
'It willmean a lot to us, Nettie dear^' he went
on.

"'
You needn't go back to the scho"olho,use. Why

can't we marry now, right away? '
She, too, rose to her feet, her lips compressed,her

face paler than ever, her look of concern growing toone
of real pain. But still hc-r emotion passed unseen by
him ; she had turned aside and was resting an elbow
on the piano.'This is no time to talk of such a thing,' she said
coldly. '*Only a few hours ago i gazed onmy dea,d
uncle's face, when the others had gone. For many a
long day there will be sadness in my heart. Now leave
me, Norman. This evening Iwish to fee alone.'

Her eyes sought las now, and at last their reproach-
fulness smote him.

1Oh, of coarse there will be the usual p-eriod of
mourning,' he murmured, abashed and confuted. 'I
didn't mean anything else, Nettie. You know that,
don't you ? '>

1Go, please, gio.' She held out her hand; there
was a sob in her voice, the shine of tears in her eyes.

Then he went his way into the rainstorm and thedarkness,, and she was alone with the fire glow, her
chastened girfefi for the dead, the dull awakening con-
sciousness that something in her golden dream of love
had been changed to dross.

11.
On the following evening he found himeelf again in

her rooms. She had been out all day, but it could not
be long now before she would be home. Ho the land-
lady, who knew the relation in which the young people
stood, had meantime made him comfortable, turning on
the electinc Myht and replenishing tho stovo. Ilefyvy
rain, unremitting during several days, was still splash-
ing dismally outside.

He v/as a handsome young fellow, square built and
strong, comely of feature, with ability, self-reliance,
and correct living writtenon e\ cry lme of his face— such
a man, by outward seeming, as any maiden might ha\c
deemed herself happy to have won. 'He paced theroom
disturbfeid and nervous, pausing every now and then to
examine some trifle, aimlessly, half unconsciously— & pho-
tograph on the mantel, a book on the table, thebroad-
leaved piot-plant in the window recess.

At last he heard the outer door open, and hecame
to ahalt. A minute later she entered the room. As
he closed tho door behind her he caught a glimpse of
the dripping cloak, umbrella, and rubbers that had been
surrendered to the landlady in the hall. But, disen-
cumbered from her panoply of waterproofing, the girl
was dry and warm, rosy with the cold and exercise.
She gjave him her hand.'Where have you been ?

'
he asked.'

Where would you think ?
'

she answered.
Ho gazed at her black gown, her black hat— watched

her drawing the black kid glows from her Infers.
1 Yoii don't mean to tell me that you went to the

funeral? ' His voice vibrated with the restraint he
was imposing upon himself.

1Yes, Iha\e been to poor Uncle Henry's funeral.'
With pjrave self-ip'ossession she unpinnc-d her hat, and laid
it by her side on the table.

He took a step forward, and looked down at her.'
What foolishness ! What utter foolishness !

'
he

exclafmedbitterly.
'

When 1 didn't finid you at homeI
began to fear it. So you have sacrificed common sense
to sentiment. You have deliberately thrown away that
legacy.'

Her faco paled. She becl-oncd him to a chair at a
little distance.'Yes, Ithrew away that legacy. Sit down, Nor-
man. When you left me last night IAveighed every
question involved. Was Itoallow the uncle who had al-
ways been kind to me and my mother to go to his
grave unwept and unhonored— no one of Hn lo him
giving sign of regret for his loss or of respect for his
memory ? Would you have asked me to do that, Nor-
man, for the sake of a thousand dollars or ton times a
thousand 9

'
'
His own deliberate act imposed the condition,' was

the sullen rejoinder
'
I bet that not one of the

others turned u(p at the graveside— they stuck close to
their legacies.''

Yes, his hiothers Ebenezer, Hiram, James, his
sister Mary, all were absent. It was the more fit-
ting, therefore, -that Ishould ha there.''

And you never thought of me— of our future '
You know my struggle to get a start— my helplessness
in the law business without some capital. You know
quite well that lhat money would have got me the
partnership with Kingston. Iwent to see him this
morning ; we talked it over ; everything was settled.
And now Icome here to find that all my efforts are un-
done.'
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In his agitationhe had risen from his seat, takenbut a moment before at her bidding. She surveyedhim
calmly ; sne sp.oJce with gentle sadness, but with none
oi the trembling irresolution of the night before.'

Two days ago, Norman, Ishould have deemed itimpossible that yoiu would have spoken like this tome—that you wouldhave counselled me to wrong my con-science, to go contrary to my sense of right, for thesake of money. You say I.have thrown away my leg-acy. Bui.Ilose much more than that— l lose thefaithIhad in you. My dream of happiness is over.1
He moved uncomfortably and ins face flushed.' Oh, it needn't amount to that,1 he murmured. 'Isuppose we'll get over the loss of the money.''
But the loss of faith ?

''
Sentiment again,' he protested.

1Then sentiment shall rule my life,' she " replied,drawinga ring from her finger and placingit upon thetable.
'
It|egin to think that sentiment may b«e) a, betterguide to one's conduct than reasoned judgment. Every-thing is ended. But Iwant you to learn the lessonthat the instinct of right is always the wisest onetofollow. Let me tell you what happened to-day, Nor-man. Please sit down again.1

Mechanically and without a word he obeyed her"Uncle Henry was laid in the grave by his oldfriend, Mr. Boone and myself. When all was otver wereturned to Booklovers' Corner. There, to my sur-prise,Ifound my three uncles and my aunt once moreassembled. They had bpen sent for by Mr. Boone's in-structions. For there was a codicil to the will to beread after the funeral.'
The glimmer of dawning intelligence was in thelistener's eyes now. The girl continued :
1The first legacies wcie revoked, and 10,000 dollarsueieleft to each brother or sister who had forfeited hisor her benefit under the will by taking part in the fun-eral. An eiqjual sum was left to me, but with no con-

dition attached, doubtless for my dear mother's sakeHowever, the will further prouded that if Ihad atten-ded at t'hc grancside IAyas to be sole residuary legateeafter certain large charitable bequests had been paid
out of the estate.''

So ho was rich after all ?
'

lin the old days of youthful aijiiig,, it appears
that ho had "gained the friendship of a minor in Ari-zona. Through this connection there came the chance,
later on, to take a financial interest in a prospecting
venture. For ten long years Uncle Henry paid contri-
butions to a doubtful mine. Only two years ago it
tumod out to be a bonanza. But he would neverleavethe old shop— the 800Movers' Corner he loved so well
—the business he was managing for his aged benefac-
tor.''His brothers will fight that will.''

That is what they "at once threatened. But UncleHenry had provided for this very continpjency. A year
before he tiled he had deeded ail his property to Mr.
Eo>>nc. So theie was no real will— just an honorable
understanding between Iwo friends, scaled now by
deatih. Why Iam so late tCFinght is that Mr. Boone
and I ha\o been to a trust company's office, where
everything has been transferred into my name.1

The young lawyer drew a deep breath. He stood
erect and began buttoning his coat. ''You aro right, Nettie. This ends our dream. If
you had remained poor, some day Iwould have owned
my fault, and begged your forgiveness for my ill-humor
to-night.\ For even whileIwas blaming, in my heart
Iwas admiring you. But, of course, my self-respect
forbids apology now. Good-night.'

She madeno move, uttered no word to detainhim.
When ho was gone, wiien the click of the closingfront door had reached her ear, she rose, turned off the

electric li'gjht, threw open the stove, and nestled down
on the rug amid the warmth and the softened radiance.
Thus for a long time she remained, searchingher heart
and weighi/ng the life issues., .j

The fire had burned low, Ihe room was almost in
darkness. But ad last she stirred, and, rising to her
knees, reached forth a hand for the engagement ring
still lyin.fl on the table. As she stooped towards the
dull red of the ashes to gaze upon the discarded trin-ket, there was the shimmer of brilliants— and the gleam
of love^light in her eyes as well.

Had the manliness with which he had taken his les-
son redeemed Mm ? Had her woman's heart been
touched with new tenderness by his very need for her
forgiveness 9 Had reflection brought realisation that
loac may not claim perfection, but can only hope to help
toward it ?

She did not. restore the hoop of gold to its accus-
tomed finger. But «he looped it on a bit of ribbon at
her breast, and, after a long, lingering kiss, slipped it
within the folds of her dress.— Exchange.
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