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heroine, they can find no more faithful
guard than one like her Don.

As the American bench shows furnish
an opportunity to most readers to see the
best mastiffs in the country, an extended
reference to those shown in the illustra-
tions is not necessary. Hero III., Mr.
Colwell’s puppies, Boss, Lady Clare, and
Pharaoh were all bred in this country.
The other illustrations represent some of
our best imported stock.

Many other fine specimens are scattered
through the country. The attention of
English breeders has lately been drawn
to American stock by the success of Dr.
J. B. Perry, of Boston, in breeding two
dogs who are said to be dogs of fine type,
and in the matter of weight and size to
surpass the record of Orlando, one of the
most famous of England’s representatives.
We refer to the dogs Ashmount, Nero,
and Lorna Doone I1., now owned by Mr.
P. F. Amidon, of Hinsdale, New Hamp-
shire. The former stood thirty inches
high at the age of thirteen months, it is
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said, and weighed one hundred and eighty-
four pounds, being the heaviest weight
ever attained by a mastiff at that age.

The question is frequently asked, what
does a mastiff cost? The price of a dog
is always a matter of some uncertainty,
depending largely on the demand. It is
always cheapest in the end to buy the
very best stock. There is much stock of-
fered for sale at low prices that a man
will do well to refuse as a gift. A really
desirable puppy cannot well be procured
for less than twenty-five dollars, and per-
haps one at fifty dollars will prove a bet-
ter investment. The full-grown dogs, if
of the best stock, will bring very large
prices. Ilford Cromwell was once offer-
ed for sale at $250: his present owner un-
donbtedly values him at a muech higher
price; and there are dogs which are said
to have brought prices much greater than
this within the last few years. But the
reader need not allow these sums to dis-
courage him, for puppies of excellent stock
can be obtained at reasonable figures.

APRIL HOPES.

BY WILLIAM DEAN HOWELLS.

XIX.

HE evening’s entertainment was some-

thing that must fail before an audi-
ence which was not very kind. They
were to present a burlesque of classic
fable, and the parts, with their general
intention, had been distributed to the dif-
ferent actors; but nothing had been writ-
ten down, and beyond the situations and
a few points of dialogue, all had to be
improvised. The costumes and proper-
ties had been invented from such things
as came to hand. Sheets sculpturesquely
draped the deities who took part; afox-pelt
from the hearth did duty as the leopard-
skin of Bacchus; a feather duster served
Neptune for a trident; the Iyre of Apollo
was a dust pan; a gull’s breast furnished
Jove with his gray beard.

The fable was adapted to modern life,
and the scene had been laid in Campobel-
lo, the peculiarities of whieli were to be
satirized throughout. The principal situ-
ation was to be a passage between Jupiter,
represented by Mavering, and Juno,whom
Miss Anderson personated; it was to be

a scene of conjugal reproaches and repri-
sals, and to end in reconciliation,in which
the father of the gods sacrificed himself
on the altar of domestic peace by prom-
ising to bring his family to Campobello
every year.

This was to be followed by a sketch of
the Judgment of Paris, in which Juno
and Pallas weve to be personated by two
young men, and Miss Anderson took the
part of Venus.

The pretty drawing-room of the Tre-
vors—young people from Albany and
cousins of Miss Anderson—was curtained
off at one end for a stage, and beyond
the sliding doors which divided it in
half were set chairs for the spectators.
People had come in whatever dress they
liked; the men were mostly in morning
coats; the ladies had generally made some
attempt at evening toilet, but they joined
in admiring Alice Pasmer’s costume, and
one of them said that they would let it
represent them all, and express what each
might have done if she would. There was
not much time for their tributes; all the
lamps were presently taken away and set
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along the floor in front of the curtain as
foot-lights, leaving the company in a dark-
ness which Mrs. Brinkley pronounced se-
pulchral. She made her reproaches to the
master of the house, who had effected this
transposition of the lamps. *‘I was just
thinking some very pretty and valuable
things about your charming cottage, Mr.
Trevor: a rug on a bare floor,a trim of
varnished pine, a wall with half a dozen
simple etchings on it, an open fire, and a
mantel-piece without bric-a-brac, how en-
tirely satisfying it allis! And how it up-
braids us for heaping up upholstery as we
do in town!”

“Go on,” sald the host.
beautiful thoughts.”

“But I can’t go on in the dark,” re-
torted Mys. Brinkley. *‘ You cau't think
in the dark, much less tallk! Cau you, Mrs.
Pasmer?’ Mrs. Pasmer, with Alice next
her, sat just in front of Mrs. Brinkley.

“No,” she assented; “ but if I could—
you can think anywhere, Mrs. Brinkley—
Mrs. Trevor’s lovely house would inspire
me to it.”

“Two birds with one stone—thank you,
Mrs. Pasmer, for my part of the compli-
ment. Pick yourself up, Mr. Trevor.”

““Oh, thank you, I'm all right,” said
Trevor, panting after the ladies’ mean-
ings, as a man must. ‘I suppose think-
ing and talking in the dark is a good deal
like smoking in the dark.”

““Noj thinking and talking are not at
all like smoking under any conditions.
‘Why in the world should they be ¢’

*“Oh, I can’t get any fun out of a cigar
unless I can see the smoke,” the host ex-
plained.

“Do you follow him, Mrs. Pasmer 2”

““Yes, perfectly.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Pasmer,” said Tre-
vor.

“T'11 get you to tell me how you did it

“Those are

some time,” said Mrs. Brinkley. ‘‘But
your house is a gem, Mr. Trevor.”
“Isn't it 77 cried Trevor. “I want

my wife to live here the year round.”
It was the Trevors’ first summer in their
cottage, and the experienced reader will
easily recognize his mood. ‘‘But she’s
such a worldly spirit she won't.”

*Oh, I don’t know about the year
round. Do vou, Mrs. Pasmer 7"

¢ I should,” said Alice, with the sud-
denness of youth, breaking into the talk
which she had not been supposed to take
any interest in.

‘“Is it proper to kiss a young lady’s
bhand ?” said Trevor, gratefully, appealing
to Mrs. Brinkley.

‘It isn’t very customary in the nine-
teenth century,” said Mrs. Brinkley.
‘““But you might kiss her fan. He might
kiss her fan, mightn’t le, Mrs. Pasmer 27

‘* Certainly. Alice, hold out your fan
instantly.”

The girl humored the joke, laughing.

Trevor pressed his lips to the perfumed
sticks. ‘I willtell Mrs. Trevor,” he said,
“‘and that will decide her.”

‘It will decide her not to come here at
all next year if you tell her all.”

‘“He never tells me all,” said Mrs. Tre-
vor, catching so much of the talk as she
came in from some hospitable cares in the
dining-room. ‘‘They're incapable of it.
‘What has he been doing now ?”

““Nothing. Or I will tell you when
we are alone, Mrs. Trevor,” said Mrs.
Brinkley,with burlesque sympathy. “We
oughtn’t to have a scene on both sides of
the foot-lights.”

A boyish face, all excitement, was thrust
out between the curtains forming the
proscenium of the little theatre. “ All
ready, Mrs. Trevor 2’

“Yes, all ready, Jim.”

He dashed the curtains apart, and
marred the effect of his own disappear-
ance from the scene by tripping over the
long legs of Jove, stretched out to the
front, where he sat on Mrs. Trevor’s rich-
est rug, propped with sofa cushions on
either hand.

“So perish all the impious race of Ti-
tans, enemies of the gods!” said Mavering,
solemnly,as the boy fell sprawling. “‘Pick
the earth-born giant up, Vulcan, my son.”

The boy was very small for hisage; ev-
ery one saw that the accident had not been
premeditated, and when Vulcan appeared,
with an exaggerated limp, and carried the
boy off, a burst of laughter went up from
the company.

It did not matter what the play was to
have been after that; it all turned upon
the accident. Juno came on, and began
to reproach Jupiter for his carelessness.
“T've sent Mercury upstairs for the ayni-
ca; but he says it’s no use: that boy won't
be able to pass ball for a week. How
often have I told you not to sit with your
feet out that way! I knew you'd huyt
somebody.”

“I didn’t have my feet out,” retorted
Jupiter. ‘‘ Besides,” he added, with dig-
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nity, and a burlesque of marital special
pleading which every wife and husband
recognized, ‘I always sit with my feet
out so, and I always will, so long as I've
the spirit of a god.”

“Isn’t he delicious?” buzzed Mrs. Pas-
mer, leaning backward to whisper to Mrs.
Brinkley ; it was not that she thought
what Dan had just said was so very fun-
ny, but people are immoderately applaus-
ive of amateur dramatics, and she was
feeling very fond of the young fellow.

The improvisation went wildly and ad-
venturously on, and the curtains dropped
together amidst the facile acclaim of the
audience.

“It’s very well for Jupiter that he hap-
pened to think of the curtain,” said Mrs.
Brinkley. “They couldn’t have kept 1t
up at that Ievel much longer.”

““Oh, do you think so?" softly mur-
mured Mrs. Pasmer. ‘It seemed as if
they could have kept it up all night if
they liked.”

“T doubt it. Mr. Trevor,” said Mrs.
Brinkley to the host, who had come up
for her congratulations, ‘‘do you always
have such brilliant performances ?”

““Well, we have so far,” he answered,
modestly; and Mrs.Brinkley laughed with
him. This was the first entertainment at
Trevor cottage.

“Sh!” went up all round them, and
Mrs. Trevor called across the room, in a
reproachful whisper loud enough for ev-
ery one to hear, *“ My dear!—enjoying
yourself!” while Mavering stood between
the parted curtains waiting for the atten-
tion of the company.

*On account of an accident to the call-
boy aud the mental exhaustion of some
of the deities, the mnext piece will be
omitted, and the performance will begin
with the one after. While the audience
is waiting, Mercury will go round and
take up a collection for the victim of the
recent accident, who will probably be in-
disposed for life. The collector will be
accompanied by a policeman, and may be
safely trusted.”

He disappeared behind the curtain with
a pas and a swirl of his draperies like the
Lord Chancellor in Iolanthe, and the au-
dience again abandoned itself to applause.

“How very witty he is!” said Miss Cot-
ton, who sat near John Munt. ‘ Don’t
you think he's really witty 2"

“Yes,” Munt assented, critically. “But
you should have known his father.”
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““Oh, do you know his father ¢”

“I was in college with Iiim.”

‘“Oh, do tell me about him, and all Mr.
Mavering's family. We're so interested,
vou know, on account of— Isn’t it pret-
ty to have that little love idyl going on
here? I wonder—I’ve been wondering all
the time-—what she thinks of all this. Do
you suppose she quite likes it? His cos-
tume is so very remarkable!” Miss Cot-
ton, in the absence of any lady of her in-
timate cirele, was appealing confidentially
to John Munt.

“Why, do you think there’s anything
serious between them 2 he asked, drop-
ping his head forward as people do in
church when they wish to whisper to
some one in the same pew..

“Why, yes, it seems s0,” murmured
Miss Cotton. ‘‘His admiration is quite
undisguised, isn't it ¢”

‘““A man never can tell,” said Munt.
‘““We have to leave those things to you
ladies.” .

‘“ Oh, every one's talking of it, I assure
you. And you know his family ¢”

“I knew his father once rather better
than anybody else.”

‘“Indeed!”

“Yes.” Munt sketched rather a flat-
tered portrait of the elder Mavering, his
ability, his goodness, his shyness, which
he had always had to make such a hard
ficht with. Munt was sensible of an ac-
cess of popularity in knowing Dan Maver-
ing’s people, and he did not spare his
colors.

‘“Then it isn't from his father that he
gets everything. He isn’t in the least
shy,” said Miss Cotton.

‘“That must be the mother.”

‘“ And the mother 27

““The mother I don’t knows”

Miss Cotton sighed. ‘‘ Sometimes I
wish that he did show a little more trep-
idation. It would seem as if he were
more alive to the great difference that
there is between Alice Pasmer and other
girls.”

Munt laughed a man’s laugh. “I
guess be's pretty well alive to that, if he'’s
in love with her.”

““Oh, in a certain way, of course, but
not in the highest way. Now, for in-
stance, if he felt all her fineness as—as
we do, I don't believe he'd be willing to
appear before her just like that.” The fa-
ther of the gods wore a damask table-
cloth of a pale golden hue and a classic



APRIL

pattern; his arms were bare, and rather
absurdly white; on his feet a pair of
lawn-tennis shoes had a very striking ef-
fect of sandals. ‘‘It seems to me,” Miss
Cotton pursued, ‘‘ that if he really appre-
ciated her in the highest way, he would
wish never to do an undignified or trivial
thing in her presence.”

¢ Oh, perhaps it's that that pleases her
in him. They say we're always taken
with opposites.”

‘“Yes—do you think so?’ asked Miss
Cotton.

The curtains were flung apart, and the
Judgment of Paris followed rather tamely
upon what had gone before, though the
two young fellows who did Juno and Mi-
nerva were very amusing, and the dia-
logue was full of hits. Some of the au-
dience, an appreciative minority, were of
opinion that Mavering and Miss Anderson
surpassed themselves in it; she promised
him the most beautiful and cultured wife
in Greece. ‘‘Thatsetties it,” he answered.
They came out arm in arm, and Paris,
having put on a striped tennis coat over
his short-sleeved Greek tunie, moved
round among the company for their con-
gratulations, Venus ostentatiously show-
ing the apple she had won.

“I can haydly keep from eating it,”
she explained to Alice, before whom she
dropped Mavering’s arm. “I'm awfully
hungry. It's hayd woyk.”

Alice stood with her head drawn back,
looking at the excited girl with a smile, in
which seemed to hover somewhere a latent
bitterness.

Mavering, with a flushed face and a fly-
ing tongue, was exchanging sallies with
her mother, who smothered him in flat-
teries.

Mrs. Trevor came toward the group and
announced supper. ‘' Mr, Paris, will you
take Miss Aphrodite out 27

Miss Anderson swept a low bow of re-
nunciation, and tacitly relinquished Mav-
ering to Alice.

““Oh, no,no!” said Alice, shrinking back
from him, with an intensification of her
uncertain smile. ‘A mere mortal 2”

*“ Oh, how very good !” said Mrs. Trevor.

There began to be, without any one’s
intending it, that sort of tacit misunder-
standing which is all the worse because it
can only follow upon a tacit understand-
ing like that which had established itself
between Alice and Mavering. They laugh-
ed and joked together gayly about all that
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he saw that she and her mother were
promptly served; he brought them salad
and ice-cream and coffee himself, only
waiting officially upon Miss Anderson
first, and Alice thanked bim, with the po-
litest deprecation of his devotion; but if
their eyes met, it was defensively, and the
security between them was gone. Maver-
ing vaguely felt the loss, without know-
ing how to retrieve it, and it made him go
on more desperately with Miss Anderson.

" He laughed and joked recklessly, and Al-

~ice began to mark a more explicit displea-
sure with her. She made her mother go
rather early.

On her part, Miss Anderson seemed to
find reason for resentment in Alice’s bear-
ing toward her. As if she had said to
herself that her frank loyalty had been
thrown away upon a cold and unrespon-
sive nature, and that her harmless follies
in the play had been met with unjust sus-
picions, she began to make reprisals, she
began in dead earnest to flirt with Maver-
ing. Before the evening passed she had
made him seem taken with her; but how
justly she had done this, and with how
much fault of his, no one could have
said. There were some who did not no-
tice it at all, but these were not people
who knew Mavering, or knew Alice very
well.

XX

The next morning Alice was walking
slowly along the road toward the fishing
village, when she heard rapid, plunging
strides down the wooded hill-side on her
right. She knew them for Mavering’s,
and she did not affect surprise when he
made a final leap into the road, and short-
ened his pace beside her.

““May I join you, Miss Pasmer ¢”

“T am only going down to the herring-
houses,” she began.

“ And you’ll let me go with you ?” said
the young fellow. ‘‘The fact is—you're
always so frank that vou make every-
thing else seem silly—I've been waiting
up there in the woods for you to come by.
Mrs. Pasmer told me you had started this
way, and I cut across lots to overtake you,
and then, when you came in sight, I had
to let you pass before I could serew my
courage up to the point of running after
you. How is that for open-minded-
ness #’
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“TIt's a very good beginning, I should
think.”

“Well, don’t you think vou ought to
say now that you're sorry you were so
formidable 27

¢ Am I so formidable ?” she asked, and
then recognized that she had been trapped
into a leading question.

““You are to me. Because I would like
always to be sure that I had pleased you,
and for the last twelve hours I've only
been able to make sure that I hadn't.
That's the consolation I'm going away
with. I thought I'd get you to confirm
my impression explicitly. That's why I
wished to join you.”

‘ Are you—were you going away ?”’

“Tm going by the next hoat. What's
the use of staying? I should only make
bad worse. Yesterday I hoped— But last
night spoiled everything. Miss Paster,”
he broke out, with a rush of feeling,‘‘ you
must know why I came up here to Cam-
pobello.”

His steps took him a little ahead of her,
and he could look back into her face as
hespoke. But apparently he saw nothing
in it to give him courage to go on, for
he stopped, and then continued, lightly:
““And I'm going away because I feel that
I've made a failure of the expedition. I
knew that you were supremely disgusted
with me last night; but it will be a sort
of comfort if yow’ll tell me so0.”

“QOh,” said Alice, ‘‘ everybody thought
it was very brilliant, I'm sure.”

““ And you thought it was a piece of
buffoonery. Well, it was. I wish you'd
say so, Miss Pasmer; though I didn’t mean
the playing entirely. It would be some-
thing to start from, and I want to make a
beginning—turn over a new leaf. Can’t
you help me to inscribe a good resolution
of the most iron-clad description on the
stainless page ? I'velain awake all night
composing one. Wouldn't you like to
hear it ?”

“T can’t see what good that would do,”
she said, with some relenting toward a
smile, in which he instantly prepared
himself to bask.

“But you will when I've done it. Now
listen ”

“Please don't go on.” She cut him
short with a return to her severity, which
he would not recognize.

“Well, perhaps I'd better not,” he con-
sented. ¢ Tt's rather a long resolution,
and I don’t know that I've committed it

3
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perfectly yet. But I do assure you that
if you were disgusted last night, you were
not the only one. I was immensely dis-
gusted myself; and why I wanted you to
tell me so was because when I have a
strong pressure brought to bear I can
brace up, and do almost anything,” he
said, dropping into earnest. Then he rose
lightly again, and added, ‘‘ You have no
idea how unpleasant it is to lie awake all
night throwing dust in the eyes of an ac-
cusing conscience,”

It must have been, if you didn't sue-
ceed,” said Alice, dryly.

““Yes, that's it—that’s just the point.
If T'd succeeded, I should be all right,
don't you see. But it was a difficult
case.” She turned her face away, but he
saw the smile on her cheek, and he laugh-
ed as if this were what he had been trying
to make her do. ‘I got beaten. I had
to give up, and own it. I had to say
that I had thrown my chance away, and
I had better take myself off.” He looked
at her with a real anxiety in his gay eyes.

“The boat goes just after lunch, I be-
lieve,” she said, indifferently.

‘“Oh yes, Ishall have time to get lunch
before I go,” he said, with Dbitterness.
““But lunch isn't the only thing; it isn’t
even the main thing, Miss Pasmer.”

*““No #” She hardened her heart.

He waited for her to say something
more, and then he went on. ‘‘The ques-
tion is whether there's time to undo last
night, abolish it, erase it from the calendar
of recorded timme—sponge it out, in short
—and get back to yesterday afternoon.”
She made no reply to this. ‘“Don’t you
think it was a very pleasant picnic, Miss
Pasmer ?” he asked, with pensive respect-
fulness.

‘“Very,” she answered, dryly.

He cast a glance at the woods that bor-
dered the road on either side. ‘‘That
weird forest—I shall never forget it.”

““Noj; it was something to remember,”
she said.

‘““And the blueberry patch?
mustn’t forget the blueberry patch.”

‘“ There were a great many blueberries.”

She walked on, and he said, ‘“ And that
bridge—you don’t have that feeling of
having been lere before 27

(X3 NO.”

‘““Am I walking too fast for you, Miss
Pasmer 2"

““No; Ilike to walk fast.”

“But wouldn’t you like to sit down ?

We
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On this way-side log, for example?’ He
pointed it out with his stick. ‘‘It seems
to invite repose, and I know you must be
tired.”

“I'm not tired.”

““Ah, that shows that you didn’t lie
awake grieving over your follies all night.
I hope you rested well, Miss Pasmer.” She
said nothing. ‘‘If I thought—if I could
hope that you hadn’t, it would be a bond
of sympathy, and I would give almost
anything for a bond of sympathy just
now, Miss Pasmer. Alice!” he said, with
sudden seriousness. ‘I know that I'm
not worthy even to think of you, and that
youre whole worlds above me in every
way. It's that that takes all heart out of
me, and leaves me without a word to say
when I'd like to say so much. I would
like to speak—tell you—"

She interrupted him. ‘T wish to speak
to you, Mr. Mavering, and tell you that
—I'm very tired, and I'm going back to
the hotel. I must ask you to let me go
back alone.”

““ Alice, Ilove you.”

“T'm sorry you said it—sorry, sorry.”

“Why ¢’ he asked, with hopeless fu-
tility.

‘“ Because there can be no love between
us—not friendship even—not acquaint-
ance.”

“T shouldn’t have asked for your ac-
quaintance, your friendship, if—" His
words conveyed a delicate reproach, and
they stung her, because they put her in
the wrong. .

““No malter,” she began, wildly. “I
didn’t mean to wound you. But we must
part, and we must never see each other
again.”

He stood confused, as if he could not
make it out or believe it. *‘But yester-

Y

day—”

“It's to-day now.”

‘““Ah,no! It's last night. And I can
explain.”

“No!” she cried. ‘‘You shall not make
me out so mean and vindictive. I don’t
care for last night, nor for anything that
happened.” This was nottrue, but it seem-
ed so to her at the moment; she thought
that she really no longer resented his as-
soclation with Miss Anderson and his sep-
aration from herself in all that had taken
place.

“Then what is it 2"

“I can’t tell you. But everything is
over between us—that’s all.”
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“But yesterday—and all these days
past—you seemed—"

“TIt's unfair of you to insist—it’s un-
generous, ungentlemanly.”

That word, which from a woman’s
tongue always strikes a man like a blow
in the face, silenced Mavering. He set
his lips and bowed, and they parted. She
turned upon her way, and he kept the
path which she had been going.

It was not the hour when the piazzas
were very full, and she slipped into the
dim hotel corridor undetected, or at least
undetained. She flung into herroom,and
confronted her mother.

Mrs. Pasmer was there looking into a
trunk that had overflowed from her own
chamber. ‘“What is the matter 2” she said
to her daughter’s excited face.

“Mr. Mavering—"

“Well?”

‘“And I refused him.”

Mrs. Pasmer was one of those ladies
who in any finality have a keen retrovi-
sion of all the advantages of a different
conclusion. She had been thinking, since
she told Dan Mavering which way Alice
had gone to walk, that if he were to speak
to her now, and she were to accept him,
it would involve a great many embarrass-
ing consequences; but she had consoled
herself with the probability that he would
not speak so soon after the effects of last
night, but would only try at the furthest
to make his peace with Alice. Since he
had spoken, though, and she had refused
him, Mrs. Pasmer instantly saw all the
pleasant things that would have followed
in another event. ‘ Refused him?”’ she
repeated, provisionally, while she gathered
herself for a full exploration of all the
facts.

“Yes, mamma; and I can’t talk about
it. I wish never to hear his name again,
or to see him, or to speal to him.”

“Why, of course not,” said Mrs. Pas-
mer, with a fine smile, from the vantage-
ground of her superior years, ‘‘if you've
refused him.” She left the trunk which
she had been standing over, and sat down,
while Alice swept to and fro before her

excitedly. ‘ Butwhy did you refuse him,
my dear 2’
“Why? Because he's detestable—per-

fectly ignoble.”

Her mother probably knew how to
translate these exalted expressions into
the more accurate language of maturer
life. ‘“‘Do you mean last night?"
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“Last night?’ cried Alice, tragically.
“No. Why should I care for last night 2”

“Then I don’t understand what vou
mean,” retorted Mrs. Pasmer. ‘*What
did he say ?” she demanded, with author-
ity.

“Mamma, Ican'ttalkaboutit—I won’t.”

“But you must, Alice. It's your duty.
Of course I must know about it. What
did he say ?”

Alice walked up and down the room
with her lips firmly closed; like Maver-
ing’s lips, it occurred to her, and then she
opened them, but without speaking.

‘““What did he say ?” persisted her mo-
ther, and her persistence had its etfect.

““Say 2 exclaimed the girl, indignantly.
‘“He tried to make me say.”

“T see,” said Mrs. Pasmer. ‘‘Well?”

“But I forced bim to speak, and then—
I rejected him. That’s all.”

“Poor fellow 1" said Mrs. Pasmer.
was afraid of you.”

““Aund that’s what made it the more
odious. Do you think I wished him to be
afraid of me? Would that be any plea-
sure? I should hate myself if I had to
quell anybody into being unlike them-
selves.” She sat down for a moment, and
then jumped up again, and went to the
window, for no reason, and came back.

““Yes,” said her mother, impartially,
““he’s light, and he's roundabout. He
couldn’t come straight at anything.”

‘“ And would you have me accept such
a—being 27

Mprs. Pasmer smiled a little at the liter-
ary word, and continued: ‘‘ But he’s very
sweet, and he's as good as the day’s long,
and he’s very fond of you, and—1I thought
you liked him.”

The girl threw up her arms across her
eves. ‘‘Oh, how can you say such a
thing, mamma ¢’

She dropped into a chair at the bedside,
and let her face fall into her hands, and
cried.

Her mother waited for the gust of tears
to pass before she said, ‘“ But if you feel
so about it—""

“Mamma!” Alice sprang to her feet.

“Tt needn’t come from you. I could
make some excuse to see him--write him
a little note—"

““Never!” exclaimed Alice, grandly.
“What T've done I've done from my rea-
son, and my feelings have nothing to do
with it."”

“Oh, very well,” said her mother, going

“He
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out of the room, not wholly disappointed
with what she viewed as a respite, and
amused by her daughter’s tragics. *‘ But
if you think that the feelings have no-
thing to do with such a matter, you're very
much mistaken.” Ifshebelieved that her
daughter did not know her real motives
in rejecting Dan Mavering, or had not been
able to give them, she did not say so.

The little group of Aliceolaters on the
piazza who began to canvass the causes of
Mavering’s going before the top of his hat
disappeared below thie bank on the path
leading to the ferry-boat were of two
minds. One faction held that he was go-
ing because Alice had refused him, and
that his gayety up to the last moment was
only a mask to hide his despair. The
other side contended that if he and Alice
were not actually engaged, they under-
stood each other, and he was going away
because he wanted to tell his family, or
something of that kind. Between the two
opinions Miss Cotton wavered with a sen-
timental attraction to either. “ What do
you really think 2” she asked Mrs. Brink-
ley, arriving from lunch at the corner of
the piazza where the group was seated.

‘“Oh,what does it matter, at their age "
she demanded.

““But they’re just of the age when it
does happen to matter,” suggested Mrs.
Stamwell,

“Yes,” said Mrs. Brinkley, ‘‘and that’s
what makes the whole thing so perfectly
ridiculous. Just think of two children,
one of twenty and the other of twenty-
three, proposing to decide their life-long
destiny in such a vital matter! Should
we trust their judgment in regard to the
smallest business affair? Of course not.
They're babes in arms, morally and men-
tally speaking. People haven’t the data
for being wisely in love till they've reach-
ed the age when they haven’t the least
wish to be so. Oh, I suppose I thought
that T was a grown woman too when I
was twenty; I can look back and see that
I did; and what’s more preposterous still,
Ithought Mr. Brinkley was a man at twen-
ty-four. But we were no more fit to ac-
cept or reject each other at that infantile
period—"

Do you really think so?” asked Miss
Cotton, only partially credulous of Mrs.
Brinkley's irony.

““Yes. it does seem out of all reason,”
admitted Mrs. Stamwell.

“Of course it is,” said Mrs. Brinkley.
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¢“If she has rejected him,she’s done a very
safe thing. Nobody should be allowed to
marry before {ifty. Then if people mar-
ried it would be because they knew that
they loved each other.”

Miss Cotton reflected a moment. ‘It
78 strange that such an important question
should have to be decided at an age when
the judgment is so far from mature. I
never happened to look at it in that light
before.”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Brinkley —and she
made herself comfortable in an arm-chair
commanding a stretch of the bay over
which the ferry-boat must pass—‘‘but
it's only part and parcel of the whole af-
fair. I'm sure that no grown person can
see the ridiculous young things—inexpe-
rienced, ignorant, feather-brained—that
nature intrusts with children, their im-
mortal little souls and their extremely
perishable little bodies, without rebelling
at the whole system. When you see what
most young mothers are, how perfectly
unfit and incapable, you wonder that the
whole race doesn’t teeth and die. Yes,
there’s one thing I feel pretty sure of—
that, as matters are arranged now, there
oughtn’t to be mothers at all, there ought
to be only grandmothers.”

The group all laughed, even Miss Cot-
ton,but she was the first to becorne grave.
At the bottom of her heart there was a
doubt whether so light a way of treating
serious things was not a little wicked.

“Perhaps,” she said, ‘“we shall have
to go back to the idea that engagements
and marriages are not intended to be reg-
ulated by the judgment, but by the affec-
tions.”

I don’t know what's intended,” said
Mrs. Brinkley, “but I know what is. In
ninety-nine cases out of a hundred the af-
fections have it their own way, aud I must
say I don’t think the judgment could
make a greater mess of it. In fact,” she
continued, perhaps provoked to the excess
by the deprecation she saw in Miss Cotton’s
eye, ‘‘Iconsider every broken engagement
nowadays a blessing in disguise.”

Miss Cotton said nothing. The other
ladies said, “Why, Mrs. Brinkley !”

“Yes. The thing has gone altogether
too far. The pendulum has swung in
that direction out of all measure. We
are married too much. And as a natural
consequence we are divorced too much.
The whole case is in a nutshell: if theve
were no marriages, there would be no di-
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vorces, and that great abuse would be cor-
rected, at any rate.” .

All the ladies laughed, Miss Cotton more
and move sorrowfully. She liked to have
people talk as they do in genteel novels.
Mrs. Brinkley's bold expressions were a
series of violent shocks to her nature, and
imparted a terrible vibration to the fabric
of her whole little rose-colored ideal world;
if they had not been the expressions of a
person whom a great many unquestiona-
ble persons aceepted, who had such an un-
doubted standing, she would have thought
them very coarse. As it was, they had a
great fascination for her. ‘‘But in a case
like that of”—she looked round and low-
ered lier voice—'‘our young frieuds, I'm
sure you couldn’t rejoice if the engage-
ment were broken off.”

“Well, I'm not going to be ‘a mush of
concession,” as Emerson says, Miss Cot-
ton. And, in the first place, how do you
know they're engaged ¢

“Ah, T don’t; I didn’t mean that they
were. But wouldn't it be a little pathetic
if, after all that we've seen going on, his
coming here expressly on her account,
and his perfect devotion to her for the
past two weeks, it should end in mno-
thing 27

“Two weeks isn't a very long time to
settle the business of a lifetime.”

X3 NO;”

‘“ Perhaps she's proposed delay; a little
further acquaintance.”

*“Oh, of course that would be perfectly
right. Do you think she did ?”

‘‘Not if she's as wise as the rest of us
would have been at her age. But I think
she ought.”

“Yes?” said Miss Cotton, semi-inter-
rogatively.

“*Do you think his behavior last night
would naturally impress her with his wis-
dom and coustancy 2"

*“No, I can’t say that it would; but—"

‘“ And this Alice of yours is rather a se-
vere young person. She has her ideas,
and I'm afraid they’re rather heroic.
She'd be just with him, of course. But
there's nothing a man dreads so much as
justice—some men.”

“Yes,” pursued Miss Cotton, ‘‘ but that
very disparity—I know they're very un-
like—don’t you think-——"

‘“Oh yes, I know the theory about that.
But if they were exaetly alike in tempera-
ment, they’'d be sufficiently unlike for the
purposes of eounterparts. That was ar-
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ranged once for all when male and fe-
male created He them. T've no doubt
their fancy was caught by all the kinds of
difference they find in each other; that’s
just as natural as it’s silly. But the mis-
understanding, the trouble, the quarrel-
ling, the wear and tear of spirit, that they’d
have to go through before they assimilated
—it makes me tired, as the boyssay. No:
I hope, for the young man's own sake,
he's got his congé.”

‘“ But he’s so kind, so good”"—

“My dear, the world is surfeited with
kind, good men. There are half a dozen
of them at the other end of the piazza
smoking; and there comes another to join
them,” she added, as a large figure, semi-
circular in profile, advanced itself from a
doorway toward a vacant chair among

" the smokers. ‘‘ The very soul of kindness
and goodness.” She beckoned toward
her husband, who caught sight of her ges-
ture. ‘“‘Now I can tell you all his mental
processes. First, surprise at seeing some
one beckoning ; then astonishment that
it’s I, though who else should beckon him?
then wonder what I can want; then con-
jecture that I may want him to come
here; then pride in his conjecture; rebel-
lion; compliance.”

The ladies were in a scream of laughter
as Mr. Brinkley lumbered heavily to their
group.

““What is it 2" he asked.

“Do you believe in broken engage-
ments? Now quick—off-hand!”

“Who's engaged ?”

“No matter.”

“Well, you know Punch's advice to
those about to marry 2”

“T know—chestnuts,” said his wife,
scornfully., They dismissed each other
with tender bluntness, and he went in to
get a match.

‘““Ah, Mrs. Brinkley,” said one of the
ladies, ‘it would be of no use for you
to preach broken engagements to any
one who saw you and Mr. Brinkley to-
gether.”

They fell upon her, one after another,
and mocked her with the difference be-
tween her doctrine and practice; and they
were all the more against her because they
had been perhaps a little put down by her
whimsical sayings.

“Yes,” she admitted. “‘ But we've been
thirty years coming to the understanding
that you all admire so much; and do you
think it was worth the time ?"
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Mavering kept up until he took leave
of the party of young people who had
come over on the ferry-boat to Eastport
for the frolic of seeing him off. It was a
tremendous four de force to accept their
company as if he were glad of it, and to
respond to all their gay nothings gayly;
to maintain a sunny surface on his turbid
misery. They had tried to make Alice
come with them, but her mother pleaded
a bad headache for her; and he had to
parry a hundred sallies about her, and
from his sick heart humor the popular
insinuation that there was an under-
standing between them, and that they
had agreed together she should not come.
He had to stand about on the steam-boat
wharf and listen to amiable innuendoes for
nearly an hour before the steamer came
in from St. John. The fond adieux of his
friends, their offers to take any message
back, lasted during the interminable fif-
teen minutes that she lay at her moorings,
and then he showed himself at the stern
of the boat, and waved his handkerchief
in acknowledgment of the last parting
salutations on shore.

‘When it was all over, he went down
into his state-room, and shut himself in,
and let his misery roll over him. He felt
as if there were a flood of it, and it washed
him to and fro, one gall of shame, of self-
accusal, of bitterness, from head to foot.
But in it all he felt no resentment toward
Alice, no wish to wreak any smallest part
of his suffering upon her. Even while he
had hoped for Ler love, it seemed to him
that he had not seen her in all that per-
fection which she now had in irreparable
loss. His soul bowed itself fondly over
the thought of her; and stung as he was
by that last cruel word of hers, he could
not upbraid her. That humility which
is love casting out selfishness, the most
egotistic of the passions trinmphing over
itself—Mavering experienced it to the full.
He took all the blame. He could not see
that she had ever encouraged him to hope
for her love, which now appeared a trea-
sure heaven-far beyond hisscope; he could
only call himself fool, and fool, and fool,
and wonder that he could have met her in
the remoteness of that morning with the
belief that but for the follies of last night
she might have answered him differently.
He believed now that, whatever had gone
before, she must still have rejected him.
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She had treated his presumption very le-
niently; she had really spared him.

It went on, over and over. Sometimes
it varied a little, as when he thought of
how, when she should tell her mother,
Mrs. Pasmer must laugh. He pictured
them both laughing at him; and then
Mr. Pasmer —he had scarcely passed a
dozen words with him-—coming in and
asking what they were laughing at, and
their saying, and his laughing too.

At other times he figured them as in-
censed at his temerity, which must seem
to them greater and greater, as now it
seemed to him. He had never thought
meanly of himself, and the world so far
had seemed to think well of him; but be-
cause Alice Pasmer was impossible to him,
he felt that it was an unpardonable bold-
ness in him to have dreamed of her. What
must they be saying of his having passed
from the ground of society compliments
and light flirtation to actually telling
Alice that he loved her?

He wondered what Mrs. Pasmer had
thought of his telling her that he had
come to Campobello to consider the ques-
tion whether he should study law or go
into business, and what motive she had
supposed he had in telling her that. He
asked himself what motive lie had, and
tried to pretend that he had none. He
dramatized conversations with Mrs. Pas-
mer in which he laughed it off.

He tried to remember all that had pass-
ed the day before at the pienie, and wheth-
er Alice had done or said anything to en-
courage him, and he could not find that
she had. All her trust and freedom was
because she felt perfectly safe with him
from any such disgusting absurdity as
be had been guilty of. The ride home
through the mist, with its sweet intima-
¢y, that parting which had seemed so full
of tender intelligence, were parts of the
same illusion. There had been nothing
of it on her side from the beginning but
a kindliness which he had now flung away
forever.

He went back to the begiuning, and
tried to remember the point where he
had started in this fatal labyrinth of er-
ror. She had never misled him, but he
had misled himself from the first glimpse
of her.

‘Whatever was best in his light nature,
whatever was generous and self-denying,
came out in this humiliation. From the
vision of her derision he passed to a pic-
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ture of her suffering from pity for him,
and wrung with a sense of the pain she
had given him. He promised himself to
write to her, and beg her not to care for
him, because he was not worthy of that.
He framed a letter in his mind, in which
he posed in some noble attitudes, and
brought tears into his eyes by his mag-
nanimous appeal to her not to suffer for
the sake of one so unworthy of her seri-
ous thought. He pictured her greatly
moved by some of the plirases, and he com-
posed for her a reply, which led to anoth-
er letter from him, and so to a corre-
spondence aund a long and tender friend-
ship. In the end he died suddenly, and
then she discovered that she had always
loved him. He discovered that he was
playing the fool again, and he rose from
the berth where he had tumbled himself.
The state-room had that smell of parboil-
ed paint which state-rooms have, and re-
minded him of the steamer in which he
had gone to Europe when a boy, with the
family, just after his mother's health be-
gan to fail.

He went down on the deck near the
ladies’ saloon, where the second-class pas-
sengers were gathered listening to the
same band of plantation negroes who had
amused him so much on the eastward trip.
The passengers were mostly pock-marked
Provincials, and many of them were wo-
men; they lounged on the barrels of ap-
ples neatly piled up, and listened to the
music without smiling. One of the ne-
groes was singing to the banjo, and an-
other began to do the rheumatic uncle’s
break-down. Mavering said to himself:
“I can’t stand that. Oh, what a fool I

am! Alice, I love you. Oh, merciful
heavens! Oh, infernal jackass! Ow!
Gaw!”

At the bow of the boat he found a gang
of Italian laborers returning to the States
after some job in the Provinces. They
smoked their pipes and whined their Ne-
apolitan dialect together. It made Mav-
ering think of Dante, of the ‘‘Inferno,” to
which he passed naturally from his self-
denunciation for having been an infernal
jackass. The inscription on the gate of
hell ran through his mind. He thought
he would make his lile, his desolate, bro-
ken life, a perpetual exile, like Dante’s. At
thesame time he ground his teeth, and mut-
tered: *“Oh,what a fool Tam! Oh,. idiot!
beast! Oh! oh!” The pipes reminded
him to smoke, and he took out his ciga-
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rette case. The Italians looked at him; he
gave all the cigarettes among them, with-
out keeping any for himself. He deter-
mined to spend the miserable remnant of
his life in going about doing good and
bestowing alms.

He groaned aloud, so that the Italians
noticed it, and doubtless spoke of it among
themselves. He could not understand
their dialect, but he feigned them saying
respectfully compassionate things. Then
he gnashed his teeth again, and cursed his
folly. When the bell rang for supper he
found himself very hungry, and ate hea-
vily. After that he went out in front of
the cabin, and walked up and down, think-
ing, and trying not to think. The tur-
moil in his mind tired him like a prodi-
gious physical exertion.

Toward ten o'clock the night grew
rougher. The sea was so phosphorescent
that it broke in sheets and flakes of pale
bluish flame from the bows and wheel-
houses, and out in the dark the waves
revealed themselves in flashes and long
gleams of fire. One of the officers of the
boat came and hung with Mavering over
the guard. The weird light (rom the wa-
ter was reflected on their faces, and show-
ed them to each other.

“Well, I never saw anything like this
before. Looks like hell; don’t it 2 said
the officer.

““Yes,” said Mavering.
mon ?"

““Well, I should say so.
going to have a picnic.”

Mavering thought of blueberries, but he
did not say anything.

“T guess it's going to be a regular cir-
cus.”

Mavering did not care. He asked, in-
curiously, ‘‘ How do you find your course
in such weather?”

“Well, we guess where we are, and
then give her so many turus of the wheel.”
The officer laughed, and Mavering laugh-
ed too. He was struck by the hollow note
in his laugh; it seemed to him pathetic;
he wondered if he should now always
laugh so, and if people would remark it.
He tried another laugh; it sounded me-
chanical. )

He went to bed, and was so worn out
that he fell asleep and began to dream.
A face came up out of the sea. and brood-
ed over the waters, as in that picture of
Vedder's which he calls ¢ Mystery,” but
the hair was not blond; it was the color

‘Is it uncom-

I guess we're
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of those phosphorescent flames, and the
eves were likeit. ““Horrible! horrible!”
he tried to shriek, but he eried, ** Alice, I
love you.” There was a burglar in the
room, and he was running after Miss
Pasmer. Mavering caught him, and tried
to beat him; his fists fell like bolls of cot-
ton; the burglar drew his breath in with
a long, washing sound like water.

Mavering woke deathly sick, and heard
the sweep of the waves. The boat was
pitching frightfully. He struggled out
into the saloon, and saw that it was five
o'clock. In five hours more it would be
a day since he told Alice that he loved
her; it now seemed very improbable.
There were a good many half-dressed peo-
ple in the saloon, and a woman came run-
ning out of her state-room straight to Mav-
ering. She was in her stocking feet, and
her hair hung down her back.

“Oh! are we going down 2’ she im-
plored him. ‘‘Have westruck 2 Oughtn’t
we to pray—somebody ? Shall T wake
the children #’

Mavering reassured her, and told her
there was no danger.

“Well, then,” she said, “I'll go back
for my shoes.”

““Yes, better get your shoes.”

The saloon rose round him and sank.
He controlled his sickness by planting a
chair in the centre and sitting in it with
his eyes shut. As he grew more com-
fortable he reflected how he had calmed
that woman, and he resolved again to
spend his life in doing good. “‘Yes, that's
the only ticket,” he said to himself, with
involuntary frivolity. He thought of
what the officer had said, and he helpless-
1y added, ‘‘Circus ticket—reserved seat.”
Then he began again, and loaded himself
with execration.

The boat got into Portland at nine
o'clock, and Mavering left her, taking his
hand-bag with him, and letting his trunk
go on to Boston.

The officer who received his ticket at
the gang-plank noticed the destination on
it, and said, ‘“ Got enough ?”

““Yes, for one while.” Mavering rec-
ognized his acquaintance of the night be-
fore.

““Don’t like picnics very much 27

““No,” said Mavering, with abysmal
gloom. ‘“‘They don't agree with me.
Never did.” He was aware of trying to
make his Jaugh Dbitter. The officer did
not notice.
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Mavering was surprised, after the chill
of the storm at sea, to find it rather a
warm, close morning in Portland, The
restaurant to which the hackman took
him as the best in town was full of flies;
they bit him awake out of the dreary rev-
eries he fell into while waiting for his

breakfast. In a mirror opposite he saw
his face. It did not look haggard; it

looked very much as it always did. He
fancied playing a part through life—hid-
ing a broken heart under a smile.  **Oh,
you incorrigible ass!” he said to himself,
and was afraid he had said it to the young
lady who brought him his breakfast, and
looked haughtily at him from under her
bang. She was very thin, and wore a
black jersey.

He tried to find out whether he had spo-
ken aloud by addressing her pleasantly.
“‘It's pretty cool this morning.”

““What say 2"

“Pretty cool.”

‘“Oh yes. But it’s pretty clo-ose,” she
replied, in her Yankee cantilation. She
went away and left him to the bacon and
eggs he had ordered at random. There
was a fly under one of the slices of bacon,
and Mavering confined himself to the cof-
fee.

A man came up in a white cap and
jacket from a basement in the front of the
restaurant, where confectionery was sold,
and threw down a mas$ of malleable can-
dy on a marble slab, and began to work
it. Mavering watched him, thinking fuz-
zily all the time of Alice, and holding
long, fatiguing dialogues with the people
at the Ty n-y-Coed, whose several voices
he heard.

He said to himself that it was worse
than yesterday. He wondered if it would
go on getting worse every day.

He saw a man pass the door of the res-
taurant who looked exactly like Board-
man as he glanced in. The resemblance
was explained by the man’s coming back,
and proving to be really Boardman,
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Mavering sprang at him with a demand
for the reason of his being there.

“TI thought it was you as I passed,”
said Boardman, ‘“‘but I couldn’t malke
sure—so dark back here.”

‘““And I thought it was you, but I
couldn’t believe it,” said Mavering, with

_erating me.
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equal force, cutting short an interior con-
versation with Mr. Pasmer, which had be-
gun to hold ifself since his first glimpse
of Boardman.

“I came down here to do a sort of one-
horse vacht race to-day,” Boardman ex-
plained.

“‘Going to be a yacht race? Better
have some breakfast. Or better not—here.
Flies under your bacon.”

“Rough on the flies,” said Boardman,
snapping the bell which summoned the
speetre in the black jersey, and he sat
down. ‘“What are you doing in Port-
land 27

Mavering told him, and then Boardman
asked him how he had left the Pasmers.
Mavering needed no other hint to speak,
and he spoke fully, while Boardman list-
ened with an agreeable silence, letting the
hero of the tale break into self-scornful
groans and doleful laughs, and ease his
heart with grotesque, inarticulate noises,
and made little or no comments.

By the time his breakfast came Board-
man was ready to say, ‘1 didn't suppose
it was so much of a mash.”

“T didw’t either,” said Mavering,
““when T left Boston. Of course T knew
I was going down there to see her, but
when I got there it kept going on, just
like anything else, up to the last moment.
I didn’t vealize till it came to the worst
that I had become a mere pulp.”

HWell, you won't stay so,” said Board-
man, making the first vain attempt at
consolation. He lifted the steak he had
ordered, and peered beneath it. ¢ All
right this time, anyway.”

#I doi'’t know what you mean by stay-
ing so,” replied Mavering, with gloomy
rejection of the comfort offered.

*You'll see that it’s all for the best;
that you're well out of it. If she could
throw you over, after leading you on—""

“But she didn’t lead me on!” exclaim-
ed Mavering. ‘‘Don’t you understand
that it was all my mistake from the first?
If T hadn’t been perfectly besotted I
should have seen that she was only tol-
Don’t you see? Why, hang
it, Boardman, I must have had a kind of
consciousnessof it under my thick-skinned
coneeit, after all, for when I came to the
point—when I did come to the point—I
hadu’t the sand to stick to it like a man,
and I tried to get her to help me. Yes, I °
can see that I did now. I kept fooling
about, and fooling about, and it was be-
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cause I had that sort of prescience—or
whatever you call it—that I was mistaken
about it from the very begiuning.”

He wished to tell Boardman about the
events of the night before; but he could
not. Hesaid tohimself that he did notcare
about their being hardly to his credit; but
he did not choose to let Alice seem to have
resented anything in them ; it belittled her,
and claimed too much for him. So Board-
man had to proceed upon a partial know-
ledge of the facts.

‘I don’t suppose that boomerang way
of yours, if that's what you mean, was of
much use,” he said.

“Use? It ruined me! But what are
you going to do? How are you going to
presuppose that a girl like Miss Pasmer is
interested in an idiot like you ? I mean
me, of course.” Mavering broke off with
a dolorous laugh. “And if you can't
presuppose it, what are you going to do
when it comes to the point? You've got
to shillyshally, and then you've got to go
itblind. Itell youit'saleapin thedark.”

““Well, then, if you've got yourself to
blame—"

¢ How am I to blame, I should like to
know 27 retorted Mavering, rejecting the
first offer from another of the censure
which he had been heaping upon him-
self: the irritation of his nerves spoke.
“I did speak out at last—when it was

too late. Well, let it all go,” he groaned,
aimlessly. ““Idon’t care. But she isn’t
to blame. I don’t think I could admire

anybody very much who admired me.
No, sir. She did just right. I was a
fool, and she couldn’t have treated me
differently.”

““Oh, I guess it’ll come out all right,”
said Boardman, abandoning himself to
mere optimism.

“How come all right ¢’ demanded Mav-
ering, flattered by the hope he refused.
“It’s come right now. I've got my de-
serts; that's all.”

“Ohno,you haven’t. What harm have
you done? It's all right for you to think
small beer of yourself, and I don’t see
how you could think anything else just
at present. But you wait awhile. When
did it happen ?’

Mavering took out his watch. ‘‘One
day, one hour, twenty minutes, and fif-
teen seconds ago.”

‘“Sure about the seconds? I suppose
you didn’t hang round a great while af-
terward 2’
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‘“Well, people don't, generally,” said
Mavering, with scorn.

‘“Never tried it,” said Boardman, look-
ing critically at his fried potatoes before
venturing upon them. ‘‘If you had staid,
perhaps she might have changed her
mind,” he added, as if encouraged to this
hopeful view by the result of his scru-
tiny.

‘““Where did you get your fraundulent
reputation for common-sense, Boardman "’
retorted Mavering, who had followed his
examination of the potatoes with invol-
untary intevest. ‘‘She won't change her
mind; she isn’t one of that kind. But
she’s the one woman in this world who
could have made a man of me, Board-
man.”

‘*Isthat so ¢” asked Boardman, lightly.
‘“Well, she is a good-looking girl.”

‘“She’s divine!”

““What a dress that was she had on
Class Day!”

“I never think what she has on.
She makes everything perfect, and then
malkes you forget it."”

‘“She’s got style; there’'s no mistake
about that.”

‘“Style!” sighed Mavering; but he at-
tempted no exemplilication.

““She’s awfully graceful.
she’s got!”

*“Oh, don’t, don't, Boardman! All
that’s true, and all that’s nothing—no-
thing to her goodness. She’s so good,
Boardman! Well, I give it up! She’s
religious. You wouldn’t think that, may-
be; you can’t imagine a pretty girl reli-
gious. And she’s all the more intoxi-
cating when she’s serious; and when she's
forgotten your whole worthless existence
she’s ten thousand times more fascinating
than any other girl when she's going
right for you. There’'s a kind of look
comes into her eyes—kind of absence,
rapture, don’t you know—when she’s se-
rious, that brings your heart right into
your mouth. She makes you think of
some of those pictures— I want to tell
you what she said the other day at a pice-
nic when we were off getting blueberries,
and you'll understand that she isn’t like
other girls—that she has a soul full of—
of—you know what, Boardman. She
has high thoughts about everything. I
don’t believe she’s ever had a mean or ig-
noble impulse—she couldn’t have.” In
the business of imparting his ideas con-
fidentially Mavering had drawn himself

What a walk
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across the table toward Boardman, with-
out heed to what was on it.

““‘Look out! 7You'll be into my steak
first thing you know.”

‘O, confound your steak!” cried Mav-
ering, pushing the dish away. **What
difference does it make? I've lost her,
anyway.”

‘I don’t believe you’ve lost her,” said
Boardman.

“ What's the reason you don’t ?”” retort-
ed Mavering, with contempt.

‘“ Because, if she’s the serious kind of a
girl you say she is, she wouldn’t let you
come up there and dangle round a whole
fortnight without letting you know she
didn’t like it, unless she did like it. Now
you just go a little into detail.”

Mavering was quite willing. He went
so much into detail that he left nothing
to Boardman's imagination. He lost the
sense of its calamitous close in recounting
the facts of his story at Campobello; he
smiled and blushed and laughed in telling
certain things; he described Miss Ander-
son and imitated her voice; he drew heads
of some of the ladies on the margin of a
newspaper, and the tears came into his
‘eyes when he repeated the cruel words
which Alice had used at their last meet-
ing.

*“Oh, well, you must brace up,” said
Boardman. ‘‘I’'ve got to go now. She
didn’t mean it, of course.”

‘“Mean what ?”

‘“That you were ungentlemanly. Wo-
men don’t know half the time how hard
they’re hitting.”

‘T guess she meant that she didn’t want
me, anyway,” said Mavering, gloomily.

‘“Ah, T don’t know about that. You'd
better ask her the next time you see her.
Good-by.” He had risen, and he offered
his hand to Mavering, who was still
seated.

“Why, I've half a mind to go with
you.”

‘“ All right, come along. But I thought
you might be going right on to Boston.”

“No; I'll wait and go on with you.
How do you go to the race?”

*“In the press boat.”

‘““Any women 2"

‘“No; we don't send them on this sort
of duty.”

““That settles it. I have got all I want
of that particular sex for the time being.”
Mavering wore a very bitter air as he said
this; it seemed to him that he would al-
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ways be cynical; he rose, and arranged
to leave his bag with the restaurateur, who
put it under the counter, and then he
went out with his friend.

The sun had come out, and the fog was
burning away; there was life and lilt in
the air, which the rejected lover could
not refuse to feel, and he said, looking
round, and up and down the animated
street, ‘I guess you're going to have a
good day for it.”

The pavement was pretty well filled
with women who had begun shopping.
Carriages were standing beside the pave-
ment; a lady crossed the pavement from
a shop door toward a coupé just in front
of them with her hands full of light pack-
ages; she dropped one of them, and Mav-
ering sprang forward instinetively and
picked it up for her.

“Oh, thank you!"shesaid, with the deep
gratitude which society cultivates for the
smallest services. Then she lifted her
drooped eyelashes, and, with a flash of
surprise, exclaimed, **Mr. Mavering!” and
dropped all ber packages that she might
shake hands with him.

Boardman sauntered slowly on, but saw
with a backward glance Mavering carry-
ing the lady’s packages to the coupé for
her; saw him lift his hat there, and shake
hands with somebody in the coupé, and
then stand talking beside it. He waited
at the corner of the block for Mavering to
come up, affecting an interest in the neck-
wear of a furnisher’s window.

In about five minutes Mavering joined
him.

“‘ Look here, Boardman!
have snagged onto me.”

‘“ Are there two of them ?”

“Yes, one inside. And they want me
to go with them to see the race. Their
father’s got a little steam-yacht. They
want you to go too.”

Boardman shook his head.

“Well, that’s what I told them—told
them that you had to go on the press boat.
They said they wished they were going on
the press boat too. But I don’t see how I
canrefuse. They're ladiesthat T met Class
Day, and I ought to have shown them a
little more attention then; but I got so
taken up with—"

“I see,” said Boardman, showing his
teeth, fine and even as grains of pop-corn,
in a slight sarcastic smile. ‘‘Sort of po-
etical justice,” he suggested.

““Well, it is—sort of,” said Mavering,

Those ladies
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with a shamefaced consciousness. ‘“ What
train are you going back on ?”

““Beven o’clock.”

“T1l be there.”

He hurried back to rejoin the ladies, and
Boardman saw him, after some parley and
Iaughter, get into the coupé, from which
he inferred that they had turned down the
little seat in front, and made him take it;
and he inferred that they must be very
jolly, sociable girls.

He did not see Mavering again till the
train was on its way, when he came in,
looking distraughtly about for his friend.
He was again very melancholy, and said
dejectedly that they had made him stay
to dinner, and had then driven him down
to the station, bag and all. “*The old gen-
tleman came too. I wasin hopesI'd find
you hanging round somewhere, so that 1
could introduce you. They're awfally
nice. None of that infernal Boston stiff-
ness. The one you saw me talking with
is married, though.”

Boardman was writing out his report
from a little book with short-hand notes
in it. There were half a dozen other re-
porters in the car busy with their work.
A man who seemed to be in authority
said to one of them, “ Try to throw in a
little humor.”

Mavering pulled his hat over his eyes,
and leaned his head on the back of his
seat, and tried to sleep.

XXIIT.

At his father’s agency in Boston he
found, the next morning, a letter from
him saying that he expected to be down
that day, and asking Dan to meet him at
the Parker House for dinner. The letter
intimated the elder Mavering's expecta-
tion that his son had reached some con-
clusion in the matier they had talked of
before he left for Campobello.

It gave Dan a shiver of self-disgust
and a sick feeling of hopelessuess. He
was quite willing now to do whatever his
father wished, but he did not see how lie
could face him and own his defeat.

‘When they met, his father did not seem
to notice his despondency, and he asked
him nothing about the Pasmers, of course.
That would not have been the American
way. Nothing had been said between the
fatherand son as to the special advantages
of Campobello for the decision of the
question pending when they saw each oth-
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er last; but the son knew that the father
guessed why he chose that island for the
purpose; and now the elder knew that if
the younger had anything to tell him he
would tell it, and 1f he had not he would
keep it. It was tacitly understood that
there was no objection on the father's
part to Miss Pasmer; in fact, there had
been a glimmer of humorous intelligence
in his eye when the son said he thought
he should run down to Bar Harbor, and
perhaps to Campobello, but he had said
nothing to betray his consciousness.

They met in the reading-room at Park-
er’s, and Dan said, ‘‘ Hello, father,” and
his father answered, ** Well, Dan;"’ and
they shyly touched the hands dropped at
their sides as they pressed together in the
crowd. The father gave his boy a keen
glance, and then took the lead into the
dining-room, where he chose a corner ta-
ble, and they disposed of their hats on the
window-seat.

““All well at home #” asked the young
fellow, as he took up the bill of farve to or-
der the dinner. His father hated that, and
always made him do it.

“Yes, yes; as usual, I believe. Min-
nie is off for a week at the mountains;
Eunice is at home.”

“Oh! How would you like some green
goose, with apple-sauce, sweet - potatoes,
and succotash 2

‘It seems to me that was pretty good,
the last time. All right, if you like it.”

“I don’t know that I care for anything
much. T'm a little off my feed. No
soup,” he said, looking up at the waiter
bending over him; and then he gave the
order. ‘‘Ithink you may bring me half
a dozen Blue Points, if they're good,” he
called after him.

*“Didn’t Bar Harbor agree with you—
or Campobello ¢” asked Mr. Mavering,
taking the opening offered him,

*“*No, not very well,” said Dan; and he
sald no more about it, leaving his father
to male his own inferences as to the kind
or degree of the disagreement. .

““Well, have you made up your mind #”
asked the father, resting his elbows on
either side of his plate, and putting his
hands together softly, while he looked
across them with a cheery kindness at his
boy.

““Yes, I have,” said Dan, slowly.

“Well 27

“I don’t believe I care to go into the
law.”



APRIL HOPES.

““Sure 2"

“Yes.”

“Well, that's all right, then. I wish-
ed you to choose freely, and I suppose
you've done s0.”

¢“Oh yes.”

“T think you've chosen wisely, and I'm
very glad. It’s a weight off my mind. I
think you’ll be happier in the business
than you would in the law; I think you'll
enjoy it. You needn’t look forward to a
great deal of Ponkwasset Falls, unless you
like.”

“T shouldn't mind going there,” said
Dan, listlessly.

“Tt won’t be necessary—at first. In
fact, it won’t be desirable. I want you
to look up the business at this end a lit-
tle.”

Dan gave a start.  ** In Boston ?”

“Yes. It isn't in the shape I want to
have it, 1 propose to open a place of our
own, and to put you in charge.” Some-
thing in the young man’s face expressed
reluctance, and his father asked, kindly,
“'Would that be distasteful to you ¢

“Oh no. Tt isn’t the thing I object
to, but I don’t know that I care to be in
Boston.” He lifted his face and looked
his father full in the eyes, but with a gaze
that refused to convey anything definite,
Then the father knew that the boy's love
affair had gone seriously wrong.

The waiter came with the dinner, and
made an interruption in which they could
be naturally silent. When he had put
the dinner before them, and cumbered
them with superfluous service, after the
fashion of his kind, he withdrew a little
way, and left them to resume their talk.

“Well,” said the elder, lightly, as if
Dan’s not caring to be in Boston had no
particular significance for him, ‘I don’t
know that I care to have you settle down
to it immediately. I rather think I'd like
to have you look about first a little. Go
to New York, go to Philadelphia, and see
their processes there. We can’t afford to
get old-fashioned in our ways. I've al-
ways been more interested by the sesthetic
side of the business, but you ought to have
a taste for the mechanism, from your
grandfather; your mother has it.”

“Oh, yes, sir. I think all that’s very
intevesting,” said Dan.

““Well, go to France, and see how those
fellows do it. Go to London, and look
up William Morris.”

“Yes, that would be very nice,” ad-
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mitted the young fellow, beginning to
catch on. ““‘ButIdidn’t suppose—I didn’t
expect to begin life with a picnie.” He
entered upon his sentence with a jocular
buoyancy, but at the last word, which he
fatally drifted upon, his voice fell. He
said to himself that he was greatly
changed; that he should never be gay
and bright again; there would always be
this undercurrent of sadness; he had no-
ticed the undercurrent yesterday when he
was laughing and joking with those girls
at Portland.

““Oh, I don’t want you to buckle down
at once,” said his father, smiling. “If
you'd decided upon the law, I should have
felt that you'd better not lose time. Buf
as you're going into the business, I don’t
mind your taking a year off. It won'’t be
lost time if you keep your eyes open. I
think you’d better go down into Italy and

Spain. Look up the old tapestries and
stamped leathers. You may get some
ideas. How would you like it ?”

‘ First-rate. Ishould like it,” said Dan,
rising on the waft of his father’s suggest-
ion, but gloomily lapsing again. Still,
it was pleasing to picture himself going
about through Kurope with a broken
heart, and he did not deny himself the
consolation of the vision.

‘“Well, there’s nobody to dislike it,”
said his father,chieerily. He was sure now
that Dan had heen jilted; otherwise he
would have put forth some objection to
a scheme which must interrupt his love-
making. ‘‘There’s no reason why, with
our resources, we shouldn’t take the lead
in this business.”

He went on to speak more fully of his
plans, and Dan listened with a nether ref-
erence of it all to Alice, but still with a
surface intelligence on which nothing was
lost.

‘“ Are you going home with me to-mor-
row #" asked his father as they rose from
the table.

‘“Well, perhaps not to-morrow. I've
got some of my things to put together in
Cambridge yet, and perhaps I'd better
look after them. But I've a notion I'd
better spend the winter at home, and get
an idea of the manufacture before I go
abroad. I might sail in January; they
say it's a good mounth."”

“Yes, there's sense in that,” said his
father.

‘“‘And perhaps I won’t break up in
Cambridge till I've been to New York and
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Philadelphia. What do you think? It’s
easier striking them from here.”

“1 don’t know but you'rve right,” said
his father, easily.

They hiad come out of the dining-room,
and Dan stopped to get some cigarettes in
the office. He looked mechanically at the
theatre bills over the cigar case. ‘I see
Irving’s at the ‘ Boston.””

*“Oh, you don’t say!” said his father.
*“ Let’s go and see him.”

“If you wish it, sir,” said Dan, with
pensive acquiescence. All the Maverings
were fond of the theatre, and made any
mood the occasion or the pretext of going
to the play. If they were sad, they went;
if they were gay, they went. As long as
Dan’s mother could get out-of-doors she
used to have herself carried to a box in
the theatre whenever she was in town;
now that she no longer left her room, she
had a dominant passion for hearing about
actors and acting; it was almost a work
of piety in her husband and children to
see them and report to her.

His father left him the next afternoon,
and Dan, who had spent the day with him
looking into business for the first time,
with a running accompaniment of Alice
in all the details, remained to uninter-
rupted misery. He spent the evening in
his room, too wretched even for the thea-
tre. It is true that he tried to find Board-
man, but Boardman was again off oun some
newspaper duty; and after trying at sev-
eral houses in the hope, which he knew
was vain, of finding any one in town yet,
he shut himself up with his thoughts.
They did not differ from the thoughts of
the night before, and the night before that,
but they were calmer, and they portended
more distinctly a life of self-abnegation
and solitude from that time forth. He
tested his feelings, and found that it was
not hurt vanity that he was suffering
from: it was really wounded affection.
He did not resent Alice’s cruelty; he
wished that she might be happy: he could
endure to see her happy.

He wrote a letter to the married one of
the two ladies he had spent the day with
in Portland, and thanked them for mak-
ing pass pleasantly a day which he would
not otherwise have known how to get
through. He let a soft, mysterious mel-
ancholy pervade his letter; he hinted
darkly at trouble and sorrow of which he
could not definitely speak. He had the
good sense to tear his letter up when he

?
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had finished it, and to send a short,
sprightly note instead, saying that if Mrs.
Frobisher and her sister came to Boston
at the end of the mounth, as they had spo-
ken of doing, they must be sure to let
him know. TUpon the impulse given him
by this letter e went more cheerfully to
bed, and fell instantly asleep.

During the next three weeks he bent
himself faithfully to the schemes of work
his father had outlined for him. He vis-
ited New York and Philadelphia, and look-
ed into the business and the processes
there; and he returned to Ponkwasset
Falls to report and compare his facts in-
telligently with those which he now ex-
amined in his father’s manufactory for
the first time. He began to understand
how his father, who was a man of intel-
lectual and artistic interests, should be
fond of the work.

He spent a good deal of time with his
mother, and read to her, and got upon
better terms with her than they usually
were. They were very much alike, and
she objected to him that he was too light
and frivolous. He sat with his sisters, and
took an interest in their pursuits. He
drove them about with his father’s sor-
rels, and resumed something of the old re-
lations with them which the selfish years
of his college life had broken off. As yet
he could not speak of Campobello or of
what had happened there; and his mo-
ther and sisters, whatever they thought,
made no more allusion to it than his fa-
ther had done.

They mercifully took it for granted
that matters must have gone wrong there,
or else he would speak about them, for
there had been some gay banter among
them concerning the objects of his expe-
dition before he left home. They had
heard of the heroine of his Class Day, and
they had their doubts of her, such as girls
have of their brothers’ heroines. They
were not inconsolably sorry to have her
prove unkind; and their mother found in
the probable event another proof of their
father’s total want of discernment where
women were concerned, for the elder
Mavering had come home from Class Day
about as much smitten with this mysteri-
ous Miss Pasmer as Dan was. She talked
it over indignantly with her daughters;
they were glad of Dan’s escape, but they
were incensed with the girl who could let
him escape, and they inculpated her in a
high degree of heartless flirtation. They
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knew how sweet Dan was, and they be-
lieved him most sincere and good. He
had been brilliantly popular in college,
and he was as bright as he could be, What
was it she chose not to likein him ? They
vexed themselves with asking how or
in what way she thought herself better.
They would not have had her love Dan,
but they were hot against her for not lov-
ing him.

They did not question him, but they
tried in every way to find out how much
he was hurt, and they watched him in
every word and look for signs of change
to better or worse, with a growing belief
that he was not very much hurt.

It could not be said that in three weeks
he forgot Alice, or had begun to forget
her; but he had begun to reconcile him-
self to his fate, as people do in their be-
reavements by death. His consciousness
habituated itself to the facts as something
irretrievable. He no longer framed in
his mind situations in which the past was
restored. He knew that he should never
Jove again, but he had moments, and more
and more of them, in which he experienced
that life had objects besides love. There
were times when he tingled with all the
anguish of the first moment of his rejec-
tion, when he stopped in whatever he was
doing, or stood stock-still, as a man does
when arrested by a physical pang, breath-
less, waiting. There were other times
when he went about steeped in gloom so
black that all the world darkened with it,
and some mornings when he woke he
wished that the night had lasted forever,
and felt as if the daylight had uncovered
his misery and his shame to every one.
He never knew when he should have

these moods, and he thought he should
have them as long as he lived. He
thought this would be something rather
fine. He had still other moods, in which
he saw an old man with a gray mustache,
like Colonel Newcome, meeting a beauti-
ful white-haired lady; the man had never
married, and he had not seen this lady for
fifty years. He bent over and kissed her
hand.

*“You idiot!” said Mavering to himself.
Throughout he kept a good appetite. In
fact, after that first morning in Portland,
Ire had been hungry three times a day
with perfect regularity. He lost the idea
of being sick; he had not even a furred
tongue. He fell asleep pretty early, and
he slept through the night without a
break. He had to laugh a good deal with
his mother and sisters, since he could not
very well mope without expecting them
to ask why, and he did not wish to say
why. But there were some laughs which
he really enjoyed with the Yankee fore-
man of the works, who was a droll, after
a common American pattern, and said
things that were killingly funny, especial-
ly about women, of whom his opinions
were sarcastic.

Dan Mavering sutfered, but not solidly.
His suffering was short, and crossed with
many gleams of respite and even joy.
His disappointment made him really un-
happy, but not wholly so; it was a gen-
uine sorrow, but a sorrow to which he
began to resign himself even in the mo-
notony of Ponkwasset Falls, and which
admitted the thought of Mrs. Frobisher’s
sister by the time business called him to
Boston.

[ro BE coxmINCED.]

MEXICAN NOTES,
II.—CUAUTLA.
BY CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER.

UAUTLA is a typical Mexican village

) in the temperate region, about 4000
feet above the sea, in the state of Morelos,
which adjoins the state of Mexico on the
south. Itisreached by a railway—eighty
miles ip seven hours—which climbs out
of the valley eastward, and then runs
south and west, making an almost exact
half-cirele to its destination. In Mexico
the railways must run where the moun-
tains permit.

The first part of the way lies over the
flat plain, through the chinampas, or lit-
tle patches of truck gardens, over narrow
canals and ditches, through overflowed
ground with tufts of marsh-grass, and be-
tween the two lakes. The whole region
is alive with teal ducks, which rise from
the lagoon and whirl away in flocks as
the train passes. On theslightly elevated
roads donkeys laden with vegetables (the
patient beast which a witty woman calls



