= TR —— == e —— e —— e ——

A Weman's Avewal,

At 20 I thought
Love was most charming,
But in his net caught
My case was alarming.
A tyrant is Love,
And he holds us while dying,
As the hawk holds the dove ;
“F'is all righing and erying.
At 15 ia the chance,
For such as would dance.

Amusement and laughter
Reigned at my marriage,

But I learned soon after
M LE bliss to disparage;

Wwith a husband oft grumbling
And imps howling free,

"Twas bewildering and humbling ;
Could the dance then suit me

At 15 is the chance,

For such as would dance.

—0ld French Song, translated by Toru Dutt.
-
LOVERS YET.
(By the author of **Madoline's Lover.")

o —

« You must learn to love us,” said Val-
entine ; ** we are your husband's dearest
friends.”

Poor Dora lhiad no graceful words ready ;
her heart was full of gratitude, but she
knew not how to expressit. Ronald looked
at her anpxiously, and she caught his

ce. °
 Now,” thought Dora. ‘ He will not be
leased.” She tried to say something of
er pleasure in seeing them, but the words
were 80 stiff and upgracious that Ronald
hastened to interrupt them,

A luncheon of fruit and wine wasbrought
out into the garden, and they talked
merrily—of Earlescourt and the dear old
friends there; of the ball and Prince Borgesi;
in all of which Dora felt that she had no
share,

Who was this beautiful lady, with her
fair face and golden hair?

The same face she saw that Ronald had
painted in his picture, and every one ad-
mired. How graceful she was! How she
talked! The words seemed to riEpla like
music over her perfect lips. Where had
Ronald known her? Why had he never
told her of Miss Charteris

« Ah,” thought Dora, **if I could be like
her!” And a sudden sense of wonder
struck her that Ronald had not loved and
married this fair and gracious lady.

Valentine neither forgot nor neglected
her. BShe tried to draw her into their con-
versation, but Dora replied so uneasily
and 8o briefly to all her remarks that she
saw the truest kindness was to leave her
alone.

They spent a few hours pleasantly, and
Lady Charteris would not leave until
Ronald promised to take his wife to spend
a long day with them.

«] can hardly promise for Dora,” Baid
Ronald, kindly; ‘‘she seldom leaves
home."”

« Mrs. Earle will not refuse me,” said
Valentine, with that smile which no one
ever resisted. * She will come with you
and we will make her happy.”

When the day was settled the ladies
drove away, and Ronald watched the euar-

riage until it was out of sight.

«My dear Valentine,” cried Lady
Charteris, when they were out of hearing,
« my dear child, what could possess Ronald
Earle ? What could he see in that shy,
awkward girl to induce him to give up
everything and go into exile for her sake?
She 18 not even pretty.”

wB8he is altered, mamma,” began
Valentine.

“ Altered "™ intarruﬁta& Lady Charteris.
«]T ghould imagine she is, and unhappy
too. She is frightened to speak—she has
no style, no manner, no dignity. He must
have been insane.”

“Iam quite sure he loved her,” said
Valentine, warmly, * and loves her now.”

“ That is just the mystery,” replied her
mother—** & clever man like he 1s, accus-
tomed to intelligent and beautiful women.
I shall never understandit.”

“Do not try,” said Valentine, calmly.
« She is evidently nerveus and sensitive.
I mean to be a true friend to Ronald,
mamma, I shalltry to train and form his

of jealous

wife."

Poor Dora! She was already trained
and formed, but no one would understand
that. People do not expect the perfume

of the rose in & wild strawberry-blossom,

stirred the simple nature.
Ronald tal to Miss Charteris of things
all unknown to her; they seemed to have
the same thoughts and feelings, while she
was outside the charmed circle, and could
never enter it. Bhe watched the growing
admiration on Ronald’s face when Valen-
tine played and sang, and her restless
heart grew weary and faint. She had
never felt jealous before. When Countess
Rosali talked and laughed with her hus.
band, treating him sometimes 83 a captive
and again as a victor, Dora never cared ;
but every smile on this fair woman's face
pained her—she hardly knew whv.

When Miss Charteris, unaer prevence of
showing her favorite flowers,toek Dora away
from the others, and condescended to her
as she had never done to any other, actually
caressing the anxious little face and offering
herself to be Mrs, Earle's true friend,
Dora’s heart closed against her. Bhe only
replied by faint monosyllables, and never
raised her dark eyes to the face turned so
kindly upon her. !

when Ronald had taken his young wife
away, Lady Charteris sat with her daughter
in unbroken silence.

« Poor boy,” said the elder lady, at
length, * an r Dora! This is one
more added to the list of unhappy mar-
riages, How will itend?"”

As she watched the sun set in the
golden west Valentine asked herself the
same question—* How willit end?"

If any one had told Dora she was jealous
she would have denied 1t indignantly,
alghgugh Valentine was seldom out of her
mind.

From pure kindness Lady Charteris
wished Ronald to paint her daughter’s
portrait ; it was to be a large picture they
conld take back to Greenoke. He was
pleased with the commission, and began to
work at it eagerly, Lady Charteris came
with Valentine, and remained with her
during the long sittings, doing everything
in her power to please and win the artist’s
timid wife.

The fair face, 1n ita calm,Grecian beauty,
grew upon the canvas. Many a long hour,
when Ronald was absent, Dora lingered
over it. The portrait had a strange fascina-
tion for her. She dwelt upon every feature
until, if the lips had opened and smiled a
mocking smile at her, she would not have
been greatly surprised. It was less a pic-
ture to her than a living, breathing reality.
She would watch Ronald as he worked at
it, eager and enthusiastic ; then, looking up
and finding her dark eyes riveted upon him
with so strange an expression, he would
call her to see what progress he had made,
and. never dreaming of the growingjealousy
in Dora’s heart, speak with an artist's
delight of the peerless features.

Without any great or sudden change, day
by day Dora grew more silent and reserved.
She was learning to hide her thoughts, to
keep her little troubles in her own heart
and ponder them, The time was past
when she would throw herselfinto Ronald’s
arms and weep out her sorrow there.

Ronald did not notice the change. Home
seemed very dull. It was a great pleasure
to leave the solitary little villaand sit in the
brilliant salon of Lady Charteris’ well.
appointed house. It was pleasant to
exchange the dull monotony for sparkling
conversation and gay society,

Valentine had many admirers. Every
one knew the Prince di Borgezi would

gladly have laid his fortune and title|P

at her feet: but she cared for neither.

Ronald often watched her, as noble and

learned men offered their homage to her.
She smiled brightly, spoke well and
gracefully; but he never saw in her face
the look that he once remembered there.
Lady Charteris deplored her daughtsr's
obstinacy. She took Ronald into her
confidence, and confided to himher annoy-
ance when one suitor after another was
dismissed.

Ronald was not particularly vain. Like
most men, he had a pleasing consciousness
of his own worth; but he could not help
occasionally remembering bis mother’s
assurance that Valentine cared for him.
Could it have been true? Was thereevera
time when that beautiful girl, so indifferent
to all homage, cared for him? Could there
ever have beena time when the prize for

them. When he returned home, looking
braght and happy, she would ask him,
- l:f“ﬂ you seen Miss Charteris to-day ?"
and he, glad of her interest in his friends,
would reply that he had been U her
mother's house, and tell her of music he
had heard or people he had met, or of
Valentine's messages to her. BSo Dora fed
the dark, bitter jealousy that hadcreptinto
her heart.

Ronald when he wrote to tell his mother
that he was now the father of little twin
dnuuht-ara.tw:dpratty fair babes, in place of
the long-looked-for heir of Earlescourt.
Lady Charteris was very kind to the
lonely young mother—so kind that, had she
borne any other name, Dora must have
loved her. A glimpse of the old happiness

pleased with the little twin sisters,

One bright morning, when Dora had
been taken down into the pretty room
where the infants lay sleeping, Lady
Charteris and her daughter came iu;
Ronald joined them, and there was a long
disoussion as to the names.

“You must have an eye to the future,”
said Valentine, smiling. * These little
ladies will be very grand personages some
day. It would be a nice com liment to
Lady Earle iijrnu called one Helena.”

« I have made my choice,” said Dora, in
a clear ringing voice, * I shall call this
little one with the fair hair Lillian, the
other Beatrice.”

A faint flush rose to her face as she
spoke. She would allow no interference
here. This smiling beauty should not
give names to her children.

« I admire your choice,” said Lady Char-
teris; ‘‘Beatrice and Lillian are very pretty
names.”

When Valentine bent over the cradle and
kissed the children before taking leave,
Dora said, * I have had my own way, you
see, Miss Charteris, with my little ones.
sr. Earle did not oppose me."

Valentine thought the words _hn.rﬂh and
strange ; she had no clew to their meaning.
She could not have imagined Dora jealous
of her. She made some laughing reply,
and passed on. Dora was not lonely now,
the care of the little ones occupying her
whole time; but far from their binding
Ronald to his home, he became more es-
tranged from it than ever.

small ; there was no room available for a
nursery. Wherever Dora sat, there must
the little ones be ; and although they were
very charming tothe mother and the nurse,
the continued cries and noise irritated
Ronald greatly. Then he grew vexed, Dora
cried, and said that he did not love them,
and so thebarrier grew day by daybetween
those who should have been all in all to
each other.

The children grew. Little Beatrice gave
promise of great beauty. She had the
Earle in her face, Ronald said. Lillian
wasa fair, sweet babe, too gentle, her
mother thought, to live. Neither of them
resembled her, and at times Dora wished
it had been otherwise.

Perhaps in all Ronald Earle's troubled
life, he never spent a more unsettled or
wretched year than this. **Itis impossible
to paint,” he said to himself, ** when dis-
turbed by crying babies.” So the greater
part of his time was spent away from
home. Some hours of every day were
assed with Valentine; he never stopped
to ask himself what impulse led bim
to seek her society ; the calm repose of her
fair presence contrasted 0 pleasantly with
the petty troubles and small miseries of
bhome. When Miss Charteris rode out he
accompanied her; he liked to meet her at
parties and balls. He would have thought
;dag gad and dark wherein he did not see

Eri

When the little ones reached their first
birthday, Valentine with her usual kind
thought, purchased a grand assortment of
toys, and drove over quite unexpectedly to
the villa. It was not a very cheerfulscene
that met her gaze. Ronald was busily
engaged in writing. Dora, flushed and
worn, was vainly trying to stop the cries of
one child, while the other pulled at her
dress., The anxious, dreary face struck
Valentine with pain. She laid the_ parcel

It was a iruuﬂ but anxious day forly

came back, for Ropald was proud and |pe

The pretty picturesque willa was i'eryll

himseif that perhaps she was not far
Wrong.

From that day the breach between them
widened. In after years Dora saw how
much sbe was to blame. Bhe understood
then how distasteful her quiet, sullen re.
gerve must have been to a high bred, fasti-
dious man like Ronald. Bhe did not see it
then, but nursed in her heart imaginary
lwruug: and injuries ; and, above all, she

ielded to s wild, fierce jealousy of Valentine
Charteris. :

For some weeks Miss Charteris saw the
cloud deepening on Ronald's face. He
grew silent, andlost the low of spirits
that had once seemed never to fail ; and
duriong the few weeks that followed, a strong
resolution grew in her mind. She was his
true friend, and she would try to restore
ace and harmony between him and his
wife. Bhe waited for some days, but at her
mother’s house it was im ible to see
him alone. Yet she honestly believed that,
if she could talk to him, remind him of his
first love for Dora, of her simplicity and
many virtues, she might restore peace aud
harmony to her old friend’s home. She
thought Ronald to blame. He had volun-
tarily taken active duties upon himself,
and to her clearly, rightly judging mind
there was no earthly reason why he should
not fulfil them. He would not feel hurt
at her speaking, she felt sure, for he had
voluntarily sought her aid years ago. So
Valentine waited day after day, hoping to
find & chance for those few words she
thought would do so much good ; but, as
no opportunity came she resolved to make
one. Taking her little jeweled pencil, she
wrote the following lines that were in after
time a death warrant:

« Dear Mr. Eante,—I wish to speak to
you particularly and privately. I sball be
in our grounds to.morrow morning about
ten; let me see you there before you enter
the house. Your sincere friend.

VALESTINE CHARTERIS.

All the world might have read the note
—there was nothing wrong in it—good in-
tentions and a kindly heart dictated it, but
it worked fatal mischief. When Ronald
was leaving her mother's house, Miss
Charteris openly placed the letter in his
hands.

“That is the first note I have ever
written to vou,” she said with a smile.
«You must not refuse the request it
contains.”

« I will send him home happy to-morrow,”
she thought—* he is easly influenced for
good. He must make up the misund erstand-
ing with his pretty little wife—neither of
them looks happy.”

Ronald did not open the letter until he
reached home. Then he read it with a half-
consciousness of what Valentine wanted
him for.

«wShe is & noble woman,” he thought.
« Her words made me brave before—they
will do me good again.”

He left the folded paper upon the tabie 1n
his studio ; and jealous little Dora, goln
in search of some work she had left, foun
it there. She read it word by word, the
color dying slowly out of her face as she
did so, and a bitter, deadly jealousy
piercing her heart like a two edged sword.
it confirmed her worst fears, her darkest
doubts. Howdared this brilliant, beautiful
woman lureRonald from her? How dareshe
rob her of his love?

Ronald looked aghast at his wife's face
when she re-entered the sitting.room. He
had been playing with the children, and
had forgotten for the time both Valentine
ani her note. He cried out in alarm as
she turned her white, wild face to him in
dumb, silent despair.

« What is the matter, Dora?” he cried.
«“Are you ill, or frightened? You look
like & ghost.”

She made no ro?lf. and her husband,
thinking she had rela into one of her
little fits of temper, sighed heavily, and
bade her good-night.

Poor, foolish, jealous heart—she never
lay down to rest! She had quite resolved
| she would go and meet the husband who
was tired of her and the woman who had
lured him astray. She would listen to all
they had to say, and then confront them.
No thought of the dishonor of such a
Iprnnaedin struck her. Poor Dora was not

know that my warmest, deepest sympathy
is with you——-"

Valentine Charteris never finished her
sentence; & pale, augry face and dark,
gleaming eyes full of passion suddenly
flashed before her.

“ You may spare your pity, Miss Char-
teris,” cried a hoarse voice. * W hy have
you mada my husband dissatisfied with
me? Why have you taken his love from
me? Why do you write notes asking him
to meet you, that you may both speak
evil and wrong of his low-born wife? "

« Hush ! " said Ronald, sternly, graspin
her arm, * Btop these wild words, Dora
Are you mad ?"

 No, not yet,” she cried; * but this
false woman will drive me so!"

Then Miss Charteris rose, her calm,
grand face unrufiled—not a quiver on her
proud lips.

“ Stay, Miss Charteris, one moment, I
pu{ you,” said Ronald, * while my wife
apologizes for her folly."”

“Itis all true,” cried Dora. * Shewrote
and asked you to meet her here.”

 Dora,” said her husband, gravely, * did
you read the letter Misa Charteris wrote
to me? "

] did,” she replied.

_*“And you deliberately came here to
listen to what she had to say to me?"” he
continued. * You deliberately listened to
what you were never intended to hear?”

His grave, stern dignity calmed her
angry passion, and she looked half-fright-
ened into his quite white face.
| *“Answer me!” he said. ‘ Have you
crouched behind those trees deliberately
and purposely to listen?"

« Yes,” she said; “and I would do so
again if any one tried to take my husband
from me.”

“ Then may I be forgiven for the dis-
honor [ have brought to my name and
race ! ” said Ronald. *“May 1 be forgiven
for thinking such a woman fit to be my
wife! Hear me,” he continued, and the

ion in his voice changed to contempt.
+ Miss Charteris is your friend; she asked
me to meet her here that she might plead
your cause, Dora—that she might advise
ize to remain more at home with you, to
go less into society, to look more at the
bright side of our marred life, and be
a better husband than I have been lately;
it was for that she summoned me here.”

‘f I—I do not believe it,”” sobbed his
wife.

1

coolly. ** Miss Charteris, I would kneel to
ask your pardon for the insults you have
received. If a man had uttered them 1
would avenge them. The woman who
spoke them bears my name. I entreat
your pardon.”

«It is granted,” she replied. * Your

wife must have been mad, or she would
bave known I was her friend. I deeply
regret that my good intentions have
resulted so unhappily. Forget my annoy-
ance, Mr. Earle, and forgive Dora; she
could not have known what she was
na}*iu%."
« I forgive her,” said Ronald ; “*but I never
wish to look upon her face again. I see
nothing but dishonor there. My love died
a violent death ten minutes since. The
woman so dead to all delicacy, all honor.
as to histen and suspect, will never more be
wife of mine.”

« Be pitiful,” said Valentine, for Dora
was weeping bitterly now ; all her fire and
passion, all her angry jealousy, had faded
before his wrath.

«1 am pitiful,” he replied. * Heaven
knows I pity her. I pity myself. We
Earles love honorable women when we
love at all. I will escort you toyour house,
Miss Charterisn and then Mrs. Earle and
myself will make our arrangements.”

In her sweet, womanly pity Valentine
bent down and kissed the despairing face.

“ Try to believe that you are wrong and
mistaken, Mrs. Earle,” she said gently.
«T had no thought save to be your friend.”

They spoke no word as they passed
through the pretty grounds. Valentine
was full of pity for her companion, and of
regret for her own ehare in that fatal
morning’s work.

When Ronald reached the clusterof trees
again Dora was not there. Just at that
moment he cared little whither she had
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The visit to Lady Charteris was duly know I would give up every pleasure in the | and called himself a coward for having | consequencs of his own actions was & irue | ghare pif I J'The young nurse looked »
d—a day that Ronald enjoyed, and world for you." A scolded Dora. He went up to her nug hero. Grant the worst—that you have up in Arduder at®the hard voice, usually
ra thought would never end. She could | . He bent nrar*her. and kissed the pale|raised her faceto his. made a mistake. You must make the|. s as the dosAhg ot a ring dove.
ot feel at home with these fine ladies— | little face. Time had been when the| * Little wife,” he said, ''we have both best you can of it, and you are not doing| .« 1 will goy @& replied, ' if the signora
although Lady Charteris was kind to her | Simple heart would have thrilled with|been wrong. I am very sorry—let us that now." will take me.. I leave none behind me that
apd Valentine laid herself out to please— happiness at his words; but Dora grew | make friends.’ w No,”" he said, gravely. "I am very|1 love.” St
not even when Valentine, pitying her shy, cold and hard, 1 There was just a umpininn of sullenness | Unhappy-—more &0 than you can im'flrj!. With trembl passionate hands and
timid manner and evident constraint, took “1t used to be llﬂ:nj'u 80," sho thought,|in Dora's nature, and it showed itself in Valentine. Life seems to have loat all its | white. stern face, Dora packed her trunks
her out into the garden and tried hard to |'' before she came with her beauty and took | full force now. oharms for me. 1 had such great hopes|.nd boxes—the children's little wardrobe
win her oconfidence. Dora's heart|him from me.” « It is no matter,” she replied,coclly ; *1|once, but they are all dead now.” and her own, throwing far from her every
scomed to close against the beautiful,| How much misery would have been |knew long ago that you were tired of me.” “You are too young to say that,” she|regenteither of dress or toys that Valen-
brilliant 1ady who knew her husband and | Averted had she told Ronald of her jealous| Ronald would not answer, lest they |replied: ' A little courage, a little patience, | {ine had brought. Bhe never delayed to loo
all his friends so well. A fierce hot breath ' thoughts and fears! He never sus 'should quarrel again, but he thought to!snd all will be well. Ifit comforta you tol Continued on seventh page.
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