two ladies in conversation

with two gentlemen, of whom she knew
only one, ranking him as not by any
means the most ill-bred of Sophia's
friends. He was a young man named
Trask, of canary-colored eychrows and
a cloudy complexion, who made himself
& favorite with both scxes of his partic-
ular sot throngh rousing no jealousies by
superior personal and mental gifts, yet
winning golden repute as one whose
complaisant gool-will would wince un-
der nothing short of positive imposition.

The sceond gentleman was presented
to Claire as Mr. Holliater, and her look
had scarcely lit on his face hefore she
felt convinced that he was qnite of an-
other world trom his companions,

F.ven while he was seated she could
see that he was tall and of shapely build.
His head was small, and covered with
gloxsy blonde curls; his blonde mous-
tache fringed a lip of sensitive cut,
though the smooth chin beneath it fell
away a little, leaving his large, frank
blue eyes, broad forehead, and well.
formed mose to fail of implying the
atrenvth the{‘ wonld otherwise have
easily told. He
thin, dark stuff that clung tightly about
his athletic arms and chest, and con-
trasted with the light silken tie knotted
at his wide, solid throat. Every detail
of his dress wds what Claire soon de-
cided to be in the best fashion ; she had
already learned a great deal about the
correct reigning mode in men’s dress.
The extruordinary nicety and compre-
henciveness of Kcr observation 1
made this one of the sure results of her
present soionrn.

she liked Mr, Hollister at sight, and
she liked him more after she had heard
hiin speak. His voice was full and rich,
like the voice of a man used to the
shout that often goes with the ont-door
gune; he conld not be more than tive-
and-twenty, at the inest, she decided 3
he secmed a tiile bashfuf, too, bug
bashful with a viriie grace that pleased
her better, in <o robust and engacing a
person. than the most traired self-pos-
session could have done.

Sophia had alwags felt a liking for
the yellow-eyehrowed young gentleman;
- they were the firmest of friends. The
coming of Claire appeared to relicve her
froin the responsibility of * entertain-
ing” Mr. Holiister, whoin she Liad never
met till this cvening.  She soon drifted
away arm in arm with her preferred
companion, among the dark throngs be-
yond the hnge bright-lit piazza. Mrs.
Rergemann, perhaps from an instinetive

erception of how matters lay with
Claire, presently rose and sought the
ociety of a matronly friend, seated not
@ v vardsdistant,whom she had known

ber own, from possibly similar causes.

new acquaintance. He had roused her
curiosity ; she wanted to find out ahout
him, to accoant for him.. Thus far they
had said the most impersonal and ordin-
ary things to each other. She remem-

old meteorological method which has so
often served a« the plain, dull path into
fervent friendships or still warmer hu-
man relations ; they had talked of the
wﬂﬂ‘thcru

** I'm reaily surprised to hear that it
has been so very hot in the city,” Claire
gaid, breaking the pause that followed
Mrs. Bergemann’s departure.

you,” said Mr. Hollister. * Ninety in
the shade at four o’clock.”

here, all day, straight from the ocean,”
resumed Claire, with a pretty little pro-
prictary wave of ome hand scaward, as
though she were commending the at-
mosphieric virtues of her own special
domain, *Once or twice I have felt

and made his biue eyes sparkle when-
ever it came. /

“I've forgotten how it fecls to be
chilly,” be said. * I wonder if I could
stand any chance of reviving the sensa-
tion down on the shore yonder.”

He spoke the words in the manner of
an ipvitation, and doubtless seeing
the prompt acquiescence in Claire’s face,
at once leaned forward to ask, * Will
you go?” Claire straightway rose, an-
swering, * With pleasure.” She took
his offcred arm, and thought while she
did s0 how strong and firm it was, as if
bronze or stone were beneath its flimsy
vestment, instead of muscular mortality.
The band in the illuminated pavilion
near by had lately paused, but it now
struck up o waltz ncE in long mellow-

pavilions, whero troupes of wcll-trained
minstrels sot many & brasen instrument
to their capable lips, and would often
find assembled thousands for their
listeners, either in the long, salubrious
afternoons, or in the breezy starlight or
moonlight of these CSQﬂyliﬁ. seaside
evenings,
Hor observant eyes were never wea
of watching, and forever fou
something o wateh, 800D acquired

, bealing cadences.
i “Is this ﬁour first visit here 2" said
Claire, as they descended the broad
piazza stops, down toward the smooth,
trim levels of grass and the massive,
rounded beds of geranium, whose scar.
lets and grecns now looked vague in the
starlight. “Or have you been here
many times before,” she went on, *duz-

in t seasons, and so lost all r
eatiusissm for this charming plece

She was invariably |

wore & suit of some '

in anterior Hoboken days, and who had |
reached ucarly as fat a prosperity as :

Claire was glad to be alone with her |

bered afterward that they had nsed the '

“ Oh, it has been dreadful, T assure |

*Why, we have had a lovely breeze |

actually chilly,” Helooked incredulous b
at this, then broke into a soft, bass
laugh ; laughter was frequent with him,

all,” he answered, * but my enthusiasm

is still in fine order. It's ready to break
forth at any minute. If you want, Miss
Twining, we can have a combined erup-
tion this evening.”

Claire thought this clever ; it had so
fresh a sound after the blunt fun. she
had long heard; it made her think a
| little of the way Beverley Thurston
‘ Ehra.aed his ideas, though any resem-

lance between the two men could only
exist for her in the large ric sense
that they were both gentlemen. She

laughed, with a note of real glee among
| the liquid trebles of her mirth. It seem-
- ed to her that she had already got to
know Mr. Hollister quite well. And
et they were still such strangers ! She
h!mu so much to learn regarding
“I'm glad you've nothing to say
against this delightfnl island,” she
declared, as if mildly jubilant over the
. discovery. “I heard a man on the
| nands talking about it to a friend only a
, few mornings ago. He was a shabby
' man who wanted shaving, and I'm not
| sure that he had ou any collar. I think
he must have been a kind of philo-
| sopher. He said that ConeyIsland was
‘an immense fact. There is just my
opinion—that it is an immense fact.”
: l’l)ney were now but a slight distance
| from the foamy, rolling plash of the
| dark sea-waves. The music came to
! them in bursts of softer richness. With
_her arm still in that of her companion,
| Claire half turned toward the hotel,
| starred with countless lights, and look-
| ing, asit rose above the vagne throngs
beneath it, like some palace of dreamy
legend, lit for festival.
* I often think that this mere strip of
'sand must be so surprised,” she con-
tinued, “to find itself grown suddenly
| important and famous after it has lain
| here lonely, almost unnoticed, for long
| centurics. I sometimes fancy that [
i can hear the waves talk to it as they
{ break on its shore, and ask it what is
. meant by this wonderful change.”
{  * That’s a very pretty way of looking
at the matter,” replied Hollister, while
' he gazed down into her face from his
considerably taller height with a keener
expression of interest and charm than
be himself guessed. * Perhaps the
waves congratulate Coney Island on its
final success in life, and gently quote to
it the old proverb about everything
coming to those whe know how to wait.”

Claire started. “ Do you helieve
that ?” she said. *Does everything
come to those who know how to wait 2

Hollister laughed again. * You talk
as if you had been waiting. But I'm
sure it can't have been for very long.”

This last sentence was put at least
| half in the form of & question. But she
evaded it, saying with a light little toss
of the head : ** Hasn't everybody always
something to wait for, between youth
and old age 2"

*Tell me something about your ex-
pectations, won't you ?”’ he asked, with
the non-committal tenderness of a man
whose acquaintanceship has been too
briet for any seriousdepth toaccompan=
his words. * You can’t thinkhow mucr,
I wish thait I was one of t’.hem."Y :

*One of my expectations ? You?

o Decidedlyy. i

“But how could I answer you on that
point 2" she returned, letting him
i eatch in the gloom a glimpse of her sly
amile. *You're only a name to me. If

ou'll not think my candor rude, I
ven't an idea who you are.”

| rude if you really were so,” he said,
smiling, and yet seeming to mean with
much quiet force each word that he
spoke. *So you want me to @ive an
account of myself 2 Well, I'm a rather
obscure fellow. That is, I don’t believe
I know more than ten people in New
York at all well. I lead a quiet life;
I'm wkat they call a Wall Strcet man,
but I mingle with the big throng there
only in a sort of business way. I was
graduated at Dartmouth two years ago,
and spent a year in Enrope afterward.
Then I ecame back, and began hard
work. There were reasons why I should
%0 50—! mean fi ial reasons. I'm
not a New Yorker; L was born and
rearcd in Providence. Doyou know Pro-
vidence ?”’

“No," said Claire. “I know omly
New York.”

She was looking at, him interestedly
at short intervals; they had resumed
their stroll again, her arm was siill
within his ; he had continued to please
her, though she felt no thrill of warm
| attraction toward him, however mild in
degree. She had a sense of friendship,
of easy familiarity.
| Bat apart from this, she was con-

scions, as a womau sometimes not
, merely will but must be, that she had
| won him to like her by a very easy and
rapidvictory. Alreadyshe was not sure
but that she had won him to like her
. strongly as well. Her few récent words
of reply had carried with them a subtle
persuasion of which Hollister himself
was oddly and most pleasurably con-
scious. He yielded to their effect, and
became somewhat more free in his
personal confidences.
' “My father had been a Dartmouth
man,” he went on. *That was the
reason of my going there. Father and
; mother have both passed away, now.
It's alovely old college, and it gained
i me some strong friendships. Dut I find
' that all my favorite cmsmates have
- drifted into other citics. They some-
times write to me, even yet, after my
. year in Europe. Baut, of course, the old
- good feeling will shortly cease . . .
ow can it fail to cease? . o . I'm
- & good deal alone, just now. I know a
number of men there in Wall Street,
i but I feel a little afraid of making
| friends with them. Idon't just know
| why, but I do. Perhaps it's because of
| getting into bad habits. And I've made
jupmymind ., . . thatis, I—I half
' promised my poor dear mother just be-
, fore she . .. Well, Miss Twining,
. the plain_truth is that I keep regular
. bours and live straight, as they say. I
 like to take a sail down here while the
, Weather is hot, but I nearly always take
~it quite l'aly mgself. To-night I happened
%o mect Trask on the boat. I'd nearly
forgotten Trask., He was in my Fresh.
. man year with me, but he dropped off
 after that. It was he who introduced
: me to—to the Miss—excuse me, but I
| really forget your friend's name.”
* Miss Bergemann,” said Claire.
“2.2. y:st—hl;}ﬁu Bergenw,im.’f’0 He
' paused, a 8 .point, gent. rein
+ Claire te pause m'l'hey v{ere sz&
! ?;Slde th:s !393‘!”,'1 ntlh;z:ixusic still came to
. them in its m( sweetness. Hol.
: lute.t bent lns.head quite low, looking
straight down into her upturned face.
“I've told you ever so much about

,myself,” he said. *Iwish, now, that
wu'dgive me g little kno e also.
‘Wl ‘
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*“Idon't believe I should think you |

;‘bﬁb:qt m; lll?" asked Claire.
* Abou am ?”

“ y if you don’s mind.”
She r

for a short ;s;ee. Then
she began to speak. She him, as
she went on, more than she had at first
intended to tell. e listened intently
while they slowly walked on, beside the
dark, harmonious billows.

Before she had ended, he had realized
that he was in love with her.” He had
never known anything of such love til!
now. His heart was fluttering in a
new, wild way ; he counld scarcely find
voice to answer her when she at length
ceased to speak. But she had not told
him all her past life. She had reserved
certain facts. And her own feelings
were entircly tranquil. Not the least
vesponsive tremor disturbed haz.

CHAPTER XII

Hollister nearly inissed the last boat
back to the city that evening. His
night was partially sleepless, and morn-
ing brought with it a mental preoccupa-
tion that was surely perilous to what
tasks lay before him.

Like most men who have escaped the
stress of any important sentiment until
the age of five-and-twenty, he was in
excellent condition for just such a level-
ing seizure as that to which he had
now made complete surrender. He was
what we call a weak nature, judged by
those small and ordinary affairs of life
which so largely predominate in almost
every human carcer. If some great
event were ever fated to rouse within
him an especial strength, this summons
had not yet sounded, and he still re-
mained, for those who had found cause
to test the fibre of his general traits, a
person in whom conciliating kindliness
laid soft spell upon them all.

His friends at college had been mostly
of tough calibre, of unyielding will ; he
seemed unconsciously to have selected
them in order that they might receive
his concessions. But they were never
encouraged in fostering the least con-
tempt for him. The spark of his anger
always leapt ont with the true fire,
prompt to resent any definite disrespect.
Yet the anger sometimes cooled too
quickly toward those whom he liked;
there had been cases where he would
waive his own claims to be indignant,
with too humble a rcpentance of past
Leat. Necessarily such qualities made
him popular, and this result was not
lessened by the fact of his being almost
rashiy generous besides. His mental
gitts had never been called powerful,
bat he had cut no sorry sort of figure as
8 student; and he possessed an airy
humor that seldom deserted for a long
time either his language or thought.

During the week that followed his ix-
troduction to Claire, he visited the
hotel where she was a guest on every
evening but two. One of these evenings
chanced to be fiercely rainy: he could
not have come to Coney Island withou
having his appearance theresavor mark.
edly of the ludicrous. The other sven-
ing was the last of the week. He had
asked Claire to marry him the night be-
fore. She had mot consented, neither
had she refused: she had demmrred.
He was piqued by her hesitation, and
affrighted by the thonght of her possible
coming refusal. He passed a night and
day of simple tortcre. Then, his sus-
pense becoming insupportable, he ap-
peared once more within her presence.

His aspect shocked her; a few hours
had made him actually haggard. His
hand trembled so when she placed her
own within it that she feared the per-
turbation might be noticed by others
besides herself, there va the crowded
piazza whera they met.

“ I'vc come to ot your answer,” he
began, deocdly, under his  breath.
** You saud last night you were not suza
if yon—you cared enongh for me. Have
vou found out, by this time, whetLer
you do or no ?”

* There are are two empty seats, yon-
der, near the railing of the piazza.
Shall we sit there 2” She said this al-
most in & whisper.

*If you choose. But I—1'd rather be
down on the sands. I'd rather listen to
it there, whatever it is.”

But Claire feigned not to_hear him.
It was her caprice to remain among the
throng. She moved toward the empty
seats that she had indicated, he follow-
ing. In all such minor matters she had
already become the ome who dictated,
and be the one who acquiesced.

The night, lying beyond them, was
cool but beautifully calm. An imma.
ture moon hung in the heavens, and
tinged the smooth sea with vapory sil-
ver, so that its outward spaces took an
unspeakable softness, as though Nature
were putting the idea of infinity in her
very tenderest terms.

herc was no music to-night, for
some reason. The buzz of voices all
about them soom produced for each a
T'm'l:o of privacy in the midst of pub-
icity.

_"* You asked me to be your wife last
night,” Claire began, looking at him
steadily a little while after they were
both scated, and not using any special
‘noderation of tone because certain of her
own vantage in the prompt detection of
a would-be listener. * Before I give
you any final answer to that request—
which I, of course, feel to be a greas
Lonor—it is only just and fair that I
should make you know ome or two
‘f;ﬁsnof my past life, hitherto left un-

LT'his was not the language of passion.
Pcrbaps he saw but too plainly its en-
tire lack of fervor. Yet it seemed to
point toward future consent, and he folt
his bosom swell with h,

** If it is anything you wonld rather
leave untold,” he said, with a magnan-

imity not wholly born of his deep love,
j;l have not the least desire to learn
it.”

Claire shook her head. * .You must
know it,” she returned. “I prefer, Ide-
mand that you shall know it.”

He felt too choked for any answer to
leave him. If she im this condi-
tion, what was meant by its sweet im.
periousness except the happy future
truce for which he so strongly yearned ?
On some men might have flashed the
dread su:Fidon that her words carried
portent of an unpardonable fault, about
to be confessed there and then. But
Hollister’s love clad its object in & sanc.
tifyin purity. Apart from this, more-
over, his mind could give none of tha
grim welcome which certain dark fears
easily gain elsewhere. The sun had
long knit 80 many wholesome
gleamsb'd ;::to hti:h bemgf tltxhe“ he had no
morbid hospitali en i
- hospitality for tertainment

“ I want to tell you of how my father

died,” Claire wené on, with her face so
£rave In every line that it won a new,

anwonsed

: that was done to me after
death, and 'of something I myself
did, not in v A
sense of injury, but mtht“the desire to

E

Then in somewhat faltering tones, be-
cause she had deliberately pressed back-
ward among recollections so holy tha$
she seemed to herself like one treading
on a place filled with sacred tombs, she
recounted the whole bitter story of her
mother’s avarice, of her father’s ignoble
burial, and of her own resultant flight.
The tears stood in her eyes before she
had ended, they did not fall.
As her voice ceased she saw that Hol-
lister had grown very pale, and that his
brows met in a stern frown. At the
same moment his lip trembled ; and as
he leaned forward, took her hand into
his own, pressed it omce, briefly but
forcibly, and then released it, she caught
within his gaze a light of profound and
unmistakable sympathy.

“I think your mother's course was
infamous,” he said. “ Do you suppose
that I could possibly blame you for leav-
ing her ?”

Claire had dropped her head now, so
that he could sece only the whito curve
of her forehcad bencath its floss of waved
and gold-tinted hair. And she spoke so
low that he could just hear her, and no
more.

‘“Yes, I thought yoau might blame
me. Iwasnotsure. . . . Or
if not this, I feared that the way in
which poor father was buricd might
. . . might make you feel as if I bore
a stain—or, at least, that the disgrace of
such a burial, and of having a mother
who could commit so hard and bad an
act, must reflect in shame upon myself.”

If they Liad been alone together, Hol-
lister would have answered this faint-
voiced, hesitant speech by simply clasp-
ing Claire within his arms. But the
place forbade any such fondly demon-
strative course. He was forced to keep
his glad impetuosity within conventional
bounds ; yet the glow on his face and
the tremulous ardor of Lis tones betray-
ed ‘how cogent a surge of feeling was
threatening to sweep him, poor fellow,
past all barriers of propriety.

As it was, he spoke some words which

he afterward failed to remember, except
in the sense that they were filled with
fond, precipitate denial of all that Claire
had said. He felt so dazed by the bliss
that had rushed upon him as to fail,
also, of recalling just how he and Claire
left the populous piazza, and just how
they reached the lonelier dusk of the
shore. But the waves brought him rare
music as he paced the sands a little
later. His was the divine intoxication
that may drug the warder, memory,
but that wakes to no remorseful mor-
row. . . .
Claire wondered to herself when she
was alone that night at the suddenness
of the whole rapid event. She had giver
her pledge to become Herbert Hollister's
wife in the antumn. While she viewed
ber promise in every sort of light, it
seerued to her seusible, Jdiscrect, even
creditable. He was a gentleman, and
she liked him very much. She had no
belief, no premonition that she would
ever like any one else better.

She was far from telling herself that
she did not love him. We have heard
her call herself cold, and it had grown a
tixed creed with her that she was ex-

empted by some difference of tempera-
‘aeul lrown the usual throes and fervors.

He suited her admirably, in person, in
disposition. in manners.” She necd never
be ashamed of him; she might indeed
be well proud of so gallant and hand-
some a husband. Her influence over him
was great; she could doubtless sway,
even mould him, just as she desired.
And she would bear clearly in mind those
warning words of Beverley Thurston's;
she would use her power to good ends,
though they might be ambitious ones.

From a worldly standpoint, he was
comfortably well off; his income was
several thousands a year; he had told
her so. With his youth and energy he
might gain much more. She would
stimulate, abet, enconrage him toward
the accomplishment of this purpose. He
should always be glad of having chosen
her. She would hold it constantly to
heart that he should find in her a guide,
a help, a devoted friend. And he, on his
side, should aid her to win the place she
coveted, loving her all the better because
she had achieved it.

When these rather curious meditations
had ceased she fell into a placid sleep.
She had been wholly unconscious of the
selfish pivot on which they turned. It
had quite escaped her realization that
they were singularly unsuited on the
night of her betrothal. She had no con-
ception of how little she was giving and
how much she was demanding. She fell
asleep with a perfectly good conscience,
and a secret amused expectancy on the
subject of Sophia’s and Mrs. Berge-
maun’s surprise when to-morrow should
bring them the momentous tidings of her
cengagement.

But they were not so much surprised
as she had anticipated. The attentions
of Hollister had been brief, yet of tell-
Ing earnestness.  Sophia hugged her
friend, and cried a little. * Yon mean
old thing,” she exclaimed, * to go and
yet engaged! Now, of conrse, you’ll be
getting married and leaving us.™

“I'm afraid that's the natural con-
sequence,” said Claire, with a smile.
Mrs. Bergemabn pressed her to her
portly bosom, and whispered confidbn.
tially, just after a kiss of congratulation:
“He's a real ellereant gentleman. 1
think I know one when I sce one, Claire.
And don’t yon let Sophia set you against
him. She better try and do half as well
herself. She'll marry some adventuring
pauper, if she ain't careful, I just do be-
lieve.”

Claire felt a great inward amusement
at the thought of Hollister being de-
preciated in her eyes by any light value
which Sophia might set upon him. As
1t proved, however, Sophia soon learned
to forgive him for the engagement, and
to treat him very graciously,
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