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A WHITE ROSE.

She was very young in spite of her nine-
teen years ; very young, and of unmeasured
innocence, Yet it was a whole year rince
that day most radiant in her memory—the
day when she bad graduated from the little
bearding school up in the Connecticut bills.
She dreamed it over otten now—the golden
morning, enriching the young green mead-

ows that curved against the sky ; the troop
ot girls in white—her Iriends—marching
into the ball and awaiting the proud expect-
ancy of many faces ;the tremor of ber heart |
when she arose to read her essay about !
“Hasppy Queens,” the cruel tears that got |
into Ecr voice at the valedictory climax of |
the paper, as she turned to pronounce the |
long tarewell. It was a great day, good to |
koow and dear to remember—would she |
ever sgain have so much glory ?

For the world seemed Jarge and vague, |
and she could not find her place in it. Every
one was kind to her, she did all thar was |
appointed ot work or play,and lived gently
through well ordered days. Yer, when she
walked out under the deep sky, her heart
would open wide with wonder that could
no? find words—wor der about tbe meaniog
of it,about the cold vastness of the world
and her own littleness, about the strange-
ness of being alive ; or even a deeper won-
der whether she was really alive at all,
whetLer this seeming world was not a pan-
orama of illusions., And so ber “‘first sea-
son,” as her mother called it, passed as
vaguely as a dream. Shke talked and
laugbed snd danced hke the other girls, or
tried to, but had no part in the'r abserb-
ing dramas, and felt aloot from the heroes
ol them.

And now it was over, and she could have
a quict summer in the country, and look
out upon imperious Lake Michigan, while
the sands of its shoree slipped through her
fingers. On the whole, 1t was pleasanter
10 be a'one, though she tried not to feel
uncc miortable when ber solitude was in-
vaded. There was a melancholy gentle- |
man not far away down the bluff who
seemed to like to talk to her while they
wandered tack and forth on the sand.
She scarcely knew wlat to say to him,he
wss so much older; but her heart weut
outin sympathy to one who was manilestly
unhappy, to she screwed up her courege |
and tried to forget that h: was a man and
an ali°n.

At last he told her a ¢ad story to explain |
his sighs, told her of thoughts and feelings
wh ch had thrilled her in books and on the
stage, but which none ot her friends |
had ever belore contessed. Somehow, |
tkey did rot seem natural in the new
guise—it was as though she had crossed
the footlights to assume a role. There
was an awiul excitement in the change, but
it made her suddenly aware of rouge and |
powder, of trapdoors and painted scenery.
Did real men and women really suffer such
ecstacies of rapture and dispair, and was
she to hear of them, teel them in the faces |
of her triends ?

They were sitting on the sand together as |

| darkly beautifuljand almost boyish.

' moment ?

moon shone full in his face and silvered his
curly hair. He fold her how he had been
in love, and her heart beat fiercely to hear
that thrilling phrase from the lips of s
livng man. He had beenin love with a
false hearted Southern beauty, one of those
marauding creatures whose lot hitherto had
been to prey upon heroes of romancee, but
woose exhistence in the flesh had never
been proved to Rose before. it appeared
tbat this unworthy being had vowed she
loved him, and promised te marry him, but
alter a week or two of rapture her loyal-
hearted lover haa discovered that she was
engaged also to another man— ‘a fipuling
little Creole with a plantation in Missis
sippi and a bank account in New Orleans.”
] went to her in a rage, told her she
kad wrecked my life—and she laughed at

' me,” the blighted lover continued bitterly.

+“But did you care for her any more

said Rose. p
Do you think I could get over such

| feeling 1 a minute ?’

Kose felt the injured tone in his voice,
and said, I suppose not,” with a wisttul

| wonder at the power of passion to conquer

reason. * She clasped her bands behind
her head.” he went on, ‘*and looked at me
sideways and laughed. And then she said
—1 can hear her little drawl now—Baut you

| know, *‘I like you both, Arthur Dunne—

why don’t yon fight it out ?'”

““Why—she was wicked,” said Rose,
horriied. **You should never think of her
again.”

“Taere is a spell about such women,”
said the stricken bero. ‘:She is my evil
genius, I suppose.”

Rose looked at him with awe for bis
deep experiencc in life. His sorrowtul
face looked handtome in the moonhght,
Sure-
ly h: was too young to bave suffered so
much—perhaps twenty seven was not such
a great age after all. She dropped her

eye with a swiit shyness: the silence
deepened around her, and she could
‘not thimk how to break it. When

Whet could she say to console him—a
little insignificent tbing, ignorant of griet !

Suddenly she became aware of two fig-
ures approaching—her neighbor’s coach-
man and housemaid, out for a stroll. They
would pass in front of her—what could she
say ? She was sitting in the moonlight, alone
with & man—what would they think?
Would they glance at her and smile, and
fancy the man had been making love to
her ? How terrible ! How unjust! She must
say something quiet and commonplace, just
to show that nothing of that sort had been
going on. What could she say ? Why did
Mr. Dunne sit there looking at the moon,
without a word to help her at that awlul
The strollers were near—were
not two feet away. She must speak - oh,
for a ready tongue !

““I hope such a tbing will never happen
to you again—-—" The words tumbled
out of the girl's mouth as the wayfarer’s
passed between them and the moon.

“What did you say " said Arthur Dunne,

| startled from his reverie.

And now poor litile Rose could have

he confessed his sorrows, and the waniog lstabbcd herselt for her foolish speech.

How could she have said it? And how
could she repeat 1t in cold blood? She
tried to think ot sometning else to say at
that moment. She would have welcomed
any lie; but her brain was paralyz:d. The
young man repeated bis question—and
how handsome he lookad as he turned to
her! Wassha a tool, that in spite of icy
lips and a sinking heart she could do notb-
ing but repeat thos2 stupid words?
He looked back toward the lake. ‘A

| burnt child dreads the fire,” he said, after

apause. Rose feitd-graded and oppressed ;
shame made her blood ruan cold. She sul-
fered one of those writhing agonies ot seif-
disgust which only the young know. The
beauty of ths night had gon:; she rose
shivering, and they climbed the bluff in
silence.

In the morning she woke with a rusth of
shame and lived over again those awlul
moments. What could he have thought
of her? How could she live it he thought
her toolish and indelicate? She must de-
serve that he should despise her, for in
every face shelfelt a suspicious smile. Her
mother’s eye twinkled, her tather called
her a little flirt, and ber twelve-year-old
brother shouted, *‘[ saw you; did he pro-
pose by the light of the moon?’ How
cruel they were. How little they knew of
his sorrows, her fecelings. They thought
that there was only only one thing in all
the world which a man and a woman could
talk about under the moon. She longed
for some one who would not laugh at her,

some heart of sympatby, in the crowded

world.

It seemed strange thit she saw no more |

of Arthur Danne. Why should he avoid
her? He had no right to despise her for
one toolish speech, even it—she shivered
to think how he might interprct 1t. He
ought to teel that she needed a triend, and
vet he never cam2. She would not go
down to the sands any more, after all the
teasing; but surely he might climb the

bluff. She began to teel bitter as she
thought of his adoring that Southern
woman. How could men care for such

creatures 7 What was the secret of their

| charms? And guddenly she longed for

the secret.

Sach thoughts as these frightened ber
and she brushed them awav; but again and
agun they returned. Oae day they
crowded in upon her with. questions as she
sat on the blaff, brooding over the lake.
It was two weeks and more since that fool-
ish night, and yet she felt Arthur Danne’s |
step behind bec on the grass. He ap- )}
proached resolutely and sat down.

“Sse here!” he said almost fiercely, ‘I
want to kaow woat you meant by thac re-
mark of yours the other night ?”

She trembled, and her voice pleaded for
mercy. “You ought to know I didn't
mean anything,” she said.

“You must have felt that I loved you be- |
fore I knew it myselt,” he remarked.

“Why, no—no —I thought you-—cared
for” (she couald not yet urter familia-ly so

large a word as ‘‘love”)—‘‘that other
woman.”

“Qh, thas all bosh,” said Arthur
Danne, irrelevantly. ¢ care tor you.

And 'm going to try and make you like
me »

But she telt instantly that she liked him
already ; and instead ot sobdering her this
new em.tion made her laugh. A joy that
was almost hysterical swept over her. ‘It
would not do,” she said, between gay
smiles, “‘to let that awtful thing happen to
you again.”

And the next instant she was slippiog
away down the bluff and he was chasing
her.

; Insulted the Kaiger.,

A girl of Metz 14 years old, has recently
been condemned to eight days imprison-
ment for having insulted the German
imperor. The insult consisted in writing a
| private letter to one of ber little friends in
| which there was something ditrespectiul to
| bis maj2sty. It is said that such sentences
|
1

are common in Alsace-Lorraine. Ierr
Lebknecht, the veteran socialist [ot the
| rich stag, will bave to serve four months’
| imprisonment also for intuiting the em-

1 , ‘
| peror aiter the reichstag adjourrs.

[erry Sleigh Bells

The Fines Winter Turnouts in the Country
HAVE YOU GOT A NICE SLEIGH?

If not. justlook at this Family Cladstone
Neatest and handsomest turnout made.

Ard then on this Sleigh.
and for Fast Driving,

Just the thing for Comfort
Strong and Durable, ‘
For prices and all information apply to

JOHN EDGECOMBE & SONS,
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Make Your Home Beautiful and Cosy.

DECORATE YOUR ROOMS WITH HANDSOME WORKS OF ART AT A SMALL COST

Do not disflgure your walls with cheap paintings, lithographs, &c., when you can obtain genuine art treasures for less money. The most

critical lovers of art cannot condemn your taste it you select from our pictures as they are absolutely true to nature.
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interesting colle 't ion

host of others.
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If so, make up an album of your favorite authors.
portrait of an author, then his home it obtainavie, and let these be
followed by illustrations ot bis works. o
Dickens, and many others mav be treated in this way, making a most’
We also publish full sets of illustration for books
on art and travel, Ssuch as “I'he Marble Faun,” “Ben Hur,” “Romola,”
“Corinne,” Grimm ‘' late of Micbael Angelo,” Taine’s * Italy,” andsgm'g“

And of the above pictures in sizes to suit purckasers

———~—Agents

The Ira Cornwall Co., L'td., St. John, N. B, -

Are You Literary in Your Tastes?

Use first the 7.

Scott, Shakespeare, Burns,} '3

Have You Been Abroad ? ;

If so, a complete illustration of your trip is almost a necessity, and
the arrangement of the album is simplified by following your route 1
exactly as you travelled, interspersing the paintings &nd sculptures ]
which have made an impression on yvour mind in their proper places.

if you did not bave time to purchase photographs while away, or
if you wish to fillin pictures or views which you were unable to secure,

we ean be of great assistance to you.

If you will send us an outline

of your iourney, we will send a selection of photographs to youjlon

approval, covering the chief points

Rentwal
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Are You Simply a Lover of Pretty Pi

Many of us care only to own
caller, or entertain the children.
while away many & tedious hour.

A careful selection from Par
quired for this purpose, and our i

assistance.
This illustrated catalogue conta

the subjects found in Part Third of our catalogue and supplement. |
to make selections on receipt of a deposit of six

be returned or credited on account at the option
fe return to us within four weeks of its receipt.

sent to persons desiring
dollare, which money will
of the purchaser on its sa

and Dealers wishing to secure a

ctures Pleasing to the Eye ?

"a book that would please the casual
Such a book sent to an invalid would

of interest in each city visited.

t*Third of cur catalogueYwould be re-
llustrated catalogue would be of great

ins over 2,000 minu;e illustrations of
It is

supply of these Works of Art should

address————
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for Do You Wish to Study the Old Masters ?
Pasticulars We can supply you with photograpks of all the leadirg works in the
and F. ¢ famous European galleries. These are arranged chronologically in our
catalogue, and are also divided into schools. Portraits ot the artists them- 5
e selves are oft«n procurable, and these, with three ur four of their leading
what Jwoirks, give one a good insight into the style and {reatment of subjects by
e K the d.fferent schools. [ -u: Ea
¢ pewre . Is Architecture]YourfHobby ?

You M'[ An interesting and decidedly useful album may be made by fcllow-
Gah ing the progress ol building from tke early Egyptians (o the present time, B

" including the Greek, Roman, Rensissance, Gothic and Modegn styles, in-

to terspersing the famous marble buildings of India and the curious temples
Obtaian of lean‘
as
Preminm.[§

Any of the above pictlres In sizes to suit purchasers.

Greneral Agents for the
Soule Photo Co. of Boston.
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