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“ i Unnun be Fashed."

When I was s little lass, juss sixteen,
nie was I, but proud as a queen ;
ud snd sauoy, and hard to please,
wonderfu' fond o' taking wy ease.
Folks didna mind then—for 1 was young—
The “ canna ve fashed " that was aye on my

Wogue.
“I couldna be fashed " wi' my books at the
schoo y

1,
And now I am old, I am only a fool :
“ 1 couldna be fashed " wi' the dairy and house,
And now I'm as poor as ony kirk mouse ;
Aund when mither spak o' my needle and thread,
“ 1 couldna be fashed " was aye what I said.

But spite o' my laziness, spite o' my pride,
Youog Elliott, the pride o' the country-side,
Cam nnhluf my love ; and oft for his sake

A wheen o' lair promises 1 would make ;

Bug w‘?u:;] athd. timne came the gude purpose was

As
WL just the auld sang, “ I canna be fashed."

“ 1 couldna be fashed,” if he wanted to walk ;

“1 couldua be fashed,” if he wanted to talk ;

I thoughs it was fine sae indifferent to be—
Folks musins be sure o' the ﬂ“ o' me ;

And 'ﬁ::h:d bis bopes and pleasures were

With thae wearisome words, “ I canna be
fashed."

But I d‘l;-id them too often. One hot summer
When tue folks were a' busy in ' saving the

hay,
My lover said, * Lassie, let's help them awhile.”
“I canna be fashed," [ said, wi' a smile. -
“ (O lassie. dear lassie, thae worda gie me pain ;
And I looked in his face and said them again.
Theu be put on his hat, took the over-hill

track,
And from that day to this he has never come

I've had " fashes " anou since thae happy days

Wi' losses and crosses and wearifu' w :

Imight hae been weel and happily w

It I'd keepis a kind, ceevil tongue in my head ;

But* I couldns be fashed " wi' others, you see,

And fortune and friends ceased * fashin " wi'
me.

Bae, lasses, tak tent from the tale I hae told ;

Dinna wait to be ceevil until vou grow old.

e
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The Niery of a Lite.

Bay, whatis life? '"Tis to be born
helpless babe to greet the light
With a sharp wail, as if the morn
Fortell a cloudy noon and night
To weep, to sleep, and weep again,
With sunny smiles between—and then ?

And then apace the infant grows
To be a laughing, sprightly boy,
Hﬁpp deepite hia little woea,
cre he but conscious cf his joy!
To be, in thort, from two to teo,
A merry, moody child —and then ?

And then, in coat and trousers clad,
To learn to eay a decalogue,

And break it, an unthinking lad,
With mirth and mischief all agog ;

A truant oft by fleld and fen,

And capture butterflies—and then ?

And then, ivcreased in strength and size,
beanon a youth full grown :
A hero in his mother's eyes,
A young Apollo in his own:
To imitate the ways of men
In fashionable sin—and then ?

And thep, at last, to be a man,
To fall in love, to woo and wed!
With seething brain to schemwe and plan
To gather gold or 1oil for bread :
To sue for fame, with tongue and pen,
And gain or lose the prize. And then ?

And then in gay and wrinklad eld
To mourn the s of life's decline ;
To praise the scenes our youth beheid,
And dwell in the mumurz of lang syne
To dream awhile with darkened ken,
To drop into the grave—and then ?

~ PHYLLIS.

BY THE DUCHEES,
——

Aathor of “Molly Bawn," “The Baby,™ * Airy
Fairy Lilian,” eto, eto.

——ifi

““Can she? But perhaps you fail in the
dlevernessa also ?"

“1 shink you are excessively rude and
disagreeable,” I Bay, muon affronted, and
s:mng up, move with dignity towards the

‘ If you see Ashursat tell him I want him,”
oalls out Marmaduke as I reach is.

“Yes; and at the same time I shall tell
him you said he was a danoe at college,” I
return, in & withering toue.

Marmaduke laughs, and dropping the
g:nluun gun, runs after me, oatwchea and

wa me baok into his sanctum.

“I shiok Dora and Asburss two of the
most intellectual people it has ever been
my good fortune to meet,” he says, still
laughiog and holding me. * Will that do?
Is your majeaty appeased ?"

“1 wouldn't tell fibs, it I were you,”
return I, severely.

‘“ Bay lies. 1 hate the word ‘fib.’ A
lie sounds muoh more honest. But I am
really in earnest when I say I think Dora
olever. I know at least twenty girls who
have done their beat to be made Lady Ash.
ursé, and nos one of them ever came a8 near
suocess as she has,”

** Bat he has not proposed to her yet.”

““1s is the same thing. Any one oan pee
that bhe has Dora on the beain, and I don's
think (ssking your pardon humbl ). his
brain would stand muoch pressure, {d lay
any amouant she has him at her feet before
M By a “ﬁ:ﬂ?ﬂdﬁ pleased

‘" How de a ow mamma
will be! Marmaduke, I forgive you. Bag
you must not say elighting things of me

‘‘ Blighting things of you, my own darling!
Cannot you see when I am in fun? I only
wanted to make you pout and look like she
baby you are. In reality I think you the
b# ent, dearest, aweeteat, et cetera.”

hus my mind is relieved, and I feel I
van wait with oalmnees the desirable end
shat is evidently in store for Dora.

I amso elated by Marmaduke's conour-
renocs with my hopea that I actually kisa
him, and, re-seating mysell, consens to take
the but-end of the gun upon my lap and
hold it oaretully, while he rube she barrels
up snd down with a ﬂnul!ul}y dirty piece
uP soarlet flannel soaked ia aul.

““Do you think they would ever grow

ter than they are now " I venture
mildly, “If you rubbed them for years,
Marmaduke, I don't believe they would be
further improved ; do you ?"

““ Well, indeed, perhaps you are right, I
think they will do now,” replies he, regard-
ing his new toy with & fond eye; and then
almost with regret, as though loath to part
with it, he replaoces it in ite flannel berth.

““By the bye, Phyllis, I had a letter from
a friend of mine this morniog - Chandos—
tellivg me of hia return to Eagland, and [
have writton inviting him hese.”

" Have you? I hope he ia nioce. 1ahe
Mr. or Captain Chandos, or what ?"

* Neither; he is Lord Chaudos,”

“What!" ory I; " the real live loed at
Inat | Now, 1 suppose, we will have to be
very seemly in our conduol, and forget we

|over Iaughed. 1s he very old and staid,

'‘Dake 1"

“Very. Heis a year older than I am ;
aod I remember you omoe told me I was
bordering on my second ohildhood, or some-
thing like it, However, in reality you will
nos find Chandos formidable. He has held
his honore but & very short time. Last
autumn he was only Captain Everet, with
nothing to speak of beyond his pay, when
fate in the shape of an unsound yacht sailed
in, and, having drowned one old man and
two young ones, pushed Everett into his
present position."

“ What & romance ! I suppose one ought
to feel sorry for the three drowned men,
but somebow I don's. With such a story
conneoted with him, your friend ought to
| be both handsome and agreeabie. Is he?"

“ I don's know. I would be afraid to say.
You might take me to task and abuse me
afterwards, if our opinions differed. You
know you think George Ashursi a very
{ascioasiog youth, Chandos is a wonder-
ful favorite with women, if that has any.

thiog o do with it."
l “ Ol course it has—everything."”

“I bave been thi.king," says 'Duke,

‘“ that as a set-off to wll the hospitalisy we
bave rececived from the county, we ought to
give & ball.”
| *“Aballl Oh, delicious!” ory 1, olapping

my handa rapturously. ‘* Whas haa grm
such a glorious idea into your head? To
dance %o a band all down that great, big,
ball.room! Oh, 'Duke! I am so glad I
married you !"

'Dake Iaughs and ocolors elightly.

‘“ Are you, really?
Do you uever repent it ?"’

“ t it? Never!—not for asingle
| inatant. Hew oould I when you are so good
t0 me—when you are always thinking of
thiogs to make me happy ?"

“I am doubly, trebly rewarded for any-
thing I may have done by hesring suoch
words froms your lips. T6 know you are

thing to knowing you love me.”

‘““And 8o I do love you, you silly boy; I
am very, very fond ot you. Marmudake,
do you think you could get Billy here for
the ball ?"

“I will fry. Idare say I shall be able
to manage it. And now ruon away and get
Blanohe Going to help you to write out a
list of people. Bhe knows every one in the
county, and is & oapital hand at anything
of that sort.”

“ Bhe seems $o be a oapital hand at most
things,” I reply, pettishly, * except a
making herself agreeable to me. It ia
always Blanche QGoing ocan do this, and
Blanche Going oan do that. Bhe is a para.
gon of perfeotion in your eyes, I do believe.
I won's ask her to help me. I hate her.”

* Well, ask any one else you like, then, or
po one. But don't hate poor Blanohe.
‘What has she done to deserve it ?”

. ‘Nothing. But I hate her for all that.
I teel like & oat with ita fur rabbed up the
wroog way whenever I am near her. Bhe
baa the happy koack of always making me
| feel emall and foolish. I suppose we are
antagonistic 0 each other. And why do
you call her ‘poor Blanche?' I dont see
that she is in any need of your pity."”

““Have you not eaid she has inourred
yoar di-pleasure? What greater misfor-
k 1ne ocould befall her ?" saye 'Dake, smiling
senderly into my orosa little face.

Irelent and smile in turn.

“Ob, believe me, she will not die of
that,” [eay; * at all events don’t you be
unhappy, "Duake,” patting his face softly.
‘I shall never hate you—be sure of that.”

And then oatohing ug my traia to faocili-
tate my movements, run th h the
house 1n searoh of Harriet and Bebe, to
make kaown to them my newa and di-ouss
I with them the joys and glories of a ball.

‘* It shall be » ball,” says Bebe, enthusi-
astiocally, ** euch as the county never before
attended. We will aatonish the natives.
We will get men down from London to
sattle everything, and the deoorativne and
musio and supper shall be bsyond praise.
I knaow exaotly what to do and to order. I
have helped Harriet to give balls ever so
often, and 1 am determined, aa 1t will be
your fieat ball as Mrs. Oarrington, it shall
be a splendid suocess.”

feeling rather ashamed of mysell. * I was
| at several amall dances before my marriage,
and at & number of dinner-parties sinoce,
ma never in my life was at a real large

“What!"” ories Bobe, literally struck
dumb by this revelation ; then, with a listle
lady-like shout of laughter, ** I never

Pbyllis, I am a venerable .dgmﬂmnthar
next to you. Harriet,” to Lady Hauodoook,
who bad just entered, * just fanoy! Phyl.
| lis tells me she was never at a ball 1”

* I dare say she is all the better for it,”
says Harriet, kindly, seeing my oolor is a
little high. * It you had gone to fewer you
would be a better girl. How did it happen,
Phyllis 2"

“*No one in our immediate neighbor-
hood ever gave a ball,” I haaten to explain,
“ and we did oot visit people who lived far
away.” Isuppresa the fact of our having
no respectable vehiole to convey us to those
distant ball-givers, had we been ever mo
Eﬂiﬂud to go. ‘I suppose it appears very

“ tﬂ

“04d!"” ories Bebe; ‘it is abominable !
I am 8o envious [ oan scarcely bring myselt
tospeak to you. I know exaotly what I
may expeot, while you oan indulge in the
moet delightful ansicipations. I oan re.
member even now the rapturea of my ticat
ball; the reality far exceeded even my
| wildest flights of tanoy, and that ia & rare
thing. Positively I oan amell the flowers
and the musio thia moment. And
then I had so many partners—more, I think,
than I oan get now; I could have filled
| twenty oards instead of one. Why, Phyl-
lis, I am but two years older than you, and
E: il I had & d for every ball I have

nat, I would have enough money to
tide me over my next season withous
of debt."”

I eit down, and running over allm
dreases in my mind, oannot convinoe myself
that any of them, if worn, would have the
desired effeot of adding years to my face
aud form. My trousseau, to he just, was
desirable every way. How she managed it
no one oould tell, but mother did con.
trive to sorew suffioient money out of papa
to set me oreditably before the world. Buiil
all my evening ro peam youthfal and
girliah in the extreme aa I oall them up one
by oue,

Alter a full hall.hour of earnest cogita-
tion, I make up my mind to a grand pur.
poae, and, ptealing dowuatairs, taove rather
ilnu.hlr to Marmaduke's study, I devoutly

‘glad you married me' is the next beat |

“My firat ball in every way,” I say, |

heard of anything halt so ludiorous. Why |

1

|

| until the others break in upon ua.

 \rust be will be alone, and a8 I open the

door I find I have my wish, ,

He is busily writing ; ba#, aa he is never
too busy to attend to me, he lays dowan his
pen and smiles kindly as he sees me.

“ Come in, little woman, What am I to
do tor you?"

“ Marmaduke,” I say, nervously
come to ask you & greas favor."

“That ia wometbing refreahingly new.
Do you koow it will be the firet favor you
have asked of me, though we have been
married more than three months? BSay on
and I swear iv shall be yours, whatever it
is—to the half of my kingdom,"

“You are quite sure you will not think it
queer of me, or—or shabby 7"

“ Quite cartain,”

“Well, then—with an effort—* for this
ball, I think, Marmaduke, I would like a
new dress; may I send to London for it 7"

When I have said is, it seems to me so
disgracefully soon to ask for new clothes
that I blush orimson, and am to the last
degree shamefaced.

,"“I have

Marmaduke laughs heartily.
“Is that all?" he says. ‘‘Are you
veally wasting & blush on suoh a alight

requeat? What an odd little gzl you.are |
[ believe you are the only wile alive who
would feel modest about asking suoh a
uestion. How muoch de you want, darling ?
ou will require some other thin
suppose. Hbuwll I give you a hundred
pounds, to see how far it willgo? Will
that be enough ?"
“Oh, 'Duake | a great deal too much.”
“Not a bit too muoh. I don's know

Do you mean that? | what dreeses coat, but I have always heard

a oonsiderable sum. Aud now, as we dre
on the subject of money, Phyllis, what
would you prefer—an allowanoe, or woney
whenever you want it, or what ?"

‘“ If you would pay my bills, Marmaduke,
I would like it best.” I have mever felt so
thoroughly married as at this moment,
when I know mysell to be dependent on
him for avar?r shilliog I may epend.

“ Very well. Whatever you like. Any
time you tire of this arrangement you ocan
say 8o, But at all eveuts you will require
some pocket-money,” rising from the table
and goiog over to a small safe in the wall.

‘“* No, thank you, 'Duke ; I have some.”

“ How muoch ?”

“ Eoough, thaok you." |

‘ Nonsense, Phyllis!” almost angrily. |

‘* How absurd you are! Opne would think
I was not your busband. I wish you to try
to remember you have a perlecs right to
everything I fnnaeu. Come here direotly,
take this,” holding out to me a roll of noses

and a handful of gold. * Promise me,” he |forward to greet his friend. * My dear

says, ‘* when you want more you will come
to me for ik. It would make me positively
wretabhed if I thought you were without
money to buy whatever you fanoy.”

“ But I never had fifty—I never had ten | of our party assembled.

pounds in my lile,” I say, halt amused. I
won's know what to do with it.”

“I wonder if you will have the same
story to relate this time next year?"
apswers "Duke, laughing. * The very sim-
pleat thing to learn is how to spend money,
And now tell me—1I confesa I have a little
ouriosity on the subject—what are you
Roing to wear on the twenty-fourth? You
will make yourself look your moat charm-
ing, will you not, Phyllis ?"

‘* I shall never be able to look dignified
or imposing, if you mean that,” say I,
Rloomily. * All the old women about the
farms who don’t know me thiuk I am a
vigitor here, and oall me *‘ Miss," just as
though I were never married."”

“ ThLat is very sad, especially as you will
have to wait so many years for those
wrinkles you covet. I dare say a dealer in
cosmetics, however, would lay you on a few
for the ocoasion, if you paid him well ; and,
with one of your grandmother's gowns, we
might perhaps be able to persuade our
guests that 1 had married a woman old
enough to be my mother.”

“1 know what I should like to wear,” I
say, sbyly. -

w Whas 7

“ Blaok velvet and the diamends,” 1 say, | whom you are thinking just now,” says a

boldly.

Murmaduke roars.

“ What are you laughing at?" I ask,
testily, somewhat vexed.

‘ At the pioture you have drawn. At
the idea of velvet and diamonds in conjunec-
tion with your baby face. Why did you
not think of adding on the ermine? Then,
indeed, with yvour height you wonld be
quite majeatio ?"

“ But muy I wear it? May I—may I?”
ask I, impatiently. * All my life I have
been wanting to wear velvet, and now when
I have 80 good an opportunity do let me."

‘ Is that your higheat ambition? By all
means, my dear child, geatify it. Why not ?
Probably in such an effective get-up you
will take the hounse by atorm."

“I really think Ishali look very nice and
—old,” 1 veturn, reflectively. Then,
‘“’Duke, have you written abous Billy ?"

“Yes; I said we wished to have him on
the 19th for a week ; that will bring him in
time for the slaughter on the 20th. I
thought perhaps he might enjoy thas.”

* You thiok of everything. I know no
one so kind or good-natured. ‘Duke, don't
make a joke about thas velves. Don's tell
any one what I said, please.”

** Neverfear. I will be silent aa the grave.
You shall burst upon shem as an aparition
in all your ancient bravery."

That evening we dress early, Bebe and I,
for no partioular resson, thas [ oan remem-
ber, and, ooming downatairs together, seat
ourselves before the drawing-room fire to
ruin our complexions and have a Iﬂlfhﬂhll

wa
ause, the door at the end of the room ia
ung wide, and a tall young man coming in

walks atraight towards me.

The lamps have not yet been lit, and
only the orimson flashes from she blazing
fire reveal to us khis features. He is dark,
rather more distinguished-looking than
handeome, and has wondertul deep, kind,
gray eyes.

‘““ Lord Ohandos,” announoces Tynon, in
the background, speaking from out the
darkoess, after whioh, having played his
part, he vaniahes.

I rise and go to meet the new-comer,
with extended hand.

““This is a surprise, but a ploasant one.
I am very glad to bid you weloome,” I say,
in & shy, old.fashioned manner ; but my
band-olasp is warm and genial, and he
smilea and looks pleased.

“Thank you; Mre. Carrington, I sup-
Eo-ne " he says, with some faing besitation,

19 eyes travelling over my dreadlully
youthfol form, that looks even more than
usually ohildish to-night in its clothing of
white oashmere and biue ribbons,

‘" Yeon," I return, laughing and blushing,

l

too, I |draw oconolusions, bus cannot make them

e

‘“* Marmaduke should have been here to
give us a formal introduotion to each other,
though indeed it is bardly ncoessary; I
seem to know you quite well from all I have
beard about you."

A slighs rustling near the fire, a faint
pause, and then Bebe comes forward.

‘“How d'ye do, Lord Chandos?" she
says. ‘I hope you huve not quite forgot-
ten me,"

Bhe holds out her haud and for an instant
her eyss look fairly into his—only for an
Instant.

Bhe is dressed in some filmy black gown,
that clings close to her, and has nothing to
relieve it gloom save one spot of blood-red
color that rests upon her bosom. Her arms
shine fair and white to the elbow; in her
bair is another fleok of blood.red ribbon.
Is it the flickering uncertain light or my
owln gnnny thas makes her face appear so
pale

Her eyes gleam large and dark, and the

but firmly ; and when I have deligh
audience with one or two old English
lads, we
of our

engaging m
the door, * Indeed, Phyllis, I think you
might have told me," she says, in a tone of
deep reproach,

Bebe, being asked to sing, reluses, gently
ted m
bal-
ve in, and think with animasion
B.

In the corridor above I meize hold of

Bebe.

‘** What has vexed you ?" I ask, anxiously. -

“ Why are you not friends with me? You
must come to my room before you go to bed.
Promige."

. *1 will come,” quietly dis- -

i ?Elj’
hand. Then before oclosing

Bo that is it | But surely she must have

#een his coming so unexpectedly was a

great surprise,
oconneotea with her and Lord Ohandos?

And is there & romanoce

! confess to an overpowering feeling of

ouriosity. I dismisse my maid  with more
haste than usual, avd, eitting in my drees-

ourious listle black mole lying so olose to |ing-gown and slippers, long for Bebe's
her ear looks blacker than usual in contrast | coming. I am convinced I not sleep
to her white oheek. But her fone rings|ene wink if she fails to keep this appoint-

gay and steady as ever. A smile quivers
round her lips.
1 am puzzled, I scarcely know why, I
ﬂl:nuu at Lord Chandos, and—eurely the
light to-night ia playing fantastio trioks
—his face appears flushed and anxious. [

satiafaatory,
“I had no idea I should meet you here,”
he says in a low tone that is etudiously

polite,
Bebe laughs musiocally.
“*No! Then weare mutuallyastenished.

I thought you nafe ia Italy. Certainly it 18
on my mind that some one told me you
were there."

“I returned home last week.,” Then,
turning to me, he says, hurriedly, * I hope
Carriogton is well ?”

‘* Quite well, thank you. Will you come
with me to find him? He would have been
the firet to weloome you, had he known
you were coming, but we did not hope to
BoE {uu until next week.”

*“ I had no ides myseif I oould have been
here 8o soon. But business, luckily, there
waa none to detain me, so I came straight
on to throw mysell on your tender mer-
oles."”

We have now reached the library door.

* Marmaduke,” I call ous,opening it and
entering, ** I have brought you Lord Chan-
dos. Now, are you not surprised and
pleased ?"

“Oh! more pleased than I can say,”
exolaims 'Duke, heartily, coming eagerly

fellow, what good wind blew you to us so
soon ?"

!

H

|

When I return to the drawing-roem I
find the lamps burning cheerily, and most

Lady Blanche, reclining on a low tauteuil,
18 conversing earnestly with Bir Mark Gore,
who stands beside her. Seeing me, she
smiles softly at him and motions him to a
chair near her.

Dora, in her favorite white muslin and
aweet demure emile, is holding Me, Powell
and Bir George Ashurat in thrall. Bheis
bestowing the greater part of her attention
upon the former, to the disgust and bewil-
derment of honest George, who looks with
moody dielike upon his rival. Both meo
are intent upon taking her down to dinner,
There is little need for you to torture your-
self with jealous fears, Bir George. When
the time comes it is without doubt upcn
your arm she will lay that little white pink.
tinged hand.

_ Bebe is sitting upon the sofa, with the
infatuated Chips beside her, and is no
longer pale; two crimson spots adorn her |
oheeks and ada brillianoy to her eyes. As
I watoh her wonderingly she slowly raises
her head, and, meeting my gaze, bestows
upon me & glance 8o full of the liveliest
reproach, not unmixed with indignation,
that I am filled with consternation. What
have I done to deserve so withering a look ?
“1 would give something to know of

voioe at my elbow. * Notof me, I trust?”

I tarn to find Bir Mark is regarding me
earnestly. Instinotively I glanoe at the
vaocant ohair beside Lady Blanche and in
doing 8o encounter her dark eyes bent on
mine. Verily, I am not in gcod odor with
my gueats to night.

All through dinner I try to attract Bebe's
attentiop, but cannot. I address her only
to receive the ooldest of replies. Even after-
wards, when we get back onoe more to the
drawing-room, I cannot manage an explan-
ation, as she escapes to0 ber own room, and
does not appear again until the gentlemen
have joined us.

Neither she nor Lord Chandos exchange
one word with each other throughout the
entire evening. With a sort of feverish
gayety ehe chatters to young Thornton, to
Captain Jenkins, to any one who may
ohanoe to be near her, as though she fears
a pilenoe.

Nevertheless the minutes drag. It is the
stupideat nlﬁht wé have known, and I begin
to wish I had learned whist or cheas or |
something of that sort. I am out of apirits,
and, though ionocoont of what it may be, feel
mysell guilty of some hideous blunder,

+ Presently she dreaded quiet falls. The
whist.players are happy, the reat of us are
not. Bir Mark, with grave politeness, comes
to the reacue.

““ Perhape

visie. It was July, an

haps that hasten
|remember—1I can hear she sad drip, drip,
of the raindrops now—and we felt silent
and depressed. Somehow then—I1 hardly
know how—it all was said—and over."

ment.

I am not doomed to a sleepless night,
however, as presently she ocomes in—all
ber beautiful hair loose about her shoulders.

‘" Now, Bebe,” I exolaim, jumpiog up to
give her a good shake, * how could you be
80 oroes all about nothing? I did nok know
myselt he wae coming 8o soon. You made
me miserable the entire evening, and spoiled
everything ?"

‘“* But you knew he was oomibg
tire; why did you not say so?"

“I forgot all about him. I knew no
reason why I should attach importanoe to
his presence here. I don’t know now either,
I was quite ignorant of your previous
acguaintance with him. FProbably had he
waited in London uptil next week, as he
originally intended, it might have ooourred
to me .t0 mention his ocoming, and so I
would have spared mysell all the oruelty
and neglect and wicked looks so lavishly
bestowed upon me this evening.” -

‘* You have yet to learn,” says Miss Baa-
toun, who s, I think, a little ashamed of
her pettishness, * that of all thioge I most
detest being taken by surprise. It puts me
out dreadfully ; I don't recover myself for
ever 80 long; and to see Lord Ohandos
here, of all people, when 1 believed him
safe in Italy, took away my breath. Phyl-
lis, 1 don’t know how it is, bat I feel I must
tell you all abous it.”

“Yes, do. Iam soanxious to hear. Yot
I half guess he is, or was, a lover of yours.
Isit not s0? And something has gone
wroog ?"

“Yery much wrong, indeed,” with a
rather bitter laugh. * It will be a slight
come-down t0 my pride te tell you this
story; but I 3an trust you,ocan Imot? I
am not fond of women friends aa a rule—
indeed, Harriet is my only one—but you,
Phyllis, have exercised upon me somw
charm, I do believe, a8 when 1 am near
you I forget to be reasrved.”

“ That is because you know how well I
like you.”

“Ieit? Perbaps sn. Well, about Lord
Chandos. My story is a short one, you
will eay, and to the point. I met him Eml
two years ago. He fell in love with me,
and last year asked me to marry him. That
isall ; but you will understand by it how
little ambitious I was of meeting him
again."

‘* And you—-"

“ Refused him, dear. How oounld I do
otherwise? He was only Captain Everett
then, without a prcspect on earth; and I
am no heiress. It would have meant pov-
erty—soarcely even what is called *genteel
poverty'—had I consented to be his wife:
and"—with a quick shudder of diegust—* [
would rather be dead, I think, than endare
suoh a life as that.”

“ Did you love him, Bebe ?"

“I liked bhim well enough to marry him,
oertainly,” .she admics, slowly, * had oir-
oumstanocea been different.”

‘We are silent for a little time ; then Bebe
8sys, in a low tone,

‘* He was 80 good about it, and I deserved
80 listle meroy at his hands. I don't deny
I bad flirted with him horribly, with oruel
heartlessness, considering I knew all along,
when it came to the final move, [ would
8ay ‘ No.' I liked bim so well that [ could
vot make up my mind to be brave in time
and let him go, never counting tn; m I

some

would afterwards have to infliot —anp

Her voice sinks to a whisper. Without
turniog my head, I lay my hand on hers. .
*“ It all happened one morning,” she goes

on, presently, making a faint pause between

each sentenoce, ' quite early. There was
nothing poetio or sentimental about itin
the way of conservatories or flowera or
musio. He bad come to pay me his usual
mamma and I
were leaving town the next day. We are net
to see each other again for along time. Per-
it. It was a wet day, I

* How sad it was|” I mormur, stroking

the hand I hold with quiet sympathy.
" And then L g

“Then I let him see how utterly false

and worthlees was the woman he loved. I
let him know that even if I adored him his
want of money would be an insurmounta-
Me. Thornton will kindly favor ble barrier between us. I think I told him

us with asong?"’ he says, without a amile. |#0: I am not quite sure of that, I do not

Apd Mr. Thornton, with & faoe even
more than usually benign, williogly oon.
sente, and givea us “ What will you do,
love, when I am goiog ?"'—apropos of his
approaching departure for India—with
muoch sentimental fervor, and many tender
glanoes direoted openly to Miss Beatoun.

“Thank you,” murmurs that younglady,
when the doleful ditty is finished, having
listened to 1t all through with an air of sad-
dened admiration impossible to dmihu.l
and unmistakably flattering. * I know no
nu‘iﬂ:ﬂ touches me so deeply as that.”

“ I know you are laugh
Chips, trankly, seating himsell again beside
her, and sinking his voice to & whisper
that he fondly but erroneously believes
to be inaudible ; ** but I don't care. I would
rather have you to make fun of me than
asny other girl to love ma "

Id infatuation further go?

‘" Pehaps one might find it possible to do
both,” insinuates Misa Beatoun, wiokedly ;
but thia piece of il t hypooriay Emviug
too muoh even for her, she raises her far
to & level with her lips and snbsides with
an irrepressible smile behind it, while poor
little Chipa muormurs :

“Oh, come, now. That ia more than any

would not reproach me,
hu:iln distinotly miserable, without an
unkin

W v Gything. © o il B
at me."” savs A ere waa anything to be L
' | declared that he had expeoted just such an
anawer ; that he felt he h
hope for a hlri’lii“ one.

me of oourse

on.
| my words,
mast bid me a long farewell.
man who would gladly exchange with him
and give him a ochanoe of seeing a little
Indian life ; he waa tired of England. Yon
oan inagine the kind of thing.”

rﬂm.l.la;l distinotly one word I said that
.rl
impressed with the belief that I was a mere
ocontemptible money-worshipper,”

only know that he went away

“Did he say anything—reproachigl, I

“That was the hardest part of it, He
He only sat there,

mean ?"

word on his lips.”

““What? Did he say nothing?"

“Very little, Unleas to tell me I had
disgracefully, I don's know

no right to
He did not blame
was aoting wisely—and so
He never onoce asked me to reconsider
Then he got up and said he
He knew a

" Poor fellow, how did he look 7"
(To be continued

—

It in one proof of a good education and of

fellow would belisve, you know," and grina | true refinement of feeling to reapeot anti.

a pleased and radiant grin,

quity.—Sigourney.




