Second Choice*

Let me kies you for your sister ;
You're a dainty little elf.
If I had not wooed and missed her,
I would Kkiss you for yoursslf.
So this proffered osculation
Cometh from a com -ination
Of a present admiration
Ana a love laid on the shelf.

To be sure you're rather youthful
A'l thi-to appreciate.

You’ieridiculously truthful—
Tender innocence of ei*ht.

One unlucky exclamation,

Quite beyond all expectatlon

Broughtto li“bt a situation,
Which decided there my tate.

Those dark eyeswould tempt a Titian,
Wi ith tue taugled curls above.
Youxea miniature edition
Of the girl 1used to love ;
But you have notreached the station,
W here your normal occupation
Is a desperate flirtation
W ith some poor, deluded cove.

You are pretty—and you know it—
Wi h those eyes of dushy hue.
Probably Xou will outgrow it ;
Prét y children often do.
Now you know ihe situation
That'l hold to your relation,
You must not éxpress negation
If I crave a kias of you.

Let me kiss you for your sister ;
You’re a dainty little elf.

It is long since 1have kissed her ;
You do ver{ well youiself.

Wi ild and reckless diss pation

Cured by bliud iufatunii -n.

Isow | love a maid of station
And abundant store ot pelf.

PA ULINE
CHAPTER 1V.
NOT Fs/K LOVE OR MARRIAGE

A week baB paBHeii by. | am more in
love than ever. | am now Batibfied as to
tbe thoroughness of my passion ; certain
that this Budden love of mine will endure
aB long as my life ; that it is no transient
Aveb tj fade away with time or absence.
W hether my Buit be sucoesbful or not this
woman will be my first and last) love.

As yet | have made little progress iu the
fmtheriugof my desire. | see her every
day, because | watch for her coming and
going; and every time | see her | find freBh
cnarws in her face and graces in her
figure. Yet Kenyon was right. Hersis a
peouliar style of beauty. That pale pare
face, those dark dreamy far-away ejep,
are out of the oommon run of womanhood.
lo mty be that this accounts for the strange
fascination she has for me. Her carriage
is upright and graceful ; she walks always
at the same prne; her face is alwa>s grave,
and it BeewB to me Bbe seldom speaks to
that old coujpinion or servant who never
quits her side. | am beginning to look upon
her aB a riddle, and wonder if tbe key will
ever be mine.

I have found out some few things about

her. Her name iB Pauline—a sweet and
euitable name—Pauline Marsb. She is
therefore English, although | sometimes

he*,r her saying a few words in Italian to old
Tereba, her servant. Sbe Beews to know
no one, and, so far as | can learn, no one
kno <h more about her than I do—I, at
leaBt, know she came from Turin, and
that is more than my informants were
aware of.

I Btill ocoupy my rooms, waitiug my
chance. Id ib tantalizing to live in the
BaTe house with theone you love and find on
opportunity of even commencing the siege.
That old Teresa guards her oharge like a
thorough-bred Spauieh duenna. Her dark
eyes glanoe quickly aud suspiciously at me
whenever | meet the two women, and
bid them the good-morning or good-evening
whioh a fellow-lodger may venture up m.
As ytt | have got no further than theae
cold oivilities. Pauline's eyes and manner
give me no encjuragement. She acknow-
ledges my balutation gravely, distantly
and apathetically. It is clear to me that
love at first sight is not bound to be reci-
procal. | comfort myself by thinking that
Fate must have Bomething in store for me,
or Pauline and | would never have been
brought face to fnose again.

So all I oan do is to lurk behind the
thick red curtains of my window and
watoh my love, guarded by that old cat
Teresa, go out and come in. | am obliged
now to exercise due caution in this pro-
ceeding, aB the duenna once oaught Bight of
me, and now eaoh time they pass | see her
fierce eyes peering into my hiding-place. |
am beginning to hate Teresa.

Yet if I have done IliGtle, I am in the
BaTe house, breathing the same air aB Paul-
ine, and | am a patient man and oan wait
for my opportunity. It will be sure to
oome at last.

This is how it oame. One evening |
heard a fall, a olatter of ohina and a cry of
distress. | ran out of my room and found
Teresa lying on the BtairB amid the ruins
of the landlady’s best tea Bet,ana groaning
earnestly. My ohanoe had oome !

With the shameless hypocrisy of love, |
ran to her aid, as eager to help her as
though she had been my mcther. 1 endea-
vored, in the most tender mauner, to raise
her ; butshe sank back, wailing out some-
thing about, “ one of zefo”™ a broke.”

It was clear that Ter Jae Euglish was
not her btrong point; to 1 “eked herin
Italian what was the matter. Sbe bright-
ened up as she heard her own language,
and | found that she had sprained her
knee Bo severely that Bhe was unable to
rise. | told her that | would carry her to
her room, and without more ado picked her
up and blre her upBtairs.

Pauline was standing on the landing.
Her large dark eyes were opened wide, her
whole appearanoe was that of affright. |
paused a moment and explained what had
happened, then | took the old woman into
the room whioh Bhe occupied and laid her
on the bed. The Bervant ot the house wae
Bent for a dootor, and, as | retired, Pauline
thanked me quietly, but I fancied listlessly,
for my kindness. Those dreamy eyes met
mine, yet scarcely seemed to know it. Yes,
I was obliged to cjnfess it, my goddess waa
in manner apathetic—but then, her beauty !
Those refined regular features, the girlish
well-formed figure—tbe thick brown hair,
even those strange dark eyes. Surely there
was no woman in the world to compare
with her !

She gave me her hand at parting—a
small well-formed bolt hand. 1 oould
scarcely refrain from pressing my lips to
it- | could Boaroely refrain from telliog her
then and there that for months | bad
thought of her and her only—bat iija-
dioiouB as Buoh proceedings might have
been at a first meeting they would have
been doubly so whilst old Teresa was lying
and, in spite of her pains, with suspicious
eyeb watching every movement of mine ; Bo
| oould only exprees a wieh to be of further
service to her and bow myeelf out dis-
oreetly.

But the ice was broken—our hands had
met. Pauline and | were Btrangers no
longer !

Old Teresa’s pprain, although not suoh a
Berious affair as she fanoied, kept her
indoors for several days. | hoped this would
enable me to improve my acquaintance
with her mistress, but the resuic was not
commensurate wiih the hope. For the
first few days Pauline, so far as | knew, did
not leave the hou+e Ouoe or twice | met
her on the stairs and, assuming a fictitious
interébt in the old woman, kept her in con-
versation for a minute or two. It seemed
to me that she was painfully Bby—so bhy
that the conversation | would fain have
prolonged, after alittle while, died a natural
death. | wae not conceited enough to
attribute her shyness and retioenoe to the
same oau»e which made me blush and
stammer aB | t-poke to her.

At laet, one morning | saw her leave the
house alone. | tiok my hat and followed
her. She was walking up and down the
pavement in front of the house. | joined
her, and, after the usual inquiry for TeraBa,
oontinued at her side. | must make an
atttmpt to establish matter» on a better
footing between us,

“mYou have not been
Miss March?’ | said*

long in England,

“ Same time—some months,” she replied.

“1 saw you in the Bpring at Turin—in
church, at San Giovanni.” She raised her
eyes and met mine with a strange, puzzled
look.

“ You were there with your old servant—
one morning,” | continued.

“Yes—we oiten went there.”

“ You are English, | suppose—your

name ia not an Italian one?”

“Yes, | am Euglish.”

She bpjke aB though not quite certain
about it—or aB if it was a matter of com-
plete indifference.

“Your home is here.
baok to Italy ?”

“ 1 don’t knoW—I cannot tell*”

Pauline’s mauner was very unsatisfying.
| made many attempts to learn something
aoout her habitB and taetes. Did she play
or bing—was she fond of music, of pictures,

You are not going

of fiowerB, of the stage, of travelling?
Had she many relations and fnenda ?
Direotly and indireotly, | asked her all

these questions.

Her replies were unsatisfactory. Either
shb evaded the questions, aB if determined
I should know nothing about her, or she
did not seem to underbtaud them. Many
of them | felt sure puzzled her. At the end
of our little promenade she remained aB
great a mystery to me as before. The only
comlort I oould take was that she displayed

no wish to bhun me. We passed and
repassed tbe houee several times, but
she did not suggest re-entering, as she

m ght have done had she wishad to get rid
of me. There was no trace of coquetry in
her manner—quiet and rewerved au | fouud
her, she was at least Bimple and natural —
and she was very beautiful, and | was very,
very much in love 1

It was not long before | discovered that
cli Teresa’s black eyeB were watching us
from behind the blind of the drawing-
room. She must have orept trom her bed
tj see that her charge got iuto no mischief.
| chafed at the espionage, but aB yet it was
too early to escape from it.

Before Teresa could hobble out of doors
I had met Pauline more thin once in the
same way. She seemed, | was glad to
believe, pleased when | joined her. The
difficulty | labored under wae to make her
lalk. She would listen to all | had to Bay
without comment and without reply, Bave
yes or no. If, by a rare ohanoe, Bhe asked
a question or Bpoke a longer sentence than
ubual the effort was never sustained. |
attributed a great deal of thiB to BhynesB
and to her secluded life—for the only per-
son she had to speak to was that terrible
old Teresa.

Although every word and action of Paul-
ine’s toid me she was well-educated and
well-bred, | was oertainly surprised at her
ignoranoe of literature. | quoted an author,
mentioned a book by name, the remark
paeaed unnoticed ; or she looked at me as
if puzzied by my allusion, or distressed at
her own ignorance. Although | had now
seen her several times, | was not Batibfied at
the progreas | had made. | kuew | had
.not aB yet struck the key-note of her
nature.

As soon as the old servant,
friend, or what she was, grew well, | heard
BoTe htartling news. My landlady asked
me if 1 could reoommend her apartments
to any friend of mine—suoh another aB
myself she wa3 good enough to say—Miss
Maroh was going to leave, and the landlady
thought ahe would prefer taking a gentle-
man in her place.

| felt oeratin this was a counter move of
that old hag Teresa’s. She had oast ven-
omous glanceB at me when we passed eaoh
otaer on the stairs; had rebponded surlily
when | asked if Bhe was quite recovered
from the effeots of her aooident—in a word,
| kuew Bhe waa my enemy ; that she had
discovered my feelings toward Pauline aud
wae doing her beat to keep us apart.
had no means of knowing the extent of her
power or influence over the girl, but | had
some time since ceased to regard her aB
notLiug more than a Bervant. The intelli-
gence that my fellow-lodgers were about to
quit showed me that to bring my love for
Pauline to a successful iBBue, I mustin
some way make matters straight with this
unpleasant old attendant.

That same evening, as | heard her oom-
ing down the stairs, | threw open my door
and stood face to faoe with her.

duenna,

“Signora Teresa,” | said, with high-
flown politenese. “ will it please you to
Btep into my room ? | wish to Bpeak to
you.”

She gave me a quick, Buspicious glanoe,
but nevertheless complied with my
request. | olosed the door and plaoed a
chair for her.

“Your paor knee—is it quite well 2 1
asked HyT pathetically, and in Italian.

“ It ie quite well, Signor,” she ~replied
laoonioally.

“ Will you take a glass of sweet wine ? |
have some here.”

Teresa, iu spite of our inimical relations,
made no objections, so | filled a glass and
watohed her sip it approvingly.

“ Ib the Siguorina, Miss March, well ? |
have not seen her to-day.”

“ She is well.”

“ It is about her | wish to speak to you
—you have guessed that?”

“1 have gueBsed it.” As she
Teresa gave me a sullen, defiant look.

“Yes,” | conunued, “your vigilant faith-
ful eyes have seen what 1 have no wisn to
conceal. | love Siguorina Pauline.”

“She is not to be loved,” said Teresa,
sulkily.

spoke

“ Oue so beautiful must be loved. | love
her aud will marry her.”

“ She iB not to be married.”

“ Lieten, Teresa. | say | will marry
ber. 1 am a gentleman and rich. | have

50,000 lire a year.”

The amount of my income, magnificent
when reduced to her native coinage, was
not without ite expected effeot. If her
eyes, ae they met mine, were ae unfriendly
ae ever, their look of aetonishment and
increasing respeot told me | was appealing
to her tjnderest feeling—cupidity.

“Now tell me why | Bhould not marry
the Siguorina? Tell me who her friends
are that | may Bee them and ask herin
marriage ?”

“ Sne ib not for marriage.”

This wae all | could get from the old
woman. She would tell me nothing about
Pauline’s family or friends. She would
only reiterate thatshe was not for love or for
marriage.

| had but one ohanoe left. Teresa’s
eager look when I mentioned the income |
pjsaessed had impressed me. | must con-
ueBoend to the vulgar act of direct bribery ;
tne end would justify the means.

As | wae Bo often travelling it was my
habit to carry a large sum of money on my
person. | drew out my pookec-book aud
counted out a hundred pounds in new orisp
notes. Teresa eyed them hungrily.

“You know what these are worth ?” |
said. She nodded. | pushed a oouple of
the notes toward her. Her skinny hand
seemed twitohing with the desire to grasp
them.

“ Tell me who Miss Mirch’s friends are
and take these two notée ; all the rest BhaU
be voure on the day we are married.”

The old woman eat Bilent for a while,
but | knew temptation was assailing her.
Presently | heard her murmuring. “50,000
lire! 50,000 lire a year!” Tae spell
worked. At last she rose. “ Are you going
to take the money ?” | asked.

“ 1 cannot. | dare not. |
But—"

“But what?"’

“ 1 will write. 1
to il dottore.”

“ Who is the doctor ?
or see him.”

“ Did I say il dottore? It was a slip.
No, you muBt not write. | will aBk him
and he must decide.”

“You will write at onoe?”

“ At once.” Teresa, with a lingering
glanoe at the money tarned to leave me.

“You had better take these two notes,” |
said, handing them to her.

She buttoned them in the buBom of her

am bound.

will say what you Bay

I can write to him

dress with feverish delight.

“Tell me, Teresa,” | said coaxingly,
“tell me if you thiuk—if the Signoriua—
Pauline—cares at all for me ?”

“ Who knows ?” answered the old woman
testily ; “ 1 do not kuow—but again | Bay
to you she is not for love or marriage.”

Not lor love or marriage ! | laughed
aloud as | thought of the old woman’s
absurd and oft-repaated assertion. If on
earth there was a woman more than
another made for love and marriage it was
my beautiful Pauline ! | wondered what
Teresa oould mean ; then remembering the
fervor with whioh she prayed in San Gio-

vanni | deoided that, being an ardent
Roman Catholio, Bhe wished Pauline to
take the veil. Thie theory would explain
every thing.

Now that | had bought Teresa I looked for-
ward to the enjoyment of Pauline’s sooiety
without espionage or interruption. The old
woman had taken my money, and no doubt
would do her beat to earn more. If
oould persuade the girl to let me pass seve-
ral hours of eaoh day in her oompany I
need fear no hiuderanoe from Teresa. The
bribe had been aooepted, and ahhough |
blushed at the expedient to which I had
been compelled to resort, it had been suc-
cessful.

I was obliged to defer any further
attempt at love-making until the next
evening, as an important piece of business
had to be attended to in tue morning. It
kept me away from home for several hours,
and when at last | returned to Maida vale
I was thunderatruck to hear that my
fellow-lodgers had left the house. The
landlady had no idea whither they had
gone. Teresa, who it appears always
acted as purse-bearer, had paid her dues
and had departed with her young mistress.
There was nothing more to tell.

| threw myeelf into my ohair, cursing
Italian guile ; yet, as | thought of | alian
cupidity, not altogether hopeless. Perhaps
Teresa would write or oome to me. | had
not forgotten the eager looks she cast upon
my money. But day after day passed
without letter or message.

| spent those days for the most part,
wandering about the streets in the vain
hops of encountering the fugitives. It was
only after this Beoond loss that | really
knew the extent of my passion. | cannot
describe the longing | had to see that fair
faoe once more. Yet, | feared the love was
all on my side. If Pauline had felt even a
passing interest in me bhe o >uld Boaroeiy
have left io this secret and mysterious
manner. Her heart was yet to be won,
and | knew that unless | won it no
woman’s love would to me be worth hav-
ing.

| ehould have returned to my old lodg-
ings in Walpolo street had it not been that
| feared to quit Maida vale, lett Teresa, if
Bhe should be faithful t) her engagements,
might miBsme. So | lingered on there until
ten days went Blowly by ; then, just aB |
was beginning t) despair, a letter oame.

It was written in a delicate pointed
Italian style and signed Manuel Caneri.
BiTpiy said that the writer wouid have the
honor of oallling upon me about noon
to-day.

Nothing was hinted at as to the objeot of
the visit, but | knew it could be connected
with only oue thing—the desire of my
heart. Teresa, after all, had net played
me false. Pauline would be mine.
waited with feverish impatience until this
unknown Manuel Ceneri should make his
appearance.

A few minutes after 12 he was announoed
and shown into my room. | recoguizad
him at once. He was the middle-aged
man with rather rouud shoulders who had
talked to Tereua under the shade of San
Giovanni at Turin. Doubtless he was
“il dottore” spoken of by the old woman
as being tbe arbiter of Pauline’s fate.

He bowed politely as he entered, oast
one quick look at me as if trying to gather
what he could from my personal appear-
anoe, then seated himself in the chair |
oflered him.

“1 make no apology for calling,” he
said ; “you will no doubt guess why I
oome.” His Euglish was fluent, but the
foreign accent very marked.

“1 hope | guess correctly,” | replied.

“1am Mauuel Ceneri. | am a dootor
by profession. My Bister wss Miss March’s
mother. | have come from Geneva on your
account.”

“Then you know what the wish—the
great wish of my life is ?”

“Yes, | know you want to marry my
niece. Now, Mr. Vaughan, | have many
reasons for wishing my niece to remain
Bingle, but your proposal has induoed me
to reconsider the matter.”

Pauline might have been a bale of cotton,
so impassively did her unole speak of her
future.

“In the first plaoe,” he went on, “ 1 am
told you are well born and rich. Is
that so ?”

“ My family is respectable. | am well

connected and may be called rich.”

“You will satibfy me ou the latter point,
| Buppose.”

| bowed Btiffly, and taking a sheet of
paper wrote a line to my solicitors asking
them to give the bearer the fullest informa-
tion as to my resources. Ceneri folded up
ihe note and plaoed it in his pooket. Per-
haps | showed the anuoyanoe | felt at the
mercenary exactness of his inquiries.

“1 am bouud to be particular in this
matter,” he said, “ as my niece hae noth-
ing.”

“1 expect nothing or wish for nothing.”

“ She had money onoe—a large fortune.
It was lost long ago. You will not ask how
or where ?”’

“1 oan only repeat my former words.”

“Very well—1 feel 1 have no rightto
refuse your offer. Although she ie half
Italian her manners and habit are Eoglish.
An Euglish husband will suit her best
You have not yet, | believe, spoken of love
to her?”

“ | have had no opportunity. | should
no doubt have done so, but aB soon as our
acquaintance oommenoed Bhe wae taken
away.”

“Yes, my instructions to Teresa were
strict. It was only on condition she obeyed
ber that | allowed Pauline to live in Eng-
land.”

Although this man spoke as one who had
absolute authority over his niece, he had
not said one word whioh evinoed affection.
Sj far as that went, she might have been a
stranger to him.

“ But now, | suppose,” | said, “ 1 shall
be allowed to Bee her?”
“Yes—on conditions. The man who

marries Pauline March must be content to
take her as she ie. He must aak no ques-
tions, seek to know nothing of her birth
and family, nothing of her early days. He
must be content to know that she is a lady,
that Bbe is very beautiful, and that he loves
her. Will this Buffioe ?”

Ihe question was such a strange one
that even in the height of my passion 1
hesitated.

“ 1 will say this muoh,” added Ceneri.
“she good and pure—her birth is equal to
your own. She is an orphan and her only
near relative ie myself.”

“ 1 am content,” | cried, holding out my
hand to Beai the compaot. “ Give me
Pauliue, | ask no more.”

Why should | not be content? What
did I want to know about her family, her
antecedents or her history ? So madly did
I long to oall that beautiful girl mine that, |
believe, had Ceneri told me she was worth-

less and disgraced among women, | should
have said, “ Give her to me and let her
begin life anew as my wife.” Men do Buoh

things for love !

“Now, Mr.Vaughan,” said the Italian,
drawing his hand from mine ; “ my next
question will astonibh you. You love
Pauline and | believe she ie not indifferent
to you—"

He paused and my heart beat at the
thought.

“ Will your arrangements
early marriage—an
Can | upon my

permit of an
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a few days leave her future in your hands
entirely ?”

“1 would marry her to-day if it were
possible,” I oried.

“ We need not be so impetuous as that—
but could you arrange for, Bay, the day
after to-morrow ?”

I stared at him —I could scarcely believe
I heard correctly. To be married to
Pauline within a few bours! There must
be something in the background of such
bliss I Ceneri muBt be a madman ! Yet,
even from the hands of a madman how
oould I refuse my happiness ?

“Bub | don’t kuow if she loves me—
would sue consent?” | Btammered.

“Pauline is obedient, and will do as |
wish. You oan woo her after marriage
instead of before it.”

“ But can it be done on so short a
notioe ?”

“1 believe there are suoh things as
special licenses to be bought. You are
wondering at my BUggebtion. | am bound
to »'fcturn to Italy almost at onoe. Now, |
putit to you—oan |, under the present cir-
cumstances, leave Pauline here with only a
servant to lojk after her ? No, Mr. Vaughan,
strange as it may BeeT, | must either see
her your wife before | leave or I must take
her baok with me. The latter may be
unfortunate for you, as here | have only
myself to consider, whilst abroad there
may be others to consult and perhaps |
must change my mind.”

“Let mB go to Pauline and ask her,” |
said, rising impatiently.

“ Certainly,” said Ceneri, gravely, “we
will go at onoe.”
Tillnow | have been Bitting with my

baok to the window.
| noticed the
straight at me.

“ Your face BeeTB quite familiar to me,
Mr. Vaughan, although I cannot recall
where | have seen you.”

| told him he must have seen me outt-ide
San Giovanni whiist he was talking to old
Teresa. He remembered the occurrence
aud appeared satisfied. Then we called a
cab and drove to Pauline’s new abode.

It was not so very far away. | woudered
| had not encountered either Pauiiue or
Teresa in my rambles. Perhaps they had
both kept to the house to avoid the meeting.

“ Would you mind waiting in the hall a
minute?” asked Ceneri as we entered the
house. “ 1 will go and prepare Pauliue for
your ooming.”

I would have waited a month in a dun-
geon for the reward in prospect; so | Bat
down on the polished mahogany ohair and
wondered if | was in my right senses.

Presently old TereBa came to me. She
looked scarcely more amiable than before.

“ Have | done well?” she whispered in
Italian.

“ You have done well—I will not forget.”

“You will pay me and blame me for
nothing. But listen—once more | Bay it—
the Biguorina ie not for love or marriage.”

Superstitious old fool ! Were Pauline’s

oharms to be buried iu a nunnery ?
Then a bell rangand Teresa left me. In
few miuutes she reappeared and con-
ducted me upstairs to a room in whioh |
fouud my beautiful Pauline and her unole.
Sue raised her dark dreamy eyes and
looked at me—the most infatuated man
oould not have flaitared himself that the
light of love was iu them.

I fully expected that Dootor Ceneri would
have left us to arrange matters alone ; but
no—he took me by the hand and in a
stately manner ied me to his niece.

Pauline, you know this gentleman ?”

She bowed. “ Yes, | know him.”

* Mr. Vaugaan,” continued Ceneri, “ does
us the honor of asking you to be hie wife.”

I could not permit all my wooing to be
done by proxy, Bo | stepped forward and
took her hand in mine.

“Pauline,” I whiapsred, “ 1 love you—
since first | saw you 1 have loved you—will
you be my wife ?”

“Yes, if you wish it,” she replied softly,
but without changing color.

“ You oannot love me now, but you will
by-and-by—will you not, my darling ?”

She did not respond to my appeal, but
then Bhe did not repulse me, neither did
ahe strive to withdraw her hand from
mine ; she remained calm and uudemon-
strative aB ever ; but | threw my arm
round her, and in spite of Ceneri’s pre-
sence, kissed her passionately. It was
only when my lips touohed her own that I
Haw the oolor riee to her cheek and kuew
that she was moved.

She disengaged herself from my embraoe,
glauced at her unole, who Btood impassive
as if he had witnessed nothing out of the
common, and then fled from the room.

“ 1 think you had better go now,”
Ceneri. “ 1 will arrange everything with
Pauline. You must do on your part all
that is necessary for the day alter to-mor-
row.”

“ It is very sudden,” | said.

“ It ie, but it muet be Bo—I oannot wait
an hour longer. You had better leave me
now and return to-morrow.”

I went away with my head in a whirl—I
was uncertain what to do. The temptation
to call Pauline my own in so short a time
was great; but | could not deceive myself
by thinking that she cared for me atall, as
yet. But, as Ceneri said, | oould do my
wooing after marriage. Still | hesitated.
The hurried proceeding was Bo strange.
Ardently as | desired to wed Pauline |
wished I could have first won her. Would
it not be better to let her uncle take her to
Italy, then to follow her and learn if she
oould love me? AgainBt this prudent
course oame Ceneri’s vague threat, that in
suoh an event, his mind might be changed
—and more than all, | was desperately in
love. Although it could only be for her
beauty that I loved her, | wae madly m love.
Fate had thrown wuB together. Sbe had
escaped me twice—now the third time she
was offered to meunreservedly. | was super-
stitious enough to think that if | rejected
or postponed accepting the gift, it would
be withdrawn forever. No—come what
will, in two days’ time Pauline shall be my
wife !

| saw her the next day, but never alone.
Ceneri was with us all the time. Pauline
was sweet, silent, shy and languid. | had
muoh to do—much to Bee to. Never was a
wooing Bo short or Bo strange as mine. By
the evening all the arrangements were
made, and by 10 o’clock the next morning
Gilbert Vaughan and Pauline Maroh were
man and wife—those who had not in their
lifetime even conversed for a time amount-
ing, Bay, to three hours were liuked
together for better or worse till death
ehoul-i part them !

Ceneri left immediately the ceremony
was over, and to my astonishment, Teresa
announoed her intention of accompanying
him. She did not fsil to wait on me for
tbe promised reward, whioh | gave her
freely and fully. My heart’s desire was to
wed Pauline, and by her aid it had been
compassed.

Then, with my beautiful bride | started
for the Soottish lakes, to begin the wooing
whioh should have been completed before
the final step had been taken.

As | faced the light
Italian dootor look very

said

CHAPTER V.
BY LAW, NOT LOVE.

Proud and happy aB | felt when seated
side by side with Pauline m the railway
oarriage whioh was taking us to the north ;
fortunate as | told myself I was to have
won Buch a fair bride ; great as my love
was for the sweet girl who had just vowed
hereelf mine forever, Ceneri’s extraordi-
nary stipulation kept recurring to my
mind—the man wno marries Pauline
Maroh must be content to take her as
eheis ; to wish to know nothing of the past.

Not for one moment did | think suoh a
oontraot oould be enforced. As Boon aB |
bad succeeded in making Pauline love me,
she would surely wish to tell me all her
history—there would be no nead to aBk
for it—the oonfi-W"*“ would tben be given
as a matter of sour e. When she b a
learned the becttt /1 love, all the other

immediate marriage ? secrets would cease between us.

My wife looked very beautiful as she sat

with her head leaning against the dark
cloth of the oarriage. Her dearcit
refined features showed in that position
advantageously. Her face, aB usual, was
pale and calm ; her eyes were oast down.
A woman to be indeed proud of ; to wor-
ship, to oheriBh, and—how sweet it seemed
tj whiBper the word to myself—my wife |
(To be continued.)

Uomtort For Travellers.

Railroad men have for a long time been
aware of many faults in the oommon
arrangements for coupling engines to pas-
Benger trains, the nsunai plan followed being
the uee of the ordinary link, formerly the
only ooupler known for both passenger and
freight train service, but at present con-
fined almot-t wholly to the latter. Although
inventors have been at work for half a
century improving paseenger coach couplers
to keep the ~ehioies from bumping against
eaoh other while running, and, while their
efforts have been attended with eminent
success, the ooupler on the tender has
remained praotioally untouched. In some
instances horn oaetinge have been attached
in the tender drawbar, thus reducing the
loose distance by meeting the car buffer,
but thia improvement was far from
being  effdOtive, and was merely
better than nothing. Under certain
conditions of train running, thie loose
coupling would give an unoomfortable
vioration to the whole train, and at times
the application of the brake would cause a
jerking of the oars in a disagreeable way.
To rendedy the many drawbacks to a
loose coupling, Mr. George H. Colby,
master mechanic of the Boston & Albany
Railroad, has invented an attachment for
locomotive tenders, which in effeot con-
tinues the Miller hook throughout the
entire train. This device is easily applied
to any tender, is automatic in aotion and
prevents accidents in coupling. When it
is remembered that the engine is coupled
and uncoupled many more times than the
separate oars of a train, it must be
acknowledged that these are important
advantages. There are no links or pina to
break, and no Biaok to be taken up, tous
securing the smooth startiog and stopping
of trains, resulting in increased oomfort to
passengers. It also prevents the swaying
motion of the tender and forward oar, and
consequent side wear and tendenoy to
breakage of truck boxes. Being
within reaoh from the platform of the
forward car, it oan be operated with
perfeot ease. It praotioally couples the
locomotive to a car just as two oars are
coupled, and Takes the whole of the train
an unbroken unit. As every improvement
of this kind inoreaBeB the Bafety of traiu
operating, and tends to weaken the foroe of
accidente, besides increasing the comfort of
passengers, it becomes a matter in whioh
every one is interested. The Colby coup-
ling attachment consists principally of
a heavy casting, which ie attached to the
tender frame aud holds the miller hook, a
spring bunter and the means of operating
the drawbar. The forward end of the
drawbar ie pinned to a heavy threaded
spring-enoiroled bolt, seoured under the
tender, between the frames, in a strong
casting. A spiral spring, secured to the
draw-bar immediately behind the bumper
beam, draws the head to the position it
oooupies when coupled. The aot of uncoup-
ling is done by a wheel and staff, whioh
operates a ohain and ratchet.  The inven-
tion is being applied to the passenger
engines of the Boatm & Albany and several
of the eastern railroads, and locomotive
builders of the oountry have adoptad it as
their standard for all paesenger engines

The Professional Grumbler.

Your regular professional grumbler is
generally a gentlemen inclined to be stout,
and partial to a snooze after dinner. He
tffdots ample folde of broadcloth ; is
curious in the matter of worsted oomforters
for keeping his throat warm, and small
ludia rubber boots for keeping his feet dry.
He ie a oomfortable man—very precise and
regular in his habita—and haa a oomfort
able houee, with everything in it ae preciee
and regular aB himself. He hae no great
misfortunes to bewail, consequently he
grumbles at the smallest miseries. His
very comfort turns into the serpent that
stinge him. He iB perpetually finding out
subjects for pathetic complaint. If he is
not eloquent upon the duet in the street he
will be overpowering on the mud. The
weatheralways BeeTB to be engaged in a con-
spiracy against him. The east wind he
holds to be the ringleader. Be inpersuaded
that it was only created to waft rheumatism
on its wings and keep up the average sup-
ply of soiatioa. If, however, the weather
be still and close and hot, he knows very
well that fever is brewing—he is Bure of it,
mark his words—nothing else oan be
expected from thie confounded choky day.
If he goes out without his umbrella and the
olouds gather aud the rain falls he is almost
Bpeeohless with indignation. It ib always
so, always hiB luck—were he to have incum-
bered himself with a great awkward
umbrella the rain would never have thought
of coming on, never. To hear him you
would suppose that the olerk of the weather
signal offioe was a real personage ; that he
and the grumbler had quarrelled in their
youth and that the official in question being
of a spiteful turn of mind had never for-
gotten the old grudge.—Brooklyn Eagle.

A Hotel in the Sea.

The situation of the hotel where 1 am
stopping is especially charming ; it ia built
over the water, so that the Bea actually
passes under the rooms. There is a long,
glass inclosed balcony looking seaward
from which one never tires of surveying
the blue Mediterranean beyond and below.
There is always variety in the movements
of the sea. Now its swash is so gentle and
Boothing that it is the most effeotive of
lullabies when one wishes to fall asleep
Again, the sea iBinan uproar,and the spray
leaps up to the very windows. The illu
sion that we are aotually at sea is quite

hard to shake off at times. The fish
have learned to watoh for the
refuse  that s oommitted to the

sBea from the hotel galleries, and are conse-
quently very tame. Portly looking fellows
a foot or two long oome right uuder the
balcony and stare up impertinently at wus.
The temptation is strong to make them
atone for their temerfty, and not a few of
them have been hauled up with rod and
line to the broad verandah. One day
somebody got up more enthusiasm than
usual and oast a torpedo from the balcony
into a Bohool ot inquisitive marine
beauties. A boysprang m after the explo-
sion and brought three fat fellows to the
surfaoe. Many others were stunned, but
not suffioiently to keep them from evading
the swimmer. Nets are also cast in front
of the hotel and many bushels of fish meat
captured.—Beyrout Letter to New Orleans
Times-Democrat.

A. Countess Returns.
Mrs. Nobody—Ah 1how d’e do, countess ?
I am so glad to see you home again ; but 1
was in hopes you would bring your husband
with you. Let me see, it is three months
sinoe you were married, is it not?
New Countess, whose former beau wrote

for the Philadelphia Call (wearily)—Yes,
three months, three months.

“The count i well, | hope?”

“Yes, he is, | believe.”

“And | suppose you enjoyed life in his

grand castle ?”
“For awhile, yes ; but you see it took all
my fortune to pay off ihe old debts on it.”

“Indeed ! Poor ohildl How 1 wish 1
could help you 17

“You oan.”

“How ?”

“Let me have your family wash

An attorney at Pendleton, Oregon, Fred
Page Tustan, was engaged by three
horse thieves to defend them. In the
examination he ascertained that they hud
stolen four of his horses. He will be ft
witness against his own olients.

THE DOQ’a& INTELLIGENCE.

He Excitement nnd is

Curions.

Rcquiren Very

A dog requires excitement, and has a
oraving for the interest of outward objects.
Feed him well, and shut him up alone in
an apartment, and ho will suffer under
ennui like a fine gentleman, and beoome
troubled and nneaBy for want of oooupation
or amusement. If the window be left open,
he will fiud resouroe in looking out of it,
and will divert himself with the passing
scene, and taking a lively concern in the
doings of the other dogs on the street.
This is a pleasure whioh we trace in no
other animals, and it is not, indeed, observ-

able in all dogs. Newfoundlands appear
peculiarly prone to it. They are
eminently sooial. We Bhall never forget

a Newfoundland dog belonging a
provision dealer, with whom we had
a street acquaintanoe. It wae his bueinesse
to go about in the waggon aB a protector of
the good things therein, aud as he rode
along streots most manifestand most lively
was the interest he took iu the moving
scene. No duchess in the land ever
lounged in her oarriage with a more
luxurious or a more graceful air thanour
friend exhibited in the waggon. His
favorite attitude was lying with his fore-
laws dangling over the front, and his great
head lolling on them. Any long at <ppage we
remarked made him uneasy, and he dis-
played nia pleasure when his oarriage was
again in motion by danoing from Bide to
side like a parrot on its peroh, and uttering
a quick bark of satisfaction.

The curiosity of dogs is another quality
whioh they have in common with our kind.
No matter h>w fatigued a dog may be, if
he is taken into a strange apartment he
will not lie down to rest until he haa taken
a Burvey of the room aud smelled every
article in it. Dogs, aB we have before
attempted to prove, are rogues and cheats
like men, and they are also murderers, with
a consciousness of their criminality. In
paoks of hounds it iB not very unoommon
to find a dog Kkilled by his comrades, and
we onoe heard a fox hunter desoribe
his viait to a kennel after one of these
assassinations. Half-a dozen of the
long-eared  bow-wows were squatting
on their haunohes in one oorner wiGh par-
ticularly grave faces, which meant to

Zak an innocence that was unluckily
belied by the spots of blood on their ooata.
While he waa examining the body of the
deceased they kept yawning and licking
their chops with their long red tongues, ae
if they had no manner of concern in what
was going on ; butit waa evident that they
were by no means easy in their minds.
The doge whioh bore no marke of the fray,
and whioh were preeumed to be innooent,
moved about aa nHnai, with quite a differ-
ent air.—Boston Budget,

to

Joy iu Every Drop.

This may be truly said of Poison’s
Nerviline, the great pain remedy of the
age. It brings oomfort to the weary sufferer
when failure has attended the use of every
known remedy. Nerviline is an absoluta
oure for all kinds of pain, internal, external
or looal. Purchase a 10 cent sample
bottle and try this great remedy, Nerviline,
nerve pain oure. Don’t forget the name at
any drug store.

The oldest person in Connecticut is said
to be lIsaac Clarke, colored, who is 106
years of age. After working as a sailor and
whaleman for about fifty years, he became
physically disabled, and entered the New
Haven almshouse, where he has outlived
two generations.

IVo such Evidence

TUE DINNEK TABLE™*

Sound Advice About M astication.

Very few people, unfortunately, think
enough of the dinner-table for iheir good.
Ic is the idea of too many persons that

dinner should be discussed like politioe—
hurriedly, passionately, or as a pure
matter of business. Eating is of more

importance to the individual than politics,
sinoe healthy frames, whioh come from dis*
oretionary habitB in the matter of eating,
lead to noble thoughts aud heroic deeds.
Napoleon ie Baid to have lost one of hia
battles beoause of an ill-cooked potato. It
may not really have been the unsavory
potato whioh disturbed his mind. He
probably did not take time enough to dis-
ouBB it properly. Time is a great eesentiaA
at the dinner-table. Good digestion oan
never wait on appetite unless the mind is
undisturbed and the molars oan operate
free from thoughts which interfere with
their satisfactory aotion. The way to
enjoy diuner is to sit down to table after

shaking off the cares of the world. Let
the soup oome in hot and smoking. Take
it with a joyous heart. Converse with
your family while you toy with
the bread whioh Bhould alwayB
aooompany it. Conversation is an aid to

digestion, and bread helps down the soup.
Do not be in a hurry for your fish. Have
the releves served promptly when the
remove is made. Meanwhile conversation
should be animated. Nothing helps the
digestion or whets the appetitd or is more
provocative of good feeling at the table
than an honest, hearty, talkative mood.
Dyspepsia and all its horrors readily give
place to good-humored talk, whioh iB the
best oondiment that the world has known.
The Caterer, a magazine whioh devotes a
great deal of attention to this subjeot, Bays
the pleasures of the table are not confined
to tue aot of eating, and that it might be
“laid down as the axiom that a good-
humored fast will brighten the brain and
lighten the heart more than an ill-humored
feast.” Do not trouble yourself about the
threatened extinction of terrapin or the
predicted decline of the oysters. Both
these deleotable articles of food will laet
the lifetime of the ordinary man. Think
only about the dinner—have no other oare,
if oare that be. Let the service be BiTpie,
but ample. Many a dinner has been
spoiled by a combination of dishes. Above
all things, reoommende a writer in the
Caterer, strive to have a ohange from the
usual sterotyped dinner of wines, peouliar
dishes and names in Frenoh which even
few waiters can understand.

That education is making a rapid Btride
in the south is Bhown by the faot that
in Florida alone tbe number of publio
Bohoole haa increased from 676 eight years
ago to 1,479 at the present time, while
during the same time the number of pupils
in attendance haa inoreased over 80 per
cent.

Eating in a hurry, John Mulhall, of Port
Chbeater, N Y., wae choked to death by a
large chunk of beefsteak.

Can be offered for any other preparation as

supports our olaim that Putnam’s Painless
Corn Extractor is the best and safeet oorn
cure remedy io the world. Dr. Consadine,
Port Dalhoueie, writes : “ | oan teBtify to
its efficacy, together with many others
here.” This is a universal opinion. Try
Putnam’ Painless Corn Extraotor and
avoid poisonous and oheap substitutes.
Sold by druggists and dealers in medioine.

The latest thing in swell
dings is the employment of a page.
marriage of Mr. Shirely with Col.
ald’s daughter in London the other day
the bridegroom’s nephew, Master Hugh
Chafy, aoted as page. He wore a costume
of blaok velvet, with a large Irish point lace
collar.

At the

The woman who seeks relief from
pain by the free uae of aloholio stimulants
and narcotic drugs fiods what she Besks
only Bo far aB sensibility is destroyed or
temporarily suspended. No oure was
ever wrought by Buoh means, and the

longer they are employed the more hope-

less the oase beoomes. Leave ohloral,
morphia and belladonna alone, and wuBe
Mre. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound.

A Little ol All Three.

Judge (to the witness)—* Are you a mar-
ried woman ?”

WitueBB—* Well, no, Jedge, not exactly.”

Judge—*“ Not exaotly a married woman.
Do you mean that you are a widow?”

Witness—* That’s a little more like it,
Jedge, but Btill 1'm not exaotly a widow
either.”

Judg«—*“ You will have to explain your-
self. You say that you are not exaotly a
married woman nor exaotly a widow. Are
you a single woman ?”

Witness—“1 guess I'm a little of all
three, Jedge. 1’ve Bued Bix men for breach
of promise.”—New York Mercury.

A Great Problem.

—Take all the Kidney and Liver
Medicine8,

—Take all the Blood purifiers,

—Take ail the Rheumatic remedies,

—Take all the Dyspepsia and indigestion

cures,

—Take all the Ague, Fever and bilious
specifics,

—Take all the Brain and Nerve lorce
revivers,

—Take all the Great health restorers.

—In short,take all the bestqualities of all
these, and tae — best

— Qualities of all the beat medicines in
the world, and you will find that —Hop

—Bitters have the beet curative qualities
and powers of all —econcentrated

—In them, and that they will oure when
any or all of these, singly or —combined

—Fail. A thorough trial will give posi-
tive proof of thia.

Hardened Liver.

Five years ago | broke down with kid-
ney and liver oomplaint and rheumatism.

Sinoe then | have been unable to be
about at all. My liver beoame hard like
wood ; my limbs were puffed up and filled
with water.

All the best physicians agreed that noth-
ing oould cure me. | resolved to try Hop
Bitters ; | have used seven bottlee ; the
hardneae hae all gone from my liver, the
swelling from my limbs, and it has worked
a miracle in my case ; otherwise | would
have been now in my grave. J. W. Morey,
Buffalo, Oot. lat, 1881.

Poverty and Snflering.

* | waadragged down with debt, poverty
and Buffering for years, caused by a BIOK
family and large bills for doctoring.

| was completely discouraged, until on«
year ago, by the advice of my pastor, |
commenced using Hop Bitters, and in one
month we were all well, and none of us
have been Bick a day Binoe ;and | want to
Bay to all poor men, you can keep your
families well a year with Hop Bitters for
less than one dootor’s visit will ooet. |
know it.”—A W obkingman.

isrNone genuine without a bunch of green
Hops on the white label. Shun all the vile,
poiRonous stuff with "Hop”er “Hope”in their

English wed-

McDon-

LYDIA E. PINKHAM’S

*VEGETABLE COMPOUND.*
* % % 5 % IS APOSITIVF- CURF, * ** *m

For all of those Painful Complaints and
* * Weaknesses so common to our best * *J
*, ** »FEMALE POPULATION.* » * W

It will curb entirely Tne worbtporm or
male Complaints, all Ovarian troubles, In-i
FLAMMATION AND ULCERATION FALLING AND DIs-1
PLACEMENTS, AND TME CONSEQUENT SPINAL WEAK-]
NESS, AND IS PARTICULARLY ADAPTED TO TNBI
Change op Life *
* It WILL DISSOLVE AND EXPEL TIIMORS PROM TH«'
Thb'
tendencytoCancerousHumorsthereischeckedl
VERY SPEEDILY BY ITS USE. * *(
* 1t removes Faintness, Flatulency,destroy™®
ALL CRAVING POR STIMULANTS, AND RELIEVES WEAK-j
ness op the Stomach.

* ok x x ok x x %

Uterusin anearly stage op development.

It cures Bloating, lleadn»
ache, Wervous Prostration, General Debility,'

Depression and Indigestion
* Thatpeeling op Bearing Down, causing PaK ,
Weight and Backache,is always permanently

cured by its use

* 1t will at all times and under all circum-
stances act in harmony with the
GOVERN THE FEMALE SYSTEM. * *

* 4®“Its purpose i1 SOLELY for Tne légitimatc
healing of disease and the relief of PAIN, AN">
THAT IT DOES ALL IT CLAIMS TO DO, THOUSANDS

LADIE8 CAN GLADLY TESTIFY. o x

* * For the cure op Kidney Complaints nff
EITHER SEX THIS REMEDY IS UNSURPASSED. * #
* LYDIA E PINKHAM'S VEGETABLE COVPOUND U
repared at Lynn, Mass. Price $1. Six bottles for $5.
old aIIdrugglsts Sent by mail, postage paid, infora
of Pills or Lozeénges on receipt of priceadabove. Mm,
Pinkham’s “Guide to Health™ will he mailed free to any
Lady sending stamp. Letters confidentially answered.

lfo\%gtyo n l? l:_euVE\ig:tEngtLYPon Elllgusnees_ an(%

cents

When 1saycure i donobmean merely to Btop them M*
atime and \hen havo them return again,
cal cure. ave nrndo tlie disease of FUS, EIILEPS»
or FALLING SICKNESS a life long study. Iwarran!lng
remedy to cure the wo*?tc os. Because others have
failed isno reason forn~*no receiving a cure. Senaat
once for a treatise an a | >e Bottle of my Infallible
remedy. Give Express and 7<>st Olhce I't coete you
nothing for a trial, and | will cure
ess Dr. K. «i. ROOrr .3 PearISt New York.
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YOUNG MEN I-HEAD THIS.

The Voltalio Belt Co. 0of Marshall, Mich,
offer to send thoir celebrated Bi1eotro \fDl/ralno
Bett and other Evectric Appliances
for thirty days, to men (young or old) affllcted
with nervous debility, loss of vitality and man
hood, and all kindred troubles. Also for rben
matism, neura ?la. paralysis and many other
diseases. Complete restoration to health, vigo
aud manhood guaranteed. No risk is incurred
as thirty dayB trial ie allowed. Write them
once for illustrated pamphlet free.

EYE, EAR AND THROAT.

R. G. 8. RYERSON.L.B.O.P.

S. E., Lecturer on the Eye, Ear and Throai
Trinity Medical College, Toronto. Oculistta
Aurist to the Toronto General Hospital, k:
Clinical Asbistant Boyal London Ophthalml
Hospital, MooreQeld’s” and Central Londo
Throat and ftar Hospital. S17 Churoh Htreet
Toronto. Artificial Human Eyes

SO BQY[?RS TRIAL

BIFTKK) OFTER) i
7LECTRO-VOLTAIC BELT and other Electric
]'_b Appliances are sent on 80 Days’ Trial TO
MEN ONLY, YOUNG OR OLD, who are suffer-
ing from Nervous Debility, Lost Vitality,
W asting W eaknesses, and all those diseases OT a
Personal Nature, resulting from Abuses and

Other Causes. Speedy relief and complete
restoration to Health. Vigor and Manhood
Guaranteed Bond at once for [Illustrated
Pamphlet free. Address

Voltaic Belt Oo,, Marshall, Mich.

TN XPOL »™ BII4INK48 SIMIOL
v/ 451 Main St., Buffalo, N. Y. Yonng Men and
Women thoroughly prepared for bn*ir»«ne, at
home. Book-keeping, Business Forms, Penman
ship, Arithmetic and Shorthand taught by mail.
Send for circulars.

PL A iife to aeoo'-ea bunuwei
Education or S encerian Pen
manship at e SPHNOtSB
IAN BUSINFBS OQLLBG

Beftro Mish’ikQdroQlaro *r»*



