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Romance of a : 
Reading Room. 

A curious friend ship +prang up between 
two frequenters of the reading room at 
Cooper Voie a year or two ago. Both 
were in the habit of spending the better 
part of every evening there, and both bad 
developed a preference for a particular 
table. At fir:t it was the location of that 
table alone which attracted them, but in 
course of time they became accustomed to 
each other’s company, and although per- 
fect strangers, they felt acquainted, and as 
though they met by appointment. 
One was a stout old Englishman, witha 

florid, stern face—one of those surly taces 
that usually go together with an honest 
and kindly heart. He was a well read 
mechanic and a bachelor, and baving, or 

tive one and finally with a bland good 
evening. 
One night as they sat reading. the Dane 

handed the Evglshman a note which read 
as follows: 

‘Dear Sir: My heart is full tonight, and 
I wish to speak to some good man. Will 
you be my listener ? I like you without 
knowing who you are; but so much the 
better. Would you mind having a cup of 
coffee with me 

‘With pleasure,” was the Englishman's 
written reply. 
Some five minutes later they were seated 

at a marble table in one of tke Vienna 
cafes on Second avenue. 
The Dane spoke English with perfect 

fluency, and although his pronunciation 
was labored and often incorrect, his gram- 
mar was irreproachable. 

‘I beg of you, don’t set me down for a 
crank,’ he began. ‘I zm tired of being 
called that.’ 

‘Whether you are one or not, I'm not 

week or a month, after which there is 
nothing but ‘smoke, smoke,’ as the hero 
of one of Turgeneff’s novels puts it. Are 
you fond of Turgenefl? But excuse 
my impe.tirent questions. Well, I had 
made up my mind to be a ba helor. You 
wish to know why? Bacause I was the 
most forlorn fool in creation. In the first 
place, I had taken it into my head that I 
bad beef born to fill the universe with a 
new sort of sunshine—with the dazzling 
rays ofl my poetry. Accordingly, for me 
to marry and be bothered with a wife and 
children and the sordid details of {amily 
lite would be a crime against the interests 
of humanity, don’t you know. In the 
second place, I should get tired of my wife 
before the honeymoon was halt over, and 
marriage would be eternal torture. I drew 
my conclusions—do you know trom what ? 
From the brevity of my former passion. I 
was an idiot ; the greatest on earth.’ 
‘No you weren't,’ the Englishman inter- 

rupted him. 

like anvthing I had ever experienced be. 
fore. It is still there (he pointed to his 
heart) and will be there to make lite hell 
to me as long as I exist. 

‘I abandoned a thousand things that I 
held dear and came over here in seaich of 
her—in a quixotic search for her. Was it 
not foolish, seeing that I knew not even in 
what city she bad settled P And yet —and 
here I come to the most appalling part of 
it—I did meet her in this city, and at the 
same time I did not; but I hope to come 
across her again, although I may be chas- 
ing a golden sunset. But be it as 1t may I 
either have the courage to give it up and 
to return to my home, nor dol enjoy a 
single hour's rest in this city. 

‘I had searched high and low for her in 
New York and in Chicago, where the 
Swedish colony is much larger, but all in 
vain. | had abandoned all hope and was 
nerving myself up to leave this country 
and to try to forget the whole episode as a 
romantic tale, which could never become 
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pretending to have an aversion to women 
and children, he passed his leisure hours 
either in the seclusion of his little ball bed- 
room or at Cooper Institute The other 
was a dry-faced, beardless Dane, of forty, 
with blue eyes ot pellucid clearness, and 
long waxen locks, which adhered close to 
his head and neck. It was the childish 
and yet penetrating look of those ook 
line eyes ot his which first cast a epell over 
the lookiug Englirthman. He could 
not glanciag at again and again, 
and as he tried to read his book or maga. 
zine he seemed to feel their soft, appeal 
ing gsze upon himself. At one moment 
be was on the verge of a quarrel, but no 
sooner had he met tbe Dane's eye 
instead of resentment be felt like asking 
ithe could not be of to him. 
j 22 to:thn Senadangeien, the crusty look 

° 
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neighbor, far from topetieg, bad: » 

oing to call you names, sir,’ grumbled the | 
Ene 1shman. 

*All right, then. This is my day of 
misery. Just a year ago Fate dealt me a 
blow—or rather, played me a trick—under 
which I bave been squirming and writhing 
ever since. To-day is the snoiversary of 
an accident which may after all drive m2 
mad. By the way, when you kmow me 
better you may find that I am no crank— 
not as yer, at least. Well, then, itisa 
love story Iam going to recount to you—s 
love story of which I am the unbappy hero. 
[s it not amusing—a bero and yet defeated 
and miserable? Well, some three years 
ago I fell in love with a poor but accom- 
plished Sweedish girl in Sop hagre. 
Huve you ever been in love, sir ? : 

‘That's neither here or there. You just 
go oo,’ snarled the Englishman. 

‘I beg your pardonm, sir. I meant no 
offence. aed myself, | had been in love 
a dozen times before I met the Swedish 

‘Yes [ was. Waell, the last girl I fell ia 
love with was a sioguler sort of woman. 
She was not prettv. No. I wish she had 
bear, tor then I should bave forgott-n her 
long ago. But she was good—a genius of 
kindliness—and it goes without saying that 
she was also called crezy. She ioved me 
desperately, and I know it and that helped 
to spoil it all. I made a frank explanation 
to her and t>ld her [ liked her, but my lite 
belonged to Bay. i 

‘Ob, the idiot that Iwa:! She gave me a, 
sad look ani bade me farewell. and that is 
he last I bave seen of her—in Europe, at 
east. 

‘I subsequently learned that she bad 
emigrated to America and that was what 
brought me over here. Why P Because I 
&s not live without her, because when 
she was 

invested 1n flesh and blood, when this very 
dey a year ago I caught sight of her in an 
elevated train on Second avenue. Yes, 
I saw ber seated by an o window—it 
was & beautiful day in September, like this. 
Bat it seemed fate bad only intended it for 
a j>ke on pa = fae cruel wy 
ever played upon a helpless being. ' 
only Tantaius and myselt are familiar with 
this kind of torture. 

*Yes, she was in an uptown train while 
1 was on the opposite track. I looked at 
her back without recognizing her, but just 
as the two treias to move in oppos- 
ite directions, she taced about me, and— 
and —it was the ! Excuse me, dear strang- 
er, you don't see me crying, do you? 
And there is no lump in my throat, either. 
I am not overcome as I you this—no 
more, at least, than usual, than every day, 
for ” heart is always crushed every 
time { chink of it—and when don’t I think 

‘Did you call to ;her I’ the Englishman 

‘Did I! I came" near - jumping - eut of 

the window. But she did not hear me— 
at least, she did not seem to. 

I rushed out of the train at the very 
next stat’on and idiotically boarded an up- 
town one, and—and I bave been a wretch 
ever since. 

‘I have spent many whole days and 
many dollars riding up and down the same 
road in the hope of meeting her once more 
but in vain, in vain.’ 
The Englishman was deeply touched, 

although he tried not to show it. He cme 
away with the Swedish girl's tull nsme in 
his memorandum book and with a secret 
determination to do what he could for his 
eccentric friend. He thought the Dane 
had not conducted his search in 8 practical 
manner, and he decided in his mind to see 
if he could be more success ul. 
The idea of discovering the young 

woman and presenting her to his lovelorn 
friend took a firm grip upon the misan- 
thropic bachelor's mind, and little by little 
became the great ambition of his lonely 
days. He had a little independence of two 
or three thousand dollars, and half of it he 
set aside for advertisements and other ex- 
penses which the pursuit of his all-absorb- 
ing object might involve. Having learned 
from the Dane that bis beloved had taught 
French and embroidery he framed his ad- 
vertisements, in the ‘want’ columns of 
English and German dailies, accordingly, 
in addition to having ‘personal’ notices 
inserted in the various Scandinavian 
weeklies of this country. 
A month passed, another and a third. 

Every evening bis landlady would hand him 
a pile of letters. They bore all sorts of 
signatures and plenty of Swedish names in 
their number, but the one name which had 
become his idee fixe was not there. 
The two friends met at the library as 

usual and frequently took supper together. 
Their intimacy grew apace, through the 
Englishman listened more than he talked. 

‘You aren't a crank at all,’ he once re- 
assured the Dane. ‘You're queer a little 
bit, that's about all. If you met your good 
lady and got married you might settle 
down.’ 

‘Ah, dear fellow,’ sighed the other, with 
out the remotest suepicion of what the 
Englishman was doing for him. 

ne evening, as the mechanic sat rum- 
maging through his bulky mail, he sudden 
ly leaped to his feet. ‘Good! I've got her,” 
be exclaimed so loud that his landlady heard 
him through the door of his room and whis- 
pered to ber husband that their boarder 
was getting crankier every day. 
He at once dispatched a letter to the 

Swedish young lady and next eveming he 
called to see her. — | 
When she heard the Dane's name she 

dropped ber gaze. 
“What is he doing in America’? she 

then inquired. 
‘He bas come for you.’ 
‘For me ?’ she said, with a disconsolate 

shake of her head. 
‘Yes; for you. Why, are you married?’ 

the blunt Englishman demanded, his heart 
sinking within him. 
She shook her head more sadly than be- 

fore. 
bie well then,” her interlocutor fairly 

shouted. ‘Do you still love him ? Will 
you marry him ? He will die if you don’t. 
‘How do you know ?° She burst into 

tears and then pursued sobbingly. ‘Isit 
really true, sir 7? Are you sure of what 
you say 7 Why did he not com: himself ? 
Where is he ? 
‘He is safe and sound; but look here, 

my friend, it is two weeks to Coristmas— 
will you have patience to wait that long ? 
Then I shall give the two of you the nicest 
dinner I ever ate. But promise me that 
you'll keep quiet and let me see you every 
once and awhile.’ 

‘But where is he ?’ 
‘No questions till Christmas or you won't 

see him at all. 
When he met the Dane at the library 

that evening he thrust a note into his hand. 
*Would you mind having Christmas din- 

ner with me ? Accept no other invitations.’ 
At last the long awaited day arrived and 

the Englishman with a fast-beating heart 
received bis Danish friend in his little bed- 
room. 
‘We shall have dinner with my landlady 

today,’ he said to him, ‘but first, I want 
ou to accept a Christmas present which I 

mort prepared for you as a token of our 
friendship. Come, it is in the parlor.’ 
With this he opened the door and usher- 

ed his perplexed visitor into the presence 
for which his heart had been pi_ ing and 
yearning without cessation. 
The two were married the same week 

and immediately left for Copenhagen, 
where, judging {rom the long epistles which 
the Englichman receives from both, they 
live happily. 
As to our British friend he still presists 

in inveighing against married life, but when 
he sits reading the endless rhapeodies on 
matrimonial f>licity in his Danish letters, 
bis crusty face becomes overspread with 
radiance and he seems to feel as if the 
writers of the effusive missives were his 
beloved children.—New York Advertiser. 

Wonder-Working 
Diamond Dyes. 

Thousand of ladies in Canada know well 
that Diamond Dyes combine immense 
variety, merit and great beauty. These 
wonder-working dyes are prepared in 
forty-eight of the best standard colors for 
wool, silk and feathers, with po dye 
for coloring cotton and all mixed goods. 
Minute and tull directions go with each 

of fhe Mismend Dyes, so that the 
most experienced person 
work as the professional dyer. 
gy vg Se imitators * trying + 

style and package 1amon 
Dyce, When you buy dyes for home d 
ing see that your gives you 

». no other make of package 
will do ie Ag with profit and satisfac- 

and sample card of colors ; post free to any 


