.
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Yes, 1 do!
Do I love her?
Quick the puts her cuirass on,
Stabs with laughter, stings with =coru:
No, I don't.
Do 1 love her ?
Nou ! Then to my arms ehe tlica
Filling me with glad surpriec:
Al ! yes1do.
- T —— e Y ———
: Marjorie D
e larjorie Jaw.
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INDECISION,

Do 1iove her ?
Diinpling red lips at me joutivg,
Dimpling shioulders at me flouting :
No, I don't!

Do I love her?
Prisoned in those erystal eyes
Purity forever lies:

Yes, 1 do!

Do I love her?
Little wild and wi!ful siction,
Teasiny, torturing contradiction
No, I don't!

Do !l luve her?
With kind aets and sweet word
Aide and comforts poverty :

s,she

I

Ds. Dillon to Edward Delaney, Eey., et The

Pines, Near Rye, N. H.
August b, 187-,

MY DEAR SIR: Tam huppy to as-
sure you that yvour enxiety is without
1cason.  Flemmiog will be confined to
the sofs for four weeks, and will have to
ire carcdul at first bow ke uses bis leg.
fracturc of this kiad is always a tedious
affuir.  Fortupately, the booe was very
skilfully set by the surgeon who chanced
to i e n the drug-store where Flemming

was brought after bis fall; and I appre- .

neod no permanent inconvenieuce from
the accident.  Flanming is doing perfectly
well physically; but 1 must confess tuat

the iritable and morbid state of mind in- |

to which he ha- fiullen causes
dea! ol unensiness.
the world who ought to break his leg.

me a great

You know how impetuous our friend is |
ordinanly, what a soul of restleszness and |

e rgy, never content unless he is rushisg

ut some object, like a sportive bull at a
He is no !

red shawl; but amianble withal
lovger amiable.  His temper has become
tomething frightiul.  Miss Favoy Flem-

ming came up from Newport, where the |
famiiy are staynig for the summer, to |
nurse him; but he packed her off the next |

morning io tears. He has a complete et
ol Balzac’s works, twenty-seven volumes,
piled up by his sofa to throw at Perkins
wherever that exemplary serving-mun ap-
pears with bis mesls. Yesterday I very
ivuocently Lrought Flemming a small
basket of lemons. You kuow it was u
strip of lemon-peel on the curbstone that
caused our fritnd’s mischance. Well, he

%\ nocsconer set his eyes upon these lemons,

I

then be fell into such o rage as 1 cannot
describe adequately. This is only one of
iiis moods, and the least distressing. At
otuer times be sits with bowed head re-

\, garding bis epliatered limb, s:lent, sullen,

despairing. When tbis fit is on him—

aud it sometimes lasts all day—rothiog |

can distract his melacholy. He refuses
to eat, does not even read the newspapers;
bocks—except as projectiles for Perkins
—huve no charms for him. Hia state is
truly pitiable.

Now, if he were a poor man, with a

All advertiscments less than
Advertisements

A

He is the last manin

/

> ¢ -bis present coutinement,

-

3 of twenty-four, with pleaty of money and

*what to prescribe for him.

_deuced
Aze had promisel ourselves a

l:,—f

*it impossible for me to leave him.

family depeadent ot his daily labor, this
irritability and despondency would be
paturel enough. But ina young fellow

seemingly not a care in the world, the
thiog is moostrous. If he continues to
give way to bis vagaries in this manner,
be will end by brioging on an inflamma-
tion of the fibula. It was the fibula he
broke. Iam at my wits’ end to know
I have auvres-
thetics and lotions, to make people sleep
aund to soothe pain; but I've no medicine
that will maske a man have a little com-
mon-sense.  That is beyond my skill, but
wmaybe it i3 not beyond yours. You are
Flemming’s ictimate friemd, his fidus

chates. Write to him, write to him fre-
quently, distract his mind, cheer him up,
aod prevent him from becoming = coa-
firmed case of melancholia. Perbaps he
Las some important plans disarranged by
If he has you
wi.l know, and will know bow to advise
bim judiciously. I trust your futher finds
the change Leneficiall T am, my dear sir,
with great respect, etc.

11.

Edward Delaney to John Flemming, West
38th Street, New York.

August 9, —. |

l My DeAr Jack: Ibad a line from
Dillon this morning, and was rejoiced to
learn tbhat your hurt is not so bud as-re-
ported. Like u certain personsge, you
are not so black and blue as you arc pain-
ted. Dillon will put you on your pins
again in two or three weeks, if you will
only hase patience and follow his coun-
scls. Did you get my note of last Wed-
ncsday? I was greatly troubled when 1
heard of the accident.
I can imagine how tranquil avd saint-
Iy you are with your leg ina trough! It's
awkward, to be sure, just as
glorious
mouth together at the scaside; but we
must make the best of it. It is unfortu-
uate, too, that my father’s health renders
I
think be has mnuch improve.l; the sea air
13 his native element; but be still uweeds
my arm to lean upon in his walke, and
requires some une more csreful than a
gervant to look after him. I cannotcome
to you, dear Jack, but I have hours of
uncanplosed time on bhand, and I will
write you a whoie post-office full of let-
wers it that will divert you Heaven knows |
1 Lhuven’t angthing to write about. It i3
not as if we were living at ouve of the |
bieuch bouses; then I couid do you some
character studies, and fiil your imagi-
na‘ion with hosts of sca-goddesses, with
their (or somebedy else’®) raven and
Llond manes hanging down tbeir shoul-
ders. You shouid have Aplirocite in
amorning wrapper, in evening costume,
and in her prettiest bLathing suit. But
we are far from all that here. We have :
rooms in a farm-bouse, on a cross-road,
iwo miles from the h.tels, and lead the
quictest of lives.
1 wish I were a noveliast.

1
i
I
|
i
|
!
i

|
i
1
|
|
6
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|
i
|
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This old

ouse, with its sanded tloors and wain-
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seots, and its narrow windows looking
out upon a cluster of pines that turn
themselves into s)Hlian harps every time
the wind blows, would be the place in
which to write a suminer romasce. It
should be a story with the odors of the
forest and the Lreath of the seuw in it [t
should be a nevel like one of that Rus
sian fellow’s —whit's his
" guenietl, Turguenet, Tooegunitl] Targen-
jew,—nobody krnows how to speli ham.
(I think his own mother must be in some
doubt about him). Yet I wonder if even
"a Liza or an Alexandra Paulovna could
| 8tir the heart of a man who has constant
" twinges in his leg. 1 wonder i’ one of
cour own Yankee ¢irls of the best type,
bhaughty and spiiituclle, would be of any
"comfort to you in your present deplora-
‘ ble condition. If 1 thought go, I would
rush down to the Surf House and cacch
“one for you; or. better still, I would tind
you cne over the way.
Picture to yoursell s fnrge white house
i just acroes the road, naarly apposite our
Peottage, It is pot & boise, bat o wianszion,
¢ built, perbaps, in the eslonial period,with
rambling extensions, and gambeel roof]
fand a wide prazza on three sides,—a seif-
peseessed, high-bred piece ofarchitecture,
with izsnoge in the air. 1t stands buack
from the road, and bas an obscquious
retizac of fringed elms und odks and
Cwoeping witlows, Sometinmes iu the moro-
fing, aud oftener in the afternoon, when
tue sun bas withdrawa from that part of
. the mansion, 4 young woeme:n appeats on
{ the piazza with some mysierious Pone-
i lope web of embroidery in her hand, or a
"book. There is a hummock over there, —
of pineapple fibre, it looks from here. A
hammock §s very becoming when one is
cighteen, and hus gold hadr, sad dark
e.vg, and a blue illusion Jdress Jooped up
afzer the fashion of a Dresden china shep-
herdess, and i3 chaussce like a belle of the
time of Louis Quatorze,  All this splen-
dor goes iuto the hammock, and sways
there hike 2 pond-liy in the golden afier-
noon.  The window ofmy bedroom leoks
down on that piszzy, —and 55 do L
Bat enough of this nonsense, which il
beeomes a sedate youny attorney taking
his vacation with an invalid father. Drop

v

i me a live, dear Jack, and tell me how you !
Write mea

i really are.  State your case.
Dlenay quiet letter. If you are violent or

falusive, 'l take the law to you.
It
John Blemciing to Edward Delaney.
August 11,

Youn ietter, dear Ned, was a godsend.
Funcy what a fix L am in,—1, who ncver
had a day’s sickness since {1 was born,
My left leg weighs three tons. It is cm
balmed in spices and smothered in luyers
of fine lineon, like o mummmy. I can’t
move. 1 haven't moved tor five thousand
vears. D' of the time of Pharoab.

[ lic from moraisg il night on a
lounge, staring into tue hot street. Hve-
rybody is out of town enjoring himsell,
The brown-stone-froat houses uacross the
atreet resemble a row of particalarly ualy
coflins et up on end. A grezsn mould is
settling on the naimes of the deceased,
carved on the silver door plates. Sardo-

Aliis silence and -dust and desolation.
1 interrupt this a moment, to take a shy
at Perkins with the second volume of Ce-
sar Birotteauw. DBdlissed nim!

=

somehow don’t quite tit my hand.” But I
i hall fetch him yet.
is tapping the old geotleman’s Chateau
Yquem. Duplicate key of the wine-cel-
lar. Hiberoian swarries in the front base-
ment. Young Cheops up stairs, snuyg in
his cerements. Perkins glides into my

face of his drawn out long hke an accor-
dion; but 1 know he grins all the way
down stairs, and is glad 1 have broken
my leg. Was not my evil star in the very

zenith whea I ran up town to aitend that |

dinner at DOclmonico’s? @ didn’t come
up ultogether for that. It was partly to
buy Fraok Livingstonc’s roan mare Muar-
got. And now Isball not be nble to sit
in the saddle these two months. Tl
send the mare down to you at The Pines,
—is that the name of the place?

Old Dillon fancics that I have come
thing on my mind. He diives me wild
with lemons. Lemons for 2 anind dis-

ensed! Nonsense. | am only usrestles
as the devil under this conlinement,—a
thing I'm not used to. Take a man who
has never bad so much 25 u headazhe or a
toothache in his life, strap one of his
legs in u section of water spout, keep him
in a rcom in the city for weeks, with the
hot weather turned on, an'l then expect
aim to smiie and purr and be bappy!
i3 preposterous. [ can’t be cheertul
calm.

Your letter iz the first consoliug thing
I have had since my disaster, a week ago.
It really clicereq me wp for half an hour.
Send e o screed, Ned, as often a3 you
can, if you love fie. Anything wiil do.
Write me more about that little girl in
the hammock. That was very preuy, all
that about the Dresden china shepher-

or

dess aud the pood-lily; the imagery a lit-!

tle mixed perbaps, bat very pretty.
didn’t suppose you had =0 wmuch senti-
mental furniture in your upper story. It
shows how one sy be jamitiar for years
with the reception-room of his neighbor,
and never suspect what 18 directly under
bis maosard. I supposed vour Iofi stufled
with dry legal parchimeats, mortgiges
aod affidavits; you take down a package
of manuscript, and io! there are lyrics an:d

sonnets and canzoncttas. Y..u reslly bave !
a gzaphic descriptive touch, Bdward Dela-

pey, and I suspect yoi of short love-tales
in wie magasines.

I shall be a bear until 1
again.  Tell me
inconnue across ihe

hear trom
abont  your pretty
ros!. Woat 15 her
name?! Who is sue? Who's her father?
Where's liec mother? Wio's her lover?
You cannot imagine how this will eccupy
me. ‘Tbe more tritling the better. My

you

imprizonment has weaikened me intellee- |

tually to such a degree that @ tind your
epistolary  gifts  quite  considerable.
I am passing o my second chilithood.

In a week or two I shall take to india-
i rubber rings and prongs of coral. A sil-

ver cup, with an appropriate inscription,
would be a delicate attention on yonr
part.  In the mcean time, write!

V.
Edwurd Delancy to John Flemminy.
Avgust 12, —,

be  amused,
I the story-

Tug sick pasha shall
DBismillah! he wills it so.

name? - Tour-

nic spiders havescwed up tiie key-holes. |

I think 1!
could bring him down with 2 copy of |
Sainte-Beuve or the Dictionnzire Univer- |
sal, if I had it. These smali Balzac books |

U've an idea Perkins |

It !

e
.

IR AR byt
¢ ".l-i :;;:;‘a?ﬁ\‘

o
X

CELLICO

O e Y R

There is literally nothing here,—except
the little girl over the way.

ing in the hammock at this moment. It

Sheisswing- |

i3 to me compensation for many of the,

ills of life to sce her now and then
out a swall kid boot, which fits like a
ulove, und set herself going.

Only daughter of Mr, Richard W. Daw,ex-
coloael and hanker.  Mother dead.
brother at Harvard, e¢lder brothers killed
at the battic of Fair Oaks nine yeasrs ago.
Old, rich family, the Daws, This is the
homestead, where father and dauvghter

pass  cight months of the twelve

the rest of the year in Baltimore and

Washington. The New Epgland winter
g g

put |

Who is ghe
and what is her name?  Ier name is Daw,

One :

too mapy for the old gentleman. The!

daughter is called Masjorie,— Marjorie
Da Sounds odd at first, doesu’t it?
But alter you say it over to yourself half
dozen times, you likeit.  There's a pleas-
Ing quaintoess to it, something prim and
violct-like.  MMust be a nice sort of girl
to be ealied Marjorie Daw.

I had mive host of The
witness-box last night, and drew the
foregoing testiaony from him.  He has
charge of Mr. Diw’s vegetable-garden,
and has known the tamiiy these thirty
years. Of course I shull make the ac
quaintance of my neighboers before maony
days. 1t will be next to impossible for
me not to mee: Mr. Daw or Miss Daw in
some of my walks. The young lady has
a fuvorite path to the sea-beach. T shall
intereept her some morning,and touch my
hint to her. Then the princess will bend
her fair head to me with courteous sur-
prisz not  uvomixed with houtiness.
Will snub me, in sact. All this for thy
sake, O Pasha of the Snapt Axle-tree!
i How oddly things fall out! T'en
minutes ago I was called down to the
parlor,—you kuow the kind of pariors in
farm-houzes on the caast, a sort of am-
phibious parlor, with sea-shells on the
mwantel piece and spruce brauches in the
chimney-place,—where I found my father
and Mr. Daw doing the antique polite to
caeh other.  He bad come to pay his re-
gpects to his new neighbors.
a tall, stim gentleman of about fifiy-five,
with a florid fiace and snow-white mus-
tache and side-whiskers. Lookslike Mr.
Dombey, or as Mr. Dombey would Lave
locked it he bad served a few yvearsin the
. British army.  Mr. Daw was a colonel in

Pives in the

'

=~ (e

o
ol

Mr. Daw is

the lute war, commanding the reciment !

in which his son was a licutenant. Plucky
old boy, backbone of New Hampshire
granite.  Before taking his leave, the

colonel delivered himself of an invitation |

#3 if he were issning a general order.

Miss Daw has a few frieads coming, at 4

I’. M., to play croquet on the lawn (pa-
rade-ground) and have tea (cold rations)
on the piazza.  Will we honor them with

lie awake nights, with
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Miszs Daw is o gitl whom yon would
like immensely, I can tell you that, A
beauty without affectation, a high aund
tender nature, —if one can read the soul
in the fuce.  Aud the old colonel is 4 no-
ble charucter, too,

Iamglad the Daws are such pleasint
people. ‘The Pioes is an isolated place,and
my resources ure few, [ fear 1 should
have found life here rather monotonous
before long, with o other society than
that of my cxcelient sire.
might have mide s target of the defence-
less wnvaiid; but 4 taste for

I haven't
artiilery, sol.

Vi
Ju,’(,‘; 1"!:,‘/:: ',li/lgl to IL".'![(H'J I)r.'[«llu‘_l/.
August 17, —.

For ¢ man who has u't a taste for artil-
lery, it occurs to me, my friead, you are
keeping up a pretty liveiy tire on my in-
ner works.  DBut go on.
smali  brass field-picce that eventuaily
bursts aud kills the artilteryman.

You may abuse me as much as you
like, and I'li not complain; for I don't
know what I should do without yvour let-
ters. They are curing I haven't
hurle@ enything at Perkins since last
canday.partiy because I inve grown more
aumiable under your teaching, and partly

e,

beciuse Perkinsg captured my ammuni-

tion, and carricd it off to the library. lHe |
is rapidly lozing the habit he bLad uc-

quired of dodzing wherever I rub my
ear, or make sny slight motion with my
right arm. e s still suggestive of the
wine-ceilar, however. You may break,
veu may shatter Perkins, it you will, hut
the scent of the Roederer wilt bang round
aim still

Ned, that MMiss Daw must be o cherm-
ing person. I skould «certaialy like her.
I like ber wlready.  When you spoke in
seur iest fetter of seeing a youog girl
swinging it o haunmock under your cham-
ber windiow, I was smehoy strangely
drawn to her.
the What you have subsequently
writien of Miss Daw  has streogthened
the Limpressioe. You seem o be describ-
ing a woman 1 bave gnown in some pre-
vious state of existence, or dreamed of in
this. Upin my word, if you were to
send me her photograph, 1 believe |
should recogniz: her ata glance. Hermau-
ner, that fistening attitude, ver traits of
character, a3 you todicate them, the light
bair and the dark eyes,—they are nil fa-
miliur things to me.  Asked alot of ques-
tions, did she!
is strange.

You would langh in your sleeve, you
wretehed old eynie, i you knew how 1
my yas turoed

SR ES

Cdown toa star, thinking of the Piaes

our company? (or be sert to the guard- !

tiouse).
of iil-health.
as much suavity as he kunows, and ac-
('l‘l)’.S.

In my next I shall have something to
teit you. I shali have geen the little bean-
ty fuce o fuce. I have a presentiment,

tJack, that this Daw is a rara avis! Keep
L up your spiriis, my boy, until I write you
aucthier letter,—aund eend me along word
thow’z your leg.
' \Ve
Ediweard Delaney do John Fleaming.
August 13, —.
Tue doar Jack, was as
dreary
| the

party, my
a3 possible.
nivy, the rector of the Episcopal
| chiurch  at Stillwater, and a  eociety
 swell from  Nahant. The
looked asif he bad swallowed a couple
. of hig bhuttons, and found the bullion
rather indigestible; the rector was a
| pensive youth, of the daflydowndilly

chamber, with that colorless, hypocritical | g,ri; gudthe swell from Nabant was a

| very weak tidal wave indeed. The wo-

licutenant |

My father declives, on the pled:
My father’s son bows with |

|
|
|
|
I
|
!

|

A licutenant  of  pews of them, but any

|

; men were much better,asthey alwnys are; |

the two Miss Kingsburys of Philadel-
| phia, staying at the Seashell House. two
tright and engaging girls.  But Marjorie
| Daw!

The company broke up soon alter tes,
and I remained to amoke a cigar with the
i colonel on the piazza. It was like seeing
| & picture to see Miss Marjorie hovering
 arounil the old goldier, and doing a hun-

dred gracious little things for him. She
. brought the cigars and lighted the tapers
t with ber own delicate fingers, in the
| most enchanting  fashion. As we sat-
' there, ehe canmie and went in the summer
| twilight, and scemed, with her white

dress and pale gold bair, like scme lovely
i phuntom that had sprung into existence
cout of the smoke-wreaths. If she had
; melted into air, like the stawue of the
| lady in the play, I should have been
{ more sorry than surprised.
It was easy to perceive that the old
i colonel worshipped her, and sbhe him. I
| think the relation between an elderly
| father and a daughter just bleoming into
womanbood the most beautiful poszible.
There i3 in it a subtle sentiment that can-
not exist in thecase of mother and davgh-
ter, or that of son and mother. But this
i is getting into deep water.

I sat with the Daws until halr past ten,
and saw the moon rise on tue sea. The
ocean, that had stretched motiooless and
black against the horizon, was changed
by magic into a broken field of glittering
ice. lo the far distsoce, the Isles of

.
!
E
,
1

bergs drifticg  down. The Polar Re-
fgiongin a June thaw! 1t was exeeeding-
Iy fine.  Whatdid we tulk about? We
! talked zbhout the weather —acd you ! The
weather has been disagreeable tor several
days past,—aod so have you. I ghded
from one topic to the other very naturally.
[ 1 told my friends of your accident; how
Uit bad frastrated )l our summer plans,
and whit our plavs were. Then I de-
scribed you; or, rather, I ¢idun’t. I spoke
| of your amibility; of your patience under
this severe affiiction; ot your touching
gratitude when Dillon brings you little
presents of fruit; of your tenderness to
| your sister Fanny, whom you would not
allow to stay in town to nurse you, and
how your heroically sent her back to New-
port, preferring to remain alone with
Mury, the cook, and your man Perkins,
to whom by the way, you wore devoted-
ly attached. If you bhad been there, Jack,
i you would n't have known yourself. 1
I should excel as a cniminal lawyer,
if I had not tnroed my attention to a

" ditfercat branch of jurisprudence.
Miza Marjorie asked a!l manner ol
leading questions concerning you.
| did not occur to me then, but it strack
{ me forcibly afterwards, that she cvinced
! n 8 ngular interest in the conversatio:,
“ When I got back to my room, 1 recalled
how cagerly she lcaned forward, with

" teller becomes prolix and tedious, -the | her full, snowy throat in strong moon-
bow-string and the sack, aud two Nu-
ibians to drop him iato the Piscataqual

light, tistening to what I saidl.  Positive-

|
! ly, I thiok I made ber like you!

Sthoals loomed up like 2 group ol huge

Il

and the house across the road. How
cool it must be dowin there! I leng for
the salt smell in tl:e air. 1 picture the
colonel smoking Wis cheroot on the pizza.
I send you and Mizs Daw oil on after-
noon rambles alonug the beach. Some-
timies I let vou stioll with her under the

elms in the mooalight, for you are great !

{fricnds by this time, I take it, and see
each otherevery day. I know your ways
and your manners! Thea T fall into «

fruculent mood, and would like to de-

stroy somebody. Have you noticed any

thing in the shajpe of a lover hanging
around the colonial Lares aud Penates?

Docs that licutenant of the horsa-marioes
or that young Still-water parson visit the
house much? Not that [ am pining fo
gosegip of the kind
wonder, Neud, yon

-
T

would be in order. [
don’t falt in love with Miss Daw. 1 am
ripe to it aayself. Speaking of photo-
grapha, could n’t you manage to slip one
of her cartes-de-visste from her album,-—
she must have an album, you kvow,—and
send itme? [ will a return it before it
could be missed. That’s @ good fellow !
Did the mare arrive safe and egonnd? [t
will be acapital animal this autumn for
Centra! Park.
Oh —my leg

) ”2
It’s better.

I forgot sbout my leg,

VII.
Edieard Delaney to John Flean ing.
August 20,~--
|

You are corcect in your snrmises.

am on the most friesdly terms with our |

neighbors. The colonel and my father
smoke their afternoon cigar together in

i our sitting-room or oa the plizzy oppo-

site, znd I pass an hour or two of the
day or the cvening with the daugiter. I

am more and more struck by the beauty, |

modesty, sud intelligence of Miss Daw.
You ask me way I do not fill in love

with bher. 1 will be frank, Jack: 1 have

thought of that.

complisued, uniting in herself more at- |

tractions, meatal und personal, than [can
recail in any girl of my acquaintance; but
ghe lacks the something that would be
necessary to iospire in me that kind of
interest.  Possessing this unknown quan-
tity,n woman neithes beasutifuljnor wealthy
nor very young could bring me to ber
feet. But not Miss Daw. If we were
ship-wrecked together on an uninbabited
island,—l¢t me suggest a tropical islaond,
for it eosts no more to be picturesque,—1
would build ker a bamboo but, I would
fetch ber bread-fruit and cocoanuts, I
wouid try yama for her, I would lure the
ingenuous turtle and make her nourish-
ing soups, but I would n’t make love to
ber,—not uoder eightecen mooths. I
would like to have her for a sister, that 1
might shicld ber and coeupsel her, and
spend half my incomne on thread-laces aond
camel’s-hair shawls.  (Weare off the is-
land new). Ifsuch were not my feeling,
bere would still Le an obstacle to my
loving Miss Daw., A greater misfortune
could scarcely befall me than to love her.
Flemming, 1 am about to make a revela-
tion that will astonish you. I may be all
wrong in my premises and consequently
in iy couclusions; but you shall judge.

Tnat fnight wuen I returned to my .

soom alter the croquet party at the Daws,)’
anil was thinking over the trivial events
of the evening, 1 was suddealy impreszed
by the air of eager attention with which
Miss Daw bad tollowel my account of
your accident.
to you. Well, the next morning, as I
went to mail my letter, I overtook Miss
Daw on the road to Rye, where the post-
otlice iz, and aecompanied her thither and
back, an hour’s walk. The converaativn

again turned on you, and agai: [ remark- |
) look of interest
which had righted up her face the pre-,

cd  taav inexplicabic
vious evening. Since then, I have seen
Mias Daw perhaps ten times perhaps of-
tener, and on each occazion 1 found that
when [ was not speaking of you, or your
sister, or some perzon or place associated
with you, I was not holding ler atten-
tion. She would be absent-minded, her

It is true, 1!

Cynicism is a |

1 cannot account for i1t in |

Curious about me? ‘Fhat |

She is young, rich, ac- |

I think I mentioned this |

I Y R e O T TR

’ eyes wounhd wander away fiom me to the
I seu, or to some distant object in the land-
! scape; her fingers  would play with the
| leaves of & book in a way that convineed
fme she was not listening. At these mom-
ents it [ abruptly changed the theme, — |
did it several times as an experiment, —-
and  dropped  some remark about any
friend Flemtsing, ther the sombre blue
eyes would come back to me instantly,
Now, i3 ot this the oddeet thingin the
worid?  Neo, not tire oddest. The effect,
[ which you tell me was produced on you
by my cansual mention of an unknown

gitlsvinging inua hamwock, 13 certuindy

ias strange.  You cin conjecture now that
| paszage i year aetter of Friday startied
fme.  Is it possible, then, that two people
who have pever met, and who are hun-
dreds of miles apart, can exert a magaetic
influence on each other? I have read
such psyehological phenomena, but never
credited them, I leave the solution of
the problem to you. As for myseid, ail
other things being favorable, tt wouid be
impossible for me to fall in love with a

Vi

i talking of my friend!

mezrked attention to my
[ The lieutenant of the navy—he iz station-
fed at Rivermouth—sometimes drops ia
of an eveniog, and gometimes the rector
from Stillwater; the lientenant the
tener,  He was there last night. 1 siiould
not be surprized if he had an eye to the
neiress; but he is not formidabie.
tresa Daw carries a neat Jittle spear

of-

have a particular fagglity for impalling
himself on the point of it He “is not

known n woman to satirize man for
vears, und marry him after ail.  Decided-
ly, the lowly rector1s not dangerous; yet,
again, who has not seen Cloth of Frieze
victotious in the lists where Cioth of
i Gold went down ?

| A3 to the photograph.
| quisite ivorytype of Marjorie, in passe-
partout, oo
ppicce. It would bLe missed  at onee, if
taken. [ would do angthing reasonabie
tor you, Juck; but I've no burning  desire
to be hauled up Letore the local justice
of the pesce, on a charge of petty  lar-
ceny.

P. S.—Enclosed 13 a spray ol migno-
nette, which I advise you to trzat tender-
ty.  Yes, we aiked ot you again list
night, as usual. It is becoming a little
dreary tor me.

23

VIIIL
' Edvard Délaucy to Jonn Flenuing.
August 22, —

Your letter in reply to my last has oc-
cupted my thoughts all the morning. 1
i do not know what to think. Do you
mean to sey thit you are seriously halt in
love with a woman whomn you have never
seen,—-with a shadow, a chimera? for
| what elze can Miss Daw be to you? 1
do not uaderstand it at all. [ under-
stand mneither you nor her.  You are
couple of etheral beings moving 1 ficer
air than I can breathe with my commot-
piece lungs.  Such delicacy of sentiment
118 comethiayg I admire without compre-
hendivg. 1 am bewildered. . I am of the
carth earthy, and I find myself in the iu-
conygruous pusition of having to do with
mere souls, with natures so fively tempered
that I run some risk of shattering
inmy awkwardness. 1 am as Caliban
amouvy the spirits !

Reflecting on your ietter, [ am pot sure
it is wise in me to continue
pondence. But neyJack; I do wroog to
doubt the good sense that forms the bagis
of our character.  You are, deeply inter-

i

person whom may perhaps greatly ad-
mire when you know her; at the same
time you bear in mind t
are ten to five that, when vou do come to
kuow ner, she will full far short of your
t ideal, and you wiil not care for lier in the
tleast. Look at it in this eevsible light,
tand [ will hold back nothing from you.
| Yesterday afternoon my father and my-
| self rode over to Rivermouth with the
i Daws. A heavy raia in the morning had
cooled the atmosphere and laid the dust,
To Rivermouth i3 a drive of cight miles,
along a winding road lined all the way
with wild barberry-bushes. 1 unever saw
! anything more brilliant than these bushes,
the green of the foliage and the red of the

i coral berries intensified by the rain. The
| colonel drove, with my father in front,
I Miss Daw and I on the bick seat,

I resolved that for the first five

miles your name should not pass iy
lips. I was amused by the attempts che

reticence.  Then a sileace fell upon ber;
{ and then she became suddenly gay. That
‘ keenness which I enjoyed so much when
it a3 exercised on the licutenant was
not eo satisfactory directed against my-
self.
disposition, but she can be disagreeable.
! She is like the young lady in the rbyme,
| with the curl on her forehead,

“When ehe is good,
She is very, very good,
Aud when she isbad, she is horrid!"’

I kept to my resolution, however; but on
the return home I relented, angl talked of
your mare! Miss Daw is goiog to try a
side-saddle on Margot some morning. ‘The
animal isa trifle too light for mmy weight.
By the by, I ncarly forgot to say Miss Daw
sat for a picture yesterday to & River-
mouth artist. If the negative turns out
well, I am to have a copy. So our ends
will be accomplisbed withoat crime. 1
could send you the ivorytypz in the
dra ving-room; it is cieverly colored, and
would give you an idea of her hair and
eyves, which of course the other will not.

No, Jack, the spray of mignonette did
unot come from me. A man of twenty-
eight does n’t encloge flowers in his let-
ters—to another man. But don’t attach
too much significance to the circum-
stance. She gives sprays ol mignonette
to the rector, sprays to the licutenant.
She has even given a rose from ber boson
to your slave. It is her jocend nature to
scatter flowers, like Sprivg.

If my letters sometimes read disjointed-
ly, you must understand that I vever fin-

i when the mood is on mne.
The mood i3 not on me vow.

I1X.
Elicard Delancy t John F'lemminy,
August 23, —.

I have just returned from the strangest
interview with Marjorie. She has all hut
coafessed to me her interest in you. Bat
with what modesty and digmty! Her
words elude my pen as I attempt to put
them on paper; and, indecd, it was not
so much what sie gaid as her manner;

of |

woman who listess tome only when I am

I am not aware that uny cne is paying |
fair neighbor. !

Mis- o throw you into the depths of despon- |

of !
irony, and the honest licutenant seems to

dangerous, I should ssy; theugh I have |

There 13 un ex- .

the drawmg-room mantcel- |

them |

this corres- |

ested in Miss Daw; vou feet that she is a |

hat the chances:

mwade, at the start. to break threugh my

Miss Daw bas great sweetness of |

and that I cannot rejroduce.  Perhiaps it
was of a picce with thestrangeness of this
who'e business,that ghe should tacitiy ac-
knowledge to a third party the love she

feels for & man she bas never beheld ! Buat !
I have lost, through your aid, the facuity !

of being surprised. I accept things &s
peopic do in dreams. Now that 1 oam
nuain in my room, it all appears like un
iltusion,—the blick masses of ehadow
under the trees, the fire-flics wisirling in
Pyrrhic dauces smong the shiubbery, the
sen over tizere, Marjorie sitting on the
hammock !

It is past midnizht,and 1 teo sleepy
to write more,
! Tuesday Mornéiy.—My father hus sud-
denly taken it into his head to spend 2
fuw dazs at the Shoeals. In the mean
while you wiil not hear from e, 1
Muarjorie walking in the gerden with the
colonel. 1wish I could speak to heralone,
but shall probably not have an opportu-
nity before we leave.

X.
Edward Delancy to Join Blemviduy.

.
e

Augruet

cehildhiond, were you ¢ Your intelleet was
. so reduced that my epistolary gifis scemed
quite considerable to you, did they ! I
rise superior to the sarcasm in your favor

| five days' silence on my part is suflicient

dency.

We returncd oaly this morning from
Appledore, that enchanted izsland,—=z
[ four dollars perday. I find on my desx
three letters from you ! Evidently there is
no lingering doubt in yzeur mind as to the
pleasure I derive from your correspon-
dence.  These letters are unduted, but in
what I take to be the latest are two  pas-

sages that require my consideration. You |

will pardon my candor, dear Flemming,

that as vour leg grows stro
becomes weaker.  You ask my advice on
a certain poiut. I will give it. In my
opinion ycu could do npothing more
unwise than to address a note to Miss
Daw, thaoking her for the flower. It
would, I am sure, effend her delicacy be-
yond pardon.  She kunows you only
through me; you are to ber an abstric-

tion, a figure in & dream,—2a dream  from !

which the slightest shock would awaken
her. Of course, it you encloze a note to
me aad iosist cn its delivery, I shail

deliver it; but I advise you not to do =o. !

. You say you are able, with the aid of
“cane, to walk about your chazmber, and
{ that you purpose to come to Tne Pines
the instaot Diillon thiaks you strenyg
enough 1o stund the journey. Again I
advise you not to. Do vou not see that,
every hour ysu remain away, Marjorie's
glamonur deepens and your iuflaence over
her increazes 2 You will ruin everything
by precipitancy.  Wait until you are en-
. tirely recovered ;5 in any case, do not come
without giving me warning. I fear the
Cetfect of your nbrapt adveat here —under
the circumstances.

Miss Daw was evidently glad to see us
back aygain, and gave me both hands in
thio frankest way. She stopped at the
door a moment, this afternoon, in the car-
ringe ; she had been over to Rivermouth
for her pictures. Unluckily the photo
grupher had spilt some acid on the plate,
and she was obliged to give him another
sitting. I have an impression that some-
thing i3 troubling Marjorie. She had an
abstracted air not usual with Ler. ilow-
ever, it may be only my funcy......ITend
this, leaving =eversl things uwsaid, to ac-
company my father on oue of those long
walks which are now his chief medicine,

—and mine !

i Nele

Edward Dclaacy to John Blemaing.

August 29, —.

last night. I em in the utmost perplexity.
Onpe thing is plaio, that yox must not
dream of coming to The Pines. Marjorie
has told her father everything ! I saw her
for a few minutes, an hour ago, in the
guarden; and, as near a3 I could gather
from her confuzed stitement, the facts are
i these: Lieutenant Bradly—that's the
! naval officer stationed at Rivermouth—
{ bas been paying court to Miss Daw for
some time past, but not so much to her
liking es to that of the colonel, who it
seems is"an old friend of the youny gentle-
man’s father.

‘ Yesicrday (I knew she was
i in eome tioubie when shedrove up to our
| aute) the colonel spoke to Marjoriec of
Bradly,—urged his suit, T infer. Marjorie
- expressed her dislike for the lieutenant
with characteristic franknesr, and fioally
! confessed to her father —well, Treally do
! not know what she confessed. It must
have been the vaguest of conlessions, and
must have sufficiently puzzled the colonel.
At sny rate, it exasperated him. I suppose
1 am implicated in the matter,and thatthe
colonel feels bitterly towards me.
not see why : I have carried no messages
between you and Miss Daw; I have
behaved with the greatest discretion. 1
can find no flaw snywkere in my proceed-
ine. 1 do not sce that anybody has dene
anything,--escept the cclonel himself.

It is probable, nevertheless, that the

- ’pliliu ‘,‘{ .dfuu
T 3 ‘ Exocute | ’
:\‘1: ()o ‘1.

sCe

You were passing into your second |

jof the 11th instaht, when I notice that!

but the conviction forces itself upon me |
aer your herd |

i1 write in great haste to tell you what |
has taken place here since my letter of

I do !
| along the deliles of the triple chain of

friendly 1elations between the two houses |

will be broken off. “A plague o' both
your houses,” say you. 1 will keep you
| informed, as weli as I can, of what occurs
i over the way. We shall remain here until
| the second weck in September. Stay
wliere you are, or, at all cvents, do not
drezm of joining me......Colonel Daw
is sitting on the piszzy looking rather
ferocious, 1 have not seen Marjorie since
I parted with her in the garden.

XI1I.

Edward Delancy to Thomas Dillon, M. D.,
Madison Square, Neww York.

August 30, —.

My pear Docror: If you have any
influenice over Flemming, I Leg of you to
exert it to prevent bis coming to this
place at present.  There are circumstan-
ces, which I will explain to vou befere

i that he should not come into this neigh-
borhood. Iis appearance here, [ speak
a:dvisedly, would be disastrous to him,
In urging him to remainin New York, or
to go to some inland resort, you will be
| doing -him and me a real service. Of
i course you wiil noi mention my name in
|

this connection.  You koow me well
enough, ny dear doctor, to be assured

i that, in Legging your secret co-operation, |

"I have reasons that will meet your entire
| approval when they are made plain to
[ you. My father, I am glad to state, bas
| 80 greatly unproved that e can no lon-

! jsh one at a sittiug, but write at intervalg, | long, that make it of the first importance |
i tivg ‘

[

JOB PRINTING,

iandbills, Civeulars, Bill-Heads, Legal
Forms, Cards, Tickets,
AND ALL KINDS oF

:ﬂnh 'i:];lurh

1

9 ]]
-

recuted with Neataess and Dispatch and
at tro Lowest Rates.

vor be reaarded as an iovalid, With great
esteemy, I am, cte., ete.

NXill.
Folirard Dy (o Jolon Plemming.
August 31, —.
" Your letter, announciog your mad de-

termivation to coine hiere.has just reached
me, 1 ber of yvou to reicet a moment.
The step would be fatal to your interests
and bers Yo would furnish just causo
for irvitation to 12, W. D.; and, though
he Toves Mariorie tenderly, he is capable
of going to any lengths ifopposed.  You
would not like, I am convinced, to be the
means of causine him to treat Aer with
severity. That would be the result ‘of
your prezence at The Pines at this junc-
ture. Wait and sce what happens, More-
over, I understand from Ditlon that you
are in no condition to take so loog a
fjeurney.  He thinks the air of the coast

ot
rat
rse

Uwould be the worst thing pozsible for
vou; that you onuht to go inland, if aoy-
" where. Beadvized by me. Be advised

by Dillcn.
X1V,
TrrLzaraAdMI,
September 1, —.
1. -7y izdcard Dilaney.
Letter recciced.  Dillbn be hancel.
think Tought to be en the ground.

1
J. F.

2. —1v Jeln Flenaning.
Sty where you are. Yo would only com-
| plicate matters. Do not mors untid you hear
| From me.
E. D,

! 3. 1v Elward Delaucy.

My being at The Pines could e kept secrét.
I muse g2 her.

J. F.

4. — Ty Joli Flemmiig.

Do vt think of ¢, It would be wuseless.
Vi W D, has locked M. in her room.  You
trondid not be alilc to ezject an interview,

E. D.

H.-—1v Edward Del uiey.
Lockel her in her room. Good GGod. That
scttics the 11111.\!(‘-')}1. 1 shall l:are by the
ticelre-jirteen crpress.

J. I

Oa the 21 of September, 157-, as the
down express due ot 3.00 left the station
at Hampton, a young maz, leaniag on the
shoulder of 2 servant whom he addressed
as Pekios, stepped from the platferm
iuto 2 hack, aud requested to be driven
to “The Pines”  Ga arriving at the gate
L or a madest farm-house, a few miles from
! the station, the young man descended
{ with diilicalty from the carriage, and,
casting a basty glance across the road,
seemed much impressed by some pecu-
larity in the fandseape. Agamn leaning
on the shoulder of the person Perkins,
ke walked to the door of the farmhouse
and inquired for Mr. Edward Delaoey.
He was informed by the aged man who
unswered his knock, that Mr. Edward
Delaney had gone to Boston the day be-
fore, but that Mr. Jonas Deluney was
within. Thi: informmation did not ap-
pear satizfactory to the stranger, who in-
quired it Mr. Edward Delaney bad left
any wmessage for Mr. John Flemming.
There was a letter tor Mr. Flemminz,if he
wers that person. After a brief abzenco
thie aged man reappeared with a letter.

XV.
FEdward Delaney to John Rlemming.
September 1—.

I am hotror-stricken at what I have
done ! When I began this correspondence
I had noother purpoze than to relieve the
teditm of your sick-chamber. Dillon
told me to chicer von up. I tried to. I
thought you entered into the spirit of
the thing. I had no idea, uotil within a
few days, thut you were takinyg, matters
au seeleuzr.

What can I say

?
‘

I am iosackeloth and
ashes. 1 am alarial, a dog of an out-
cast. I tried to make a little romance to
linterest  you, something soothing and
idyilic, and, by Jove !'1 bave done it only
too well! My fatiice does n’t Know &
werd of this, so don’t jar the old gentle.
man any more than you can help. I fly
from the wrath to come—when you ar-
rive! For O, dear Juck, there is n't any
i colonial maunsion on the other side of the
road, there is n’t any piazza, there is n't
any hammock,—there is n't any Marjorie
Daw !!

—T. B. Aldrick.

iy

Eavly Morvning in New Al.
niaden.
Early morming at New Ahnaden is
worth getting up beuimes to see. Some-

times the valley is like a great lake filled
with billows of fog, —pearly white bil-
lows, tumbling and surging with noise-
less m- tion. It is more as if the clouds
had all falien out of the sky, leaving ita
blue intensity uabroken, and heaping the
valley wiib tleecy whiteness. On windy
moraings, the fog rolls grandly out to sea

8

hills; when there is no wind, it rises and
drifts in masses over the mountsins, mak-
ing the clear sunlight hazy for a moment
betore dissolving into it.  After theraios,
when the morsinzg air has a frosty crisp-
ness, the mountains ate cutlined in sharp,
dark blue against a sky of reddish gold,
cven the tops of the distant red-woods
may be traced, “bristiing strange, in fiery
light,” along the horizon. As the sun
lifts its head, the dark bLlue hills flush
purple, long shalows stream across the
valley, the windews and spires of San
Jose sparkle into sight, and the bay re-
veals itselfy a streak of silver in the far
distance. There 1s no chorus of birds to
Lreak the stiilness.

The tirst morning sounds 1 remember
noticing as peculiar to the place came up
to us from a camp of Chizamen, happily

{ out of sight, below the hill, —a cackling
[ of discordant voices and a brazea beating
"and diumming, which was explained to

= Tz e

me 13 the Chinese cook’s signal for break-
fast, beating on a frying-pan. Half an
hour fater came the long ringing call of
the seven o'clock whistle from the nearest
shaft-house. Still later, a rustling and
tinkling among  the hive-oak boughs,
which screen the trail, avpounced the
pandadero from the Mexican camp.  His
aray muic pushed her way out {rom the
scrub,with the great biead-baskets swing -
ing, onc oa cither side, their canvas
covers damp with dew. The panadero

| sat in front screncly smoking a cigar-

ctte:  a hitde ULell vinkled at the
mule’s bridle. I was half sorry whea we
became u well-reguiated liousehold with
bread of our own baking, for then no
panadero stopped at the gate on the foggy
n\umings, and went swaying aod tiuk-
ling up the trail. — Scribner for February.




