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IT was a dark, cheerless afisrnoon in November, The zir was keen,
the wind bitierly cold. From early morming a thick fog had en-
veloped London like a pall ; and the streets iu the West End were
dreary and deverled, few peop’e earing o leave their humes on such
a4 duy untess driven thence by business or duty.

In the dininy-room of a house near ITnsscll Bquare the firelight
danced aud flickered upon the green paimed walls and old faonly
portraits ; upo: the big. elomsy sofa and high-backed velvet
chairs; upoa the thick Turkey carpet, crimsou tableclotbs, and
large stana of ferns and cvcrzreens in the window, The furniture
was all good and eolid, ihe reom  high-celinged and well.
proportioned ; yet there was a dibyy. gloomy lonk about it that
harmonised with the gencral dreariness of this most depressing
afternoon.

In an arm-chair by the fire sat a tall. slight gitl of five or rix
and twenty., She had lair hair, will-eut, regular features, and a
amall, prettily shaped mouth, Iler eves were a clew blue, but their
espression was somewlat hard ; nud ler whole aititude epoke of
weariness and dejection.

“ Life ia dull !” ehe murmured, stretching her feet toward the
fire and folding her hands upon her lap. %I often envy Lucinda.
She got out into the world, away from this dreary stagnation.
Bom.times I te<l as if it would kill me. And yor I am well
dre=ged, well fed, comfortubly housed ; but "-—she rese to her feet
and walked restlestly up and down— my soul, my heart, is starved
—dead almost within me, T am withering away for want of some-
thing to care for., And how different was the life I had planned
1or myself 1"

The door opened snd the servant entered the room.

“1f you please, Miss” she said, © there's o poor woman wishes
to ses you.”

“ What does she want, Mary ? 4 she begoing !V

“8he did not say, Misz, Bhe looks 11l and is wretchedly
dressed. Bhe said she wus your maid once,”

“5how her in.”

Mary hurried to light the gas. introduced the stranpger, and
withdrew.

Evodia looked at the small, fragile figure, the pale, wasted
face, and the frembling handas.

v *Oh, how ungrateful I am !” flashed throovgh her mind. 1
grumble, and think my sorrows unbearable, forgetting the poverty
and misery some people endure.”

“ AMiss Mayne, don't you know—don't you rewmember me
inquired the poor, scantily dressed creature,

“ Laura!l Is it possible !”

“ Al yes, Miss! Iam poor. wretched—starving.”

“You ought not to be out on such a day. 1t is not rafe,”

“1 kad to come. DMy litile ones are without bread to—"

“Your children ! Dvodis nade Ler sit down upon the sofa
beside her.

“Yoes; my sweet darling,
You will help us 7

“ But your hushand—what of him 17

“He i3 dead. --drank himeselt 7o doath.”

“My poor Laura! Why did joe never come to me Lefore I
asked Evodia.

“ 1 thought juu were manied, and dud not dare to face ihe
ma:ter.”

Evodin crimseuerl,

“Ile wound have helped you.
married !

D, By Buiee”

Evoda started 1ound, white ns

“YWha I

Sr. Brece, Mise, I osaw tho master's death in an old pajer
ye-terday, and | ~ad L wihed yoo were stllat bome, e told s
you were, and thao L ousht to go to jor.”

“He—he senl that /'

“Yea; and he protsed you ro, Mirs

Yindeed ! (cudaly)  “Thas was very kind of him. Lal lLe
kunowe little about mie; it 1s Fears snce we oot Is he''—
getting up and watking over fo the fivoploce—mariad yot .

“Xa. They—thit 1 Jus hou-ckeeprr says tuar he'll never
marry. e hitos wonen, never gees any prage where hed s
a lady, and just lives for Jus prodessons Bat be's o pood man
and only tor bim nmee ant nune weubl be dead g a0

“l—Lam glad Lo Lewr your have sueld w foead. Aod now,
Laura, go down and got <omue tey,’

She rang the hell

“plary T—ns the servant aprp arod—- Ghe i Bawger o
the Lkitchen and give Lur oo aed. You noad not be airad,
Laura,” she sdd gently, prosaing the poor wowan's hamd, “ Your
children shall now have everyues they reg are’

© Oh, thank you! Guod Bloss you, ™ erted Laurn, with emotion ;
“and pive you your heart’a desr .’ And she fullomed Blary
out of the 100n.

“My heart's desire!]

G Miw, you are well off, T hear!

Dul who told you T—was not
¥

dead™,

If it were possubie! If he” her eyes
ghone, a sinile softened and brautited hier face—% Le Lates
women ! Thank God! for, at that 1ate, he witl never, nover
marry., Bot why need I cace!” And Ler hand tremblad as she
rai~ed her handkerchicf to her cyes o wipe awny the toars that
kept gathering there. Lut at lat sie leg thom Full freely, and
sobbid 9 thobgh ber lewrt would brede, © Bitterly do 1 repout
my folly I she eried, *Bat, alas! b is too lute—ioo lute)”
Serae soven years before lueiuda and Evodia Mayne were
extremely bright, pretty gicls, full of fuun, and bent en getting
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as much amusement as possible out of life. At the end of her
first season Lucinda succnmbed to the charms of a @ay young
captain in the artillery, married him and sccompanied him to
ndia. But Evodia, the most unmitigated httle ilirt ever born,
was hard to please, apparently, and refused to marry any of
her various suitors. Then, to the snrprive of everyone and the
great anncyanece of her patents, she engujed hers If to Kdgar
Bruee, a struggling young doctor, to whoin mariiage, fur the
time baing, was an absolute impossibility. Her fath ¢ fumed
ami scoldel; her mother implored. Dut Bvela was firm. she
loved Edgar and would marry no oue ebe. 2o much awiinet
their will, her parents consented, and the (uiavement wais
announsed. For swme months the lovers were supromely happy.
Edgar brgan to get on his profession, anl ther+ mennl cvery
pro-pact of their being able to marry in a wuel chorter time
than had heen at first expected,

But vodia went out a great deal; and. Tiear declared,
flirted a preat deal. Thia she did not atlempt 1o deny: bat,
saying gally, that she must have some oc upition. laushed at
bis jenlouy fears. Lruee did bis best to feel eowtent, but he
suffered keesly, The wilful girls lizhiness nod frivoly consedl
him many a pang. This state of affairs went on for soue tine;
and then one day things reached a Jlimax. and their Lrief
happiness was at an end,

Amongst their aequaintances was a Ciptain Puan, n man
of rather doubtful charaeter, for whom Biuce bFad an infelise
dislike. He admired Evodia, and made no seerct of his admira-
tion. 'This maddened her Iover, and he implored her in keep
him at a distance. She promised to do #0; aml, Toolish thougn
+he thonght such a request, was determined to be trae to bee
word. Iut she had no idea how difficult this woul: be.

A couple of weeks later a friend of the Maynes wave
a picnic on the river, Bruce was detained 1n  town by
business. Much rejoiced at his absence, Captain Deun kept cloe
to the girl all day; and, in spite of her cold locks and distant
manner, paid her most marked attention.

In the evening Bruce ran down o Mzidenhead to join the
party at dinner ; and as he stood in the gard:n of the hotel. watel,.
ing the boats approach, he looked out eargrrly for Evodia. DBug
suddenly he flushed hotly, and his heart throbled with indignation,
In the second boat, a little apart from their eompanions. sat Ciptuin
Dean and Evodia Mayne. Her head was bent, and he was w hi-per-
ing in her ear.

Bruce stampied his foot, and an oath escaped his 1ipa,

** This must end, or—"

“Why, Edgar, how angry you lock!” said Evedia, springing
lightly onto the grass, and lying her hand npon his arm,

“ You have disobeyed me ' he cried. * Evodia, [

“Pray be calm 7 Ii was not my faull.”

“Not your fault ! I can not believe—"

“Then don't!” she flashed out. = And allow me to say, Dr.
Bruge. that I will not be spoken te in such a manrer. You to not
reem pleased with me of lute.  Lut lI—well all hit gs considered, I
think we had better end our engag. went.”

“ Kyodia, do yor mean it 7

“Cerininly.”  ble was hort and angry, and did not we ish ler
words,  © Youare tyranunical, jealons, i

“¥ay mo more !’ lle gave her one long Inok,
troubl: yeu: yoa are free.  Gowd-bye, Miss Muyne !

“Guod-bye ! she replied 3 aud, scaredly krowing what the
did, she took Captain Dean's arm ard qmck]y pusscd into the diniug -
room,

Eelprnr gazed aft v oher da silent eonsiferation ; thew, with a
sroan of wignt-h. ttrned gway and strode out of the gardon

Evodia spont & mwerable eveninz, Emboldened by what Le
had scon and Feard Capiadn Denn asked tlu: i1 o Lecome Lis w e,
But she refuscl him mndigawmtly ;o oend, with o eturia of 16t s,
acensed hna of having wreekod her happmess ; aud, otto1 au angy
sgene they parted never o weet again.

Asvinn as soe could, Evadin burried home, half boping to fod
Edgar wating 1o torgive her @ but e wis ot —hud 1ot boen e, .
Lhen she thought she wouli write to biw, But her pride stoppot
in and :hie cou <! not bring harredf to do o, Tle would suiely come
next d oy or mothe evarang, and very soun eveiything would be ea-
plained and torgiven. Wueday pasaidover, huwever; eveling came
ond the nighe wuore one Anoder day beubke, aud another. zud
anotl er s pur Lidgar neicher came nor wiote,

The il was destracted, e had taken her at lier woid,
Their copagenont was at an el 5 all was over botweon them, 14
was cruel, untair s he ought not o huve cotdewn d—tbel.oved 1he
worst of Levee readiy. And yot o) pearonees hud been sgainet Ler,
Itowasa ot surp g he vasaugrey. Ouee she wrote o Ly lotter
telling hivve tuis; then she tore 16 up He wust wake vie st
adtane it w s net tizhit that she ehould do wn,

Aol b happe ned 1o Jine, e Aasuss Luodia wend aliood
with fer Lethor md metinr. She told them quictly thet sae L
brolen 6ff her enpagernints el they were not sorry, ey wore
ambition« for therr pretty doughier. and hoped that shie woudd -ooa
mTry some one wore ehgible than Ydoar braoe.

The tollowiay winter wis a sovere ove, and 3ra, Mayne, neyver
very etrony, beenmoe a confomed wnval do Evodun subdaed aod
saddened, devoted Tur-od: heart and seul to hor mosher; wnd thegay
world, of wlich she hud been o brilllant an oruamonst, saw her no
more.

She now led a dull, anxions Life; but she never comy Infned.
Her parents often wondercd at the (hauge in Ler, Lut they ue e«
goessed whas she suffered  Her heart achol and her wind s a1
of vue preat yearmng.  1f only she coulit v ¢ Blgar s ad 0] lom of
her aorrow ainl bes hos forgiveness, Forwong hows of the doy sle
would sit with her wuther, cowing or rewiing 3 wd all the thoe sh
vas thinkivg ot Edpar—hopimg, watdiiug, waiting, Dot Le nover
came. lle droppold eompletely out of ler e ; and at List she

1b;ec:ame convinced thar he had ceased to care and had fogoiten
er,

“T will not




