
4 

EB
 a
. 
co

ot
ie

ie
 o
a
 dm
 a
s
d
 

»
 

LB 
V
i
a
n
a
 

0 

Lgl: SN DTN Ri hohe A nL PE Vo ud ep ¥; ; 

Ld 

PROGRESS, SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 7, 1896. 

MISS ROSSITER'S IDEAL. 

Miss Rossiter sat alone in the lLbra‘y, 
gazing rather pensively into the fire. Whn 
the servant came with the lights she had 
gent bim away, sayinz that she preferred 

sitting by the fire ligt, and now she lcaned 
back luxuriously in her great easy char, 
preparatory to the rather urusual indulg- 
ence of an introspective mood. 

She could not be cal ed introspective as | 
a gencral thing, for she was far too busy 
with charities, flower missions, Tolstoi | 
clubs, chur h and society in all their full | 
ness, to all herself th: popular fad of self 
analysis ; end then'there was Tom J.nfizld ; 
she bad been engeged to Tom for nearly a 
yeir 
He was a dear good fellow, and was suc- 

cceding so well in Lis business, and je!— 
well, she was vaguely conscious that the 
had not b2en as deeply disappointed as 
an enga ed girl should be, when she had 
received his rote that day telling her hs 
had been out of town unexpectedly and 
might not be abla to return in time to be 
with her that everig «s he had plasced. 

She wondered it, atter al’, she did love 
kim as she should. 

Ske sighed a litt'e and determin :d to al- | 
low herself the pleasure of feeling rather | 
miserable upoa this subject. 
Tom was a dear, she thought, but if hs | 

| 

| 
1 

only had a little more leve and apprecia- 
tion for the things she cared for! 

Not that he was nct all love and appre- | 
ciation for her, abe admitted o berselt, for | 
she knew that he considered Ler the 
very loveliest and cleverest girlin the 
world ; still th re was no denying that Tom 
was rather slow sometimes and to practical 
he remembered how at the art exbibiion 
they bad stopped before a picture of the 
Impris:ionist school that it was the thing 
to admire. To be quite honest, she was 
not entirely sure whether she really under- 
stood aud admired it herself, but she bad | 
beard so much talk «bout it from people | 
whose judgment she bLeld to be entirely | 

| above criticism that she bad at last per- 
suaded herself that to ber, too, it wes re 
plete wih life and meaning, 

At sny rate it was annoying to have Tom | 
look at ber in undisguised amaz ment as | 
sbe praised its virtues, snd to hear him | 
exclaim: ‘That daub! You eurely don’t | 
admire that ?' Dat then be was so peni- 
tent when she bad explained it to h'm, and | 
even if he did not understand, it was pleas 
ant to hear him say: ‘You are the clever- | 
est girl, Nan. I often wonler how you | 
can care fcr a fellow whose only pretense | 
to good tes'e is Lis love for yeu.” Sie re- 
membered how, afew weeks ego, ata 

symphony concert, ste had looked into 
1om’s face to see if io some degree he did 
not {eel the joy of the music that flooded 
ber soul. 
He was fond of music, in his way, but h2 

was candid enough to confess that a bright, 
pleasing bit of light opera brought fa 
more pleasurable emotions to him than the 
most soulful melodies of the great masters. 
On this particular occ-sion Mis: Rossi- 

ter remembered that be bad re'urned ker 
rapt expression with one «f anxiety, and 
had murmured tenderly: ‘What is it 
darling ? Are you sitting in a draught ? 

| prided berce f upon her ‘a'mness under the 

| give a sudden start ard exclamation. 

| littia pinch to tee if she could be dreaming 

Ob, dear, it was always draughts, or 
some'hing equally annoying to her. She 
wondered if tha could choose for hers:l, 
what her i’eal would be hike. 

She pictured to herself several types of 
Ler own cr ation finally wavering between 
a dreamy Burne Jones figure and a hcro of 
the Chevalier Bayard type, so dear to mos! 
women. Som how or other Tom's vigor- 
ous personality would persist in mixing it- 
s:1t up with her brain poriraits until they 
were such a bad compcsition that in de- 
spair she gave up the personal appearance 
ot ter ideal. 

‘Not that I care s» much for locks,’ she 
s1id to hereel!, ‘bat how pleasant it would 
be to have a lover who understood my 
every thought, who anticipated every wish, 
and who would know what 1 was about to 
say before the words were formed, whose 
knowledge was boundless, anl whose soul 
would be in touch with all that was good 
én true and beautiful.’ 

Oh. if she could but s2e such a cne, she 
thought to herself, how she cculd unburden 

her soul to him. 
Conversation would be a rapture, and 

how ernabling, how elevating, lite with 
such a one would pe ? Just at this point in 
har reveries Miss Rossiter (who rather 

moat surprising and trying circumst inces) | 

She rubbed her eyes, and gave herselt a 

No, she was wide awake, and in the easy 
chair near her sat a man, a sfranger to ber. 
Strange to say, th? felt n:ither alarmed 
ner ember sed, and after the moment of 
surprise at this sudden visita‘ion the stole 
another look at ber unexpect:d companion, 
who was gaz ng izt ntly into the fire. 
He was rather tall and slender, end bis 

regular features ard dark drcamy eyes 
were pleasant to look upon. 
She bad a vague impression of fani'iar- 

ity as she watched him, and a haunting re- 
semblance to som2en?, b2ihips a more | 
brain ims3ge, puzz'el her. 
Just then be turned toward her and 

smiled slightly. 
‘I do not wonder that you like to sit | 

here,’ he sid in courteous accents; ‘it is a | 
pleasant room and gratifi:s one's esthe'ic | 
s'nse. You lke to watch the fire light 
glimmer through th: room, now playing 
upon the gilt of the picture frames, or sud- | 
denly lighting ‘or & moment some duky 
corner ; but, bert ot all, your like to watca 

| the warm glow leap over that marble 
| 
| 

| | 

Pay he. Ycu bave a passion for coler. | 

“There is no thouzht of yours that I do! 
not know,’ hesaid; ‘nd 1 came here in | 
response (0 your wis! | am your lonzed- 
for k'ndred soul —your real’ zed ideal.’ 

Miss Rossiter was silent for a moment 
and eat vainly trying to recall the theori:s 
that Herr Gundlach hed sdvanced before 
the German club concerning kindred sou's 
and stlinities. If she remembered rightly | 
be had seen that ea'h soul kad a kindred | 
¢oul, but that sometimes there were limita- | 
tiors of time and tpice which in another 
world —but just here the strangar interrupt- 
e] her thought by eaying. 

‘Yee, that is t uz, but cometim?s, under 
peculiar conditions, as to-night, time and 

space are as nothing and so it is that I am 
with you now.’ 
He ceased speaking. Surely it was the 

opportunity of Miss Rossiter's life for un- 
bounded soul revelations, but odd to relat, 
she felt strangely silent. 
A number of naturally curious questions 

flitted through her brain, but she checked 
her thoughts a little guiltily, as it occurred 
to her that in ali probability the stranger 
was cognizant of her thoughts and might 
consider her inquisitive. 

‘No,’ Le remarked po'itely, ‘I am not 
permitted to revea! the laws which govern 
me, nor can I tell bow long I may be able 
to remain with yeu.’ 
Then he really did not know what she 

was thinking. 
She had never imagined how very per- 

plexing it would be to constintly control 
one's thoughts ; to put & check rein on them 
to (uote Tom's language. 
Ste turned a little uneasily in her chair, 

and in doing so inadvertently revealed one 
of her dsintily slippered feet. 
Now Tom had a special weakness for a 

dainty slipper, as ebe well knew, and for- 
getting for a mom nt that it was not Tom 
who sat there she locked up in apparent 
unconsciousness of any little feminine art, 
only to meet an amused smile in the | 

| stranger's eyes. 
‘Ye, most men like to see a pretty slip- 

per,’ he commented benovolently. A 
ceqaet ishly placed ribbon, a flhwer in the 
hiir, are £0 many arrows to th: masculine 
heart. Little mn dream of the time and 
thought that have been given to what | 
s ‘emed to them some unconscious little ar- 
rangement.’ 

Miss Rossiter flashed angrily, and drew 
her foot back with a jerk. Really, this | 
tbirg cf laying bare one's every little 
thought was too much, and yet was it not 
exac ly what ste had wished for—to be 
perfectly understood ? 
She ought to bz above su h little weak- 

nesses, anyhow. 
Perhaps if she tried books the conversa- 

tion might become more animated. 
Tie stranger followed her glance as it 

rested on a emall table near her, where 
several books were lying. 
‘You have been reading he remarked. 

Ah, yes, I see—Ibsen, Browning, Toistol’ 
He smiled a little wearily. 

‘You, of cours:, have read them all,’ 
sard Miss Rossiter, a little shyly, for she | 
happened to to think, that ‘boundless 

knowledse was ome of her wished for 
ideals attributes. 

‘I? Oh,’ yes, he answered. *Ycu do not 
quite knw whether you quite care for 
Ibsen or rno*, do you?’ 
Now, this was indeed true. but as the 

president of an Ibsen club Miss Kossiter | 
had n=ver before faced the fact. 

She was a clever girl and accustomed to 
being looked up to as (nite an authority 
literary matters by her own special coterie. 
Had not Dunning Jones, the most success- 
ful jHurnalist in the city, told someone that 
Miss Rossiter was a very interestiag girl, 
well read end up in everything? But be- 

| fore ‘unbounded krowledge’ how could 

For the ficst time in ber life the self-pos- 
es:ed, cultivated Miss Rossiter felt shy, 
crude and ignorant. She was really a 

one talk easily or air one’s little opinions? | 
| 
| 
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very superior young wemon, of lofty aims 
and ideals, but, beiog a very human end 
very charming person, she hed her little 
limitations, all of which sh? would have 

| confessad to you with refreshing candor. 
| Still she could not help wondering for a 
moment if life with a person who ‘thorough- 

| ly understood’ her would, after all, be as 
| helpful as life with someone whose love ¢x- 
| aggerated ber virtues aad olinded him to 
| her defects. 
| Asshe sail to her most intimate grl 
= afterwards: ‘It never occurred to 
me before just how many of my so-cal'ed 
virtues were called out jist because Tom 
thought I possessed them. 

*You see, that touched me so, the im- 
plicit coufidence in me, that I would im- 
mediately proceed to cultivate all my sup: 

| posed good qualities, so that I might keep 
my place in Tom's regard with greater sat- 

isfaction to myself.’ 
This night referred to, however, th» did 

not allow h rs:1f to so» distinctly formulate 
the thought. 
Oace more th» turned the coaversation 

to books, to art and music. But what 
plea ue could there bz ina conversa‘'ion 

| where the other party concernad krew be- 
fore she spoke all that she would ssy. He 
even indirectly apologiz:d once for antic 
p ting her. 

‘I cannot help it, you see,’ he ssid. ‘1 
cam? in answer {0 your wish, burdened 
with th2 con’i ions it imposed upon me. 

‘It doe mike conversition awkwaad, I 
admit, but we may as well mak: the test 
~ it, for I am powerless to leav: you, un- 
€8:— 
‘Unless what ?' said Miss Rossiter with 

more of the ‘sprel the parting guest’ in 
Ler tone than was consistant with true 

politeness, but the stranger only smiled and 
looked orc2 more into the fi-e. 
_ Acsense of injury commencad to rankle 
in Miss Rossiter’s mind. *And all because 
of a foolish wish, that I hive hz2ard a 
dczen girls mike. my life is to be spoil=d 
in this way,’ she thought. DIerhaps Tom 
would not hive loved hr so deeply had he 
really unders‘cod her. 
The past tense of that last thoug'it sent 

a pang through her hart. Was ste al- 
ways to be tied to this dreadful mind read- 
er of a realiz:d ideal. 
She supposed the only thing for her to 

do was to live upon such a high plane that 
she need not obj:ct or fear to be &s a print- 
¢d page for him to read. 
And yet, oh, the weariness of the idea! 

No more half severe, halt coquettish lce- 
tures to Tom on his stupidity, always end- 
ing ia increased adoration on his part, and 
increased aff-ction on h:rs, tor it always 
pleasel her fancy, after baving firmly es- 
tablished her (lim to idealship in To u's 
mind, to be to ex‘'remely gracious and 
penitently affectionate that the “‘large and | 
apprecitive aulienc2 of one,” as Tem re. | 
marked, went home bappy. 

But all thos old, happy times were 
over, she thought. 

Rossiter's mind that the great tears gath- 
ered in ber eyes, and on: had escapad 
from beneath the long lashes and was slow- 
ly rolling down her ch ek, when two strong 
arms suddenly enfolded her and a sympa- 
thetic voice, Tom's voice, was saying: 
‘What in the world are ycu dreaming 
abous, you poor dear?’ 

Now Miss Rossiter was not as a rule | 
wildly demonstrative, but upon th's occa- | 
sion ber manner was warm enough to grati- 
{y the most ardent lover. 

She clung to Tom, as if he had just ben 
rescued from som? dreadful calawity and 
th: feared to lose kim again, and when h» 
begged ber to tell him what was the mat- 
ter, that he ‘didn’t understand,” she ex- 
claimed ratte: hysterically: ‘Ob, th tis 

! Idont want ycu to! the bcau'y of it! 
under:tand, Tom, dear, and I'm so glad 
you don't. I don’t think I ever care to be 
understood again. It was only a dream, 
and he's gone, thank goodness, but you 
never can know how [ suff:red.’ 

Tom looked deeply puvzz'ed at these 
scemingly random and incoherent remsris. 
but at her express desire forebore quet- 
tioning her. Whatever it was she had 
dreamed the effzct produced was that he 
tad bad a warmer welcome than ever be- 
fore during their engagement, and he was 
satisfied. 

At the next meeting ot the German Club 
Miss Rossiter, who a few waeks before had 
read astirriag paper advancing th? theory 
that some time on this earth there would 
be a golden age, whan kindred souls would 
live in th: full delight of realiz:d ideals, 
read an equally stirring paper combating 
and flitly contradicting her own pet the. 
ories. 
On the way home from tke club Mrs. 

Denny, who prided herself on finding the 
sudden springs which produced action in 
her friends’ minds, suddenly remarked : 

‘Nan Rossiter, you hava some reason for 

so su‘denly chinginz your mind akout 
those theories of yours.’ 

“Yes," replizd Miss Rossiter, with an in- 
scrutable smile; ‘I have a rcason, but that, 
as Kipling says, is anctker story, and one 
I refus? to tell.’— Agoes Drown in Phila- 
delpbia Times. 

Chinam:*n Buying Wives, 

The Chinamen of Australia, when they 

{ take a notion to marry, write to matrimon- 

Such a deep pity for berself filled Miss | WS agents is Tg SUNG SRE 
lows: ‘I wanta wife. She mult be a 
maid -n under twenty years of age, and 
must not have left her fathers honse. She 
must also have never raad a book, and her 

eye-lashzs must be balf an inch in length, 
Her teeth must be sparkling as the pearls 

of Ceylon, her breath must be like unto the 
s ‘ents of the magnificent odorous groves of 
Java, ani her attire must bs from tha silk- 
en weavers of Ka-la-Choing, which are on 
the banks of the greatest river in the 
world —the overflowing Yang-tse-Kiang’ 
The price of a Chinese woman delivered 

in Sydaey is £100, but two Chinese women 
only cost £260; therefore, the Cainese 
import th: women in couples. The import- 
er never secs the woman before they arvive, 
and then he generally selacts the best one. 

| The other is showu round toa numb:zr of 
well-to-do Chinese, and a'ter they have in- 
spected her she is submitted to what may 
be called public auction. 

Dr. Parkhursi’s Views of Theatres, 

We command these remarks of Dr. Park- 
hurst of New York to his brethren who bc- 
lieve—no cout honestly —that the theatre 
is inevitably a short and greased chute to 
the sulphurous pit: ‘Th> theatre I believe 
in profoundly. Asa means of intellectual 
stimu'us and of moral uplift there is nothing 
with the possible exception of the pulpit, 
that could stand alcngside of it as an en- 
ginery of personal efl.ct, provided only it 
would maintain itselt in its proper charact- 
er as the dramatiz :d in ‘arnation of strength 
Personally, I would like at least oncz a 
week to get out from under the incubus of 
ordinary obligation snl to yield myself in- 
tellectually and emotionally to the domin- 
ation of dramatic power. I could live with 
a fresher lifz and could write and speak 
with & more recaperated vigor, I am 
sure.—Bosten Jouroals 

THE MAN WHO-HEARD IT BEFORE. 

[SOLO AND DUET.) 
EDWARD HOLST. M. W. WALTER. 
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