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limited space at command, to attempt to
enumerate the various future applica-
tions of the electric motor which sug-
gest themselves to the enterprising elec-
tro-mechanician, but, in conclusion, the
writer cannot refrain from expressing
his conviction that the day is not far
distant when rapid transit between the
principal cities of America will be ef-
fected to an extent which to persons un-
familiar with the developments of elec-
tricity must seem utterly visionary and
chimerical. Once admit, as we must do,
the possibility of applying almost limit-
less electric power to each axle of a
train, with the possibility of laying a
track almost as straight as the crow flies
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from city to city, rising and falling as
the topography of the country may re-
quire, and the complete solution of the
problem becomes little more than a mat-
ter of detail. Not that such detail is
unimportant, nor that the innumerable
minor difficulties can be overcome with-
out much experiment and study, but it
may nevertheless safely be affirmed that
the ultimate result is already distinctly
foreshadowed, and that we may expect
within a few years to be transported
between New York and Boston in less
than two hours, not by the enchanted
carpet of the Arabian Nights, but by
the potent agency of the modern elec-
tric motor.
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A ROMANCE OF CHELSEA VILLAGE AND EAST HAMPTON TOWN.

‘By H. C. Bunner.

PART IIL

oy | ORINDA  threw her-
self upon the task of
preparing Celia for
the fray with a zeal
and ardor that
brought only dismay
to her younger sis-

S ter’s breast. It hav-
ing been decided that the vietim of so-
ciety must have some new gowns, Do-
rinda at once planned a wardrobe of
variegated brilliancy. Celia strove with
all her tact for a more modest working,
but she had to stand up and do battle-
royal for her own standards when Do-
rinda wanted her to purchase a certain
“Dame Trot” garment, of a pattern
which was at the time exciting the irrev-
erent attention of the press. They came
to an open rupture. Celia finally ap-
pealed to the head of the house, who de-
cided, with masculine justice, that she
was entitled to choose her clothes for
herself. Dorinda writhed ; but came

back to the fascinating employment
more in sorrow than in anger.

‘When the little trunk was at last
packed, Dorinda’s verdict on the con-
tents was that they were good enough,
but had no sort of style about them.
Celia, doubtful of their possessing any
merits at all, took a negative comfort
from this. Ah! if she could only gather
an idea of Mrs. Wykoft’s likes from Do-
rinda’s dislikes !

The day came when Mrs. Wykoff's
maid was to convey her charge to the
further shore of Long Island. This rel-
egation of Celia to a menial's care had
somewhat troubled the family conclave ;
but it had been decided that, in view of
the differences in social ethics revealed
by past dealings with the Wykoff family,
it would be fair to assume that the lady’s
intent was respectful, however much
her course was open to the criticism of
the right minded. The sun was shining
on the mid-day dinner when the carriage
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was announced ; Celia had finished a
nervous attempt at a meal, and was
ready for the ordeal. Five napking fell
to the ground, and amid a storm of ca-
resses and tears, Celia was hustled to the
door. Even Alonzo shook her hand with
a stern cordiality which hinted that, un-

der favorable circumstances, all might
vet be forgiven, Her father kissed her
brow and in a minute she was in the
carriage—the Wykoff carringe—with
Parker.

Parker was a Briton, and she stood
by her colors. TLong years before, when
her firm but kindly rule over Mrs. Wy-
koff was just beginning, her employer
made one single effort to treat her as an
American.

“Your name is Jane, I believe?” she
said : “I will call you Jane, I think,
hereafter, instead of Parker.”

Jane Parker dropped an old-world
curtsey, and set her thin lips.

“Indeed, mum, I would not be that
disrespectful to my betters ; and I ‘ope,
mum, you will not ingist.” Mrs. Wy-
koff did not insist, and Parker remained
Parker.

The carriage rolled away, and Celia
leaned back in her corner and felt a de-
licious glow of yearning fright and mys-
terious hope. Opposite her sat Parker,
bolt upright, an eminently respectable
guide to the gates of Elysium. Beyond
her, through the windows, Celia saw the
silver W tossing on the rounded flanks
of the Wykoff horses. At the railroad
station—or the corral called by that
name—Stephen met them, Mrs. Wykoff’s
aged but efficient butler and general
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manager—the masculine equivalent of
Parker. Here they were taken under
the wing of that vigilance of which an
accomplished servitor like Stephen
makes a pride. Celia did nothing for
herself, she was not even sure that she
had used her own means of locomotion
when she found herself seated in the
best seat in the car, Parker close behind
her, her light wrap and little satchel on
the seat by her side, and a monthly mag-
azine on her lap.

She had not thought of taking a book
with her, and she did not even know
that for this delicate attention she was
indebted to Stephen’s own inspiration.
Later she learned of the conscientious
care he had given to the selection. He
felt it his duty to report his exercise of
discretion to Mrs. Wykoff:

“Seeing her unprovided, ma’am,” he
explained, “I felt that I might go so far,
I would not take the responsibility of
choosing what a young lady should read,
but I had see that particular paper
here on your own table, ma’am, and I
run through it on the news-stand to see
that there was no nudity pictures nor
anything that you could object " to,
ma’am.”

Celia hardly glanced at her magazine.
She was too full of a new and sweet
content to care to read any other
woman’s love-story. She looked out of
the window, and was interested in the
landscape. Perhaps no one else ever
cared to look at that dull, flat country,
divided between swampinessand aridity ;
but Celin gazed at it with an indul-
gence that had in it a touch of pro-
prietorship. Most of the time, however,
it pleased her to lean back in her seat
and sense the guardianship of her lover’s
emissaries. It was as though the gis
of her Prince of the Golden World was
stretched out over her. She had dis-
covered Stephen sitting unobtrusively
at the furthest end of the car, watching
her with a steady eye that took in all
her surroundings, her every movement.
She half lifted her hand toward the win-
dow—he was at her side in an instant,
and had raised the sash. She drew back
a little from the draft—Parker silently
slipped her wrap over her shoulders.
At one of the stations a tall, handsome
young man entered and wandered down
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the aisle, looking for a seat. His eye
fell on the empty place next to hers—
then, as if lured by some strange mag-
netism, that youthful masculine eye was
attracted to Stephen’s, sitting weazened
and bent in the far corner of the car;
and the young man passed on his way.
Celia felt sure that if he had hesitated
in the least, he would have been snatched
up and wafted into the most distant car
on the train. Surely such service was
sweet.

It was dusk when they arrived at the
station nearest to the Wykoffs’ place—
a summery dusk, yet chill and damp.
Randolph was waiting, with his mother’s
victoria. He did not kiss her ; he only
pressed her hand and murmured “ Dear-
est !” in stately confidence. There were
people all about them ; it could not be
otherwise, and Celia knew it : yet some-
how she felt a little disappointed—a
trifle chilled.

The carriage went swiftly over the
sandy roads, while Randolph talked to
his betrothed in low, deep tones—talked
of such things only as Parker, sitting
on the box, might hear. They passed
under dim trees, and through pigmy
forests of underbrush, the cool gloom
growing deeper and deeper. Celia lis-
tened almost in silence. An indefinable
loneliness and a joyous, fluttering ex-
pectancy struggled within her. She
was trying to adjust her consciousness
to a sudden change in her surroundings.
She felt she was more than the length of
the longest railroad from Chelsea Village
and Popper Leete’s mid-day dinner.

“We didn’t expect to have anyone at
the house except my cousins,” she heard
Randolph saying, as her mind tried to
picture the life that already seemed to
have slipped far behind her; “but I've
got an old college chum of mine down
here for a month or two—dJack Clag-
gett. He's an artist, and he is doing
some of the decorative work on the Co-
operative Buildings. That is only one
end of his cleverness. Claggett is going
to be a great man some day. And then,
just for to-night, we have old Jedby at
dinner. He invited himself—he lives
with his brother six or seven miles down
the road—near Sag Harbor. He's a
jolly old gossip, and used to be a friend
of my father’s. He’s a sort of tame cat
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with us. But you'll see nobody else ex-
cept my mother and the girls.”

“The girls?” queried Celia.

“Yes, my cousins. And you've got
to fall in love with them, you know.
They’re dear good girls. I've known
them ever since they were little mites.
We used to play together. Laura is
uncommonly clever, and no end of fun.
She’s the eldest. Annette is the pretty
one ; but she isn’t as bright as Laura.
But mind, you must admire them both.”

«T will if they will let me,” said Celia,
meekly.

“Let you!” exclaimed herlover ; ““they
will worship you—see if they don’t!”
And then, catching sight of Parker’s
back, he became silent.

They swung through a gateway in a
long stone wall, and the wheels crashed
up a graveled drive. Red windows
flashed out through the trees, a flood of
warm light came from a broad open door,
and presently Celia was standing on the
veranda, receiving a motherly kiss
from Mrs. Wykoff, and furtively exam-
ining two tall, pretty and very talkative
girls who had a number of unimportant
things to say with bird-like volubility.

« Parker will take you to your room,
my dear,” said Mrs. Wykoff; “and she
will help you to change your dress, or
you shall come to dinner just as you
are, whichever pleases you. Are you
tired? You are a little pale.”

“I—I have a headache, I think,” fal-
tered Celia, truly enough, for the strong,
sharp sea-air had struck hard on her
nerves.

“You shall have your dinner in your
own room,” declared Mrs. Wykoff; but
Celia would not consent. It was only
the ghost of a headache, and it would go
away of itself.

She found it very awkward to be
helped by Parker, and when Parker
opened her trunk and took out the con-
tents she watched Parker’s eye with un-
easiness in her soul. She might as well
have tried to read the eye of the sphinx.

“Which dress, mum ?” inquired her
assistant.

“The gray one, I think,” said Celia,
naming the garment on which she placed
her main reliance, as being what women
call ““always nice.” It was a dark gray
gilk, so made as to fall, to Celia’s appre-
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hension, just about at the vanishing
point or horizon-line between the heaven
of full dress and the lowly simplicity of
work-a-day attire—a compromise gown,
in fact. And truly, the modest square-
cut corsage with pretty lace (the first
real lace Celia had ever bought) at the
neck was a proper garb as you shall
see a pretty maid in.

But when Celia saw that gray dress
come out of the trunk, the kindly cur-
rent of her blood flew back to her heart’s
chill core. Down the front in an ara-
besque pattern, over the back in simula-
tion of impossible festoons, nay, down
the skirt in a mad cascade of color ran
a ribbon of two shades of arsenical
green, occasionally exhibiting a reverse
side of pale yellow. Dorinda had done
good by stealth, and had violated the
sanctity of the trunk after it had been
packed. Dorinda had always said that
that dress lacked style.

“No, not that one,” Celia said to the
immovable Parker: “that is a—a mis-
take, There’s a black silk dress there—
T get it.”

Celia blessed her mother’s peculiar
fancy, that was responsible for the ex-
istence of the black silk dress. * Mrs.
Wrykoff bein’ in mournin’,” Mrs. Leete
had speculated, “she might like to see
you in black of a Sunday. It looks
more considerate.”

Ten minutes after the appearance of
the black silk, Celia had begun to live
‘her dream : she sat at her lover’s table ;
whatever this life might be for which
she had yearned, she was in the midst
of it. She had wished a wish, and the
wish had come true, as in a fairy tale.

A dream she thought it, at first. She
sank into her great leather chair with a
pleasant sense of physical fatigue. She
saw everything in the rosy dazzle of the
crimson-shaded candles. She had a
vague, diffused perception of luxurious
comfort. The table spread before her,
a glittering, snowy plain. She heard
the murmur of gentle voices all about
her ; even the soft laughter was musical
to her ears.

It was only a moment of dreamy
ecstasy. She lifted a spoonful of soup
to her lips, and awoke herself to observe,
to study, to learn. Eve ate of the fruit
of knowledge, and the glories of uncom-
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prehended Paradise began the slow pro-
cess of resolving themselves in so much
land and so much water, so many trees,
so many shrubs, and so many spotted,
speckled and striped birds and beasts
and creeping things.

She sat at her hostess’s right hand,
and at the distant end of the table she
saw Randolph, and saw him for the first
time in all the grandeur of what he
would have called his “ war paint.” She
accepted him as s revelation, and won-
dered whether she had ever sufficiently
revered him. When Alonzo got into
evening dress, he always looked as
though he might break in the middle if
he were carelessly handled. Nothing of
this painful effect was observable in
Randolph. To her right was Mr. Jedby,
an ancient beau, who had begun to wax
his moustache in the Presidency of the
late Louis Napoleon, but whose juvenil-
ity was otherwise carefully conserved,
gsave in the matter of his collar, which
was as high as the prevailing style re-
quired, yet, in pattern, warped some-
what by memories of an older fashion.
Mr. Jedby was pouring into the ear of
Miss Laura Curtis a monotonous stream
of gossip, confined between walls of ele-
gant diction. Mr. Jedby rounded his
sentences as though each one was to be
taken down for publication in the ¢ Auto-
biography of a Diner-Out,” or the * Lit-
erary and Anecdotic Remains of Mr,
Richard Jedby, edited, with a Preface,
'by -’!

The Lisles, Celia learnt, were at Vevey ;
the Oakleys at Bonn. Where the De
la Hunts were he should know by the
next Furopean mail. (Mr. Jedby kept
up a correspondence—a sort of gos-
sip exchange—with all the idle widows
and busy old maids of his acquaintance.)
Yes, the Carroll party was in the Ri-
viera, and they were talking, at last ac-
counts, of a trip through the South of
Italy and the Mediterranean Isles ; but
Mr. Jedby did not believe the plan
would be carried out. Mortimer Faxon
was with them, and Jack Ludlow’s widow,
and Mr. Jedby did not believe she would
let him get too far from a legation.

“ Opportunity, my dear young lady,”
said Mr. Jedby, “ opportunity is elusive,
and should be seized with promptitude
and alacrity.”
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1t was all a foreign language to Celia.
Do you remember your first day at
school, when you sat waiting for your
assignment of lessons, and listened to
the elder classes reciting Greek verbs?
Some day, you knew, you would do the
same thing ; but what a world of unin-
telligibility lay before you!

My, Jedby had done no more than
acknowledge his introduction to Miss
Leete in the drawing room, and he could
not even pay attention to his dinner
until he had made an end of his recital
to Laura Curtis. Thus Celia was left to
the ministrations of Mrs. Wykoff, who
asked after each member of the Leete
family in turn. Celia answered her al-
most mechanically, and quietly studied
Mr, Claggett, opposite her.

She did not, perhaps, formulate the
idea ; but she felt that Mr. Claggett did
not altogether harmonize with his sur-
roundings. It was not only that he was
tall, gaunt, and breezily Western in all
his ways and manners ; it was not only
that he was a carelessly picturesque fig-
ure in a trim and decorous picture: in
some way that she did not attempt to
define he differed from the types about
him. She was destined to receive more
light upon the subject.

Claggett was, as Randolph Wykoff
frequently had occasion to assert, a good
fellow. He was also a promising young
artist—in his friend’s eye the most
promising young artist of the day. Ran-
dolph had—Ilike most young men of his
serious and earnest temperament, a circle
of youthful friends who were setting out
to revolutionize everything in Art, Sci-
ence, Literature, and Religion, and Clag-
gett was the coming apostle of Art.
But what Harvard College had done for
Mr. Claggett and what Nature had done
for him were two widely different things,
and out of the conflict between Nature
and Education came a side-issue un-
pleasant for Celia.

It happened that five or six wine-
glasses by her plate and a number of
courses presented to her in various
styles and shapes somewhat puzzled this
poor novice in the ways of the Golden
World., She had been trying hard to
recollect what she had learned at board-
ing-school of the technicalities of the
social board; but unfamiliar problems
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arrived ; and some exhibition of hesita-
tion or indecision attracted Mr. Clag-
gett’s attention. Now it was not many
years since Mr, Claggett had wondered
what terrapin might be, and had bog-
gled at croquettes and bouchées. This
fact ought to have made him charitable,
and given him a kindly sympathy for
others in such sad condition; but the
experience had, in truth, embittered the
young man. Why is the * tenderfoot ”
ill-treated in the far West? Because

the “old settler ” was a new settler but
yesterday. The lust of torturing awoke
i Claggett’s breast.

The little confabs of two or three that

began a dinner had broken up. Conver-
sation crossed and criss-crossed the
table. Mr. Claggett addressed himself
to Miss Leete, and began to ply her with
questions in gastronomy, designed for
her confusion. 'What were her views on
the cooking of terrapin? Did she agree
with a Baltimore friend of his who
thought that canvas-back duck should
be cooked fifty seconds to the pound ?

Mrs. Wykoff, talking across the board
to Mr. Jedby, noticed nothing. The
Curtis girls did notice, and made one
or two ineffectual diversions in Celia’s
behalf. Randolph had some notion that
his friend was conversing in a strain
foreign to the normal Claggett taste,
and good-naturedly told him not to be
absurd. But the baiting continued until
Annette Curtis said under her breath—
her face flushing hotly—Mr. Claggett !”

Claggett, like most people who have
gone too far, went a little farther.
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“I was only trying to take a rise out
of our young friend,” he explained, aside.

He lowered his voice, as he spoke ; but
Celia heard him, and the Curtis girls
knew that she had heard. Probably no
one else at the table would have known
the significance of that piece of slang.
But slang is a part of the modern girl’s
education, and Randolph’s cousins were
none the worse for recognizing the phrase
and catching the rude allusion. They
became Celia Leete’s champions on the
instant.

Celia’s eye flashed ; but she said noth-
ing. Mr. Claggett looked at Miss An-
nette Curtis’s face, and was silent. The
dinner was ended in peace and calm.

The good old fashion prevailed in the
Wykoft household, and the gentlemen
had their hour of tobacco and char-
treuse. In the drawing-room Annette
sang a song or two, and when the men
appeared, she and Randolph set them-
selves to sorting out piles of sheet-
music. Claggett, anxious to reéstablish
himself, began a little monologue on
farm-life in Wisconsin. He was a sharp
observer of externals; and he told his
tale with some cleverness, and he was
really getting on very well when it oc-
curred to him to inquire of Celia, with
the best intentions in the world, but
with an unfortunate inflection :

“Were you ever in the West, Miss
Leete?”

“No,” said Celia, * we have too much
of the West here, as it is.”

There was silence in that place for
the space of a minute after this speech
was uttered. An expression of puzzled
surprise on Mr. Claggett’s features slowly
lost itself in a broad smile; but there
was no smile on any other face. An-
nette Curtis, at the piano, let her hands
wander over the keys, struck a chord or
two, and said :

“Ah! that’s it. Don’t you want to
try that anthem over with me, Laura ?—
lalalo la—lalal”

Late that night Mrs. Wykoff tapped
at Celia’s door. Celia was sitting up,
ripping the party-colored ribbon from
her gray dress, and removing other
superfluities, in conformity with sugges-
tions gathered from her observation dur-
ing the evening. She went guiltily to
the door, and opened it half way.
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“I saw the light in your room,” said
Mrs. Wykoff, “and I was afraid you
might be ill?”

“Oh, no!” said Celia, very red and
nervous, “I'm feeling much better—I
think I'll go to bed now.”

“1 hope,” Mrs. Wykoff continued, her
brows contracted in an anxious way, I
hope you didn’t mind—that Mr. Clag-
gett did not say anything—anything that
might——"

“ Oh, no,” Celia interrupted.

“He is peculiar. He is not exactly—
Randolph is very fond of him, and he is
a young man of many excellent qualities ;
but his sense of humor sometimes runs
away with him, I'm afraid.”

“I didn’t mind him the least little
bit,” said Celia.

The next day there was tennis in the
morning, at which Celia looked on;
then a drive to the beach in the after-
noon, and again Celia sat with Mrs.
Wykoff and saw a quartette of athletes
making merry. Randolph and Claggett
and the two girls all swam until Celia
shivered in wasted sympathy.

At twilight, she took a little walk with
Annette Curtis, and their walk brought
them through a neighboring country-
place, a spacious old house, almost the
mate of the Wykoff homestead.

“That is our place,” said Annette:
“or, at least, it used to be, before Papa
—had troubles. We used to live here
when Randolph was a little boy. Idon’t
remember much about it, because I was
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the baby, you know; but Laura and
Randolph played together all the time.
The neighbors used to call them °the
twins.,” They're almost of an age—Ran-
dolph’s just one week older. Omne day
they went out in a boat together, and
the boat struck a rock and sunk, and
Randolph couldn’t swim then, and
Laura swam ashore with him. That’s
reversing the usual story, isn’t it? And
do you know? he was so angry with
her for being able to swim, when he
couldn’t, that he wouldn’t speak to her
for ever so long #”

Thus began a summer of country life.
One day was like another. Randolph
was as affectionate in private, as deli-
cately attentive in the presence of others
as his sense of the proprieties of the
situation permitted him to be. Celia’s
status was anomalous, yet she was not
uncomfortable. Although her engage-
ment to Randolph was never hinted at,
she knew that all in the house were in
the secret, and that their discretion was
to be trusted. There were few visitors;
Mr. Jedby made rare appearances, and
if Mr. Jedby knew why she was under
the Wykoff roof, he gave no sign.

Claggett alone enlivened the calm
monotony of Celia’s days. He followed
up his declaration of war with a series
of attacks, in which he generally got fully
the equivalent of what he gave. This
warfare was carried on without the
knowledge of Mrs. Wykoff. Both the
combatants feared her disapprobation.
Randolph, from his infinite height, saw
something of it, and it annoyed him.
But, in so far as it touched his own in-
terests, he dismissed it with the reflec-
tion in which young men who are be-
trothed sometimes indulge themselves,
that he would have to make some altera-
tions in the character of his affianced,
after the wedding. The Curtis girls saw
and heard, and talked much between
themselves.

And Randolph himself could not long
remain in his position of uninterested
superiority. There came an ocecasion
when he was forced to see and act.

The young people were off for a day’s
sail, with an incidental crabbing expedi-
tion, in Randolph’s cat-boat; and tow-
ard the end of the homeward trip, Celia
was out of temper.
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She had come down to the boat in the
morning attired in what she had pur-
chased for a “sailor costume.” There
was much white braid about it, and a
stiff little white collar, that later was
limp. Then she had found the Curtis
girls in old blue flannel gowns, with
water-stained silk handkerchiefs knotted
loosely at their throats. Randolph had
looked at her dress—put on for the first
time-—with as near an approach to frank
surprise as he was capable of. Then
she had been sea-sick, in a feeble, doubt-
ful way, through all the outward sail
Then the crabbing came, to crush her
with astonishment and disappointment.
How could anyone like such a disgust-
ing employment? She sat in the dirty
flat-bottomed boat they had hired of the
neighboring fisherman ; she was rowed
about the glaring waters of a little cove ;
she gazed with abhorrence upon the
squirming, uncanny crabs, the grinning
fish-heads, the livid strings of soaked
raw meat, and she marveled how they
could laugh and chatter and enjoy it all.
She was glad Dorinda could not see her
at the moment. *They ” she thought—
her “They ” was the Wykoffs, this time ;
not her own family—‘“may be awfully
swell, and we mayn't be—but I know
none of us would think this was nice.”

It was on the sail home that Celia ex-
hibited the cumulative effect of these
annoyances. A bushel-basket full of
crabs had been spilt in the cockpit, and
Claggett was restoring the scuttling
wretches to their prison. Celia lay on
the seat, trying not to be sea-sick. A
fold of the white-braided dress hung
down to the deck.

“Do keep those nasty things away
from my skirt, Mr. Claggett!” she said,
with asperity.

“Do not be too harsh with the crabs,
Miss Leete,” responded Claggett, un-
perturbed ; “they are simple, humble,
semi-marine creatures, and they have
never seen a dress like that before.
They merely wish to admire its gor-
geousness. (ive them a chance to make
some approach to taste and fashion.”

“Well,” Celia returned, “they do
seem to be getting away from wyou as
hard as they can.”

Randolph, who was at the tiller,
heard this. A moment later he was
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called forward to the halliards, and he
did not know that Celia, cheered up by
her own triumph of witticism, forgot
her qualms, and engaged merrily in a
prolonged contest of wit with the young
man from the West.

Randolph waited until he and Clag-
gett were left to put the boat to rights
for the night ; and then he unburdened
his mind.

“ Look here, Jack,” he said, kindly but
firmly ; “I wish you wouldn’t talk to
Miss Leete in the way you were talking
down in the cockpit. It’s all very well,
you know, between fellows, and at col-
lege, and all that sort of thing—but I
think it’s out of place with ladies.”

“ Has Miss Leete said anything to
vou about it?” Claggett inquired, look-
ing up quickly from his work.

‘ She has not.”

“I thought not. You take things too
seriously, old man. She likes it, and so
would you, if you had any sense of hu-
mor. It’s all pure fun and nonsense,
and she’s quite well able to take care of
herself.”

“I do not wish,” said Randolph, coldly,
“that Miss Leete should be obliged to
take care of herself. I am the best
judge in such matters; and I suppose
that you understand the situation.”

“No,” said Claggett, standing up
straight, and looking his friend in the eye :
“I do not understand the situation.”

“T am—" Randolph hesitated—* Miss
Leete and I are engaged.”

Unfortunately for Randolph, he could
never rid himself of the idea that there
was a special sanctity attaching to his
private and personal affairs. When he
was obliged to make even the most in-
direct mention of them, he assumed the
tone which the boy at college tries to
assume when you speak to him of his
“gecret society.” Itis the tone of stern,
self-conscious  dignity which some
people take on in speaking of the
unspeakable things of life. I knew
one man, once upon a time, who used
this tone whenever he had occasion to
talk of a cold in the head. The mem-
bers of his family seemed to be pecul-
iarly afflicted with this ailment; and,
somehow, I got the idea that they were
not “proper” people. Perhaps Mr.
Claggett had similar associations with
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that peculiar tone, for he smiled in a
way that greatly irritated Mr. Wykoff.
And then he dealt a blow which left his
friend paralyzed and dumb with inex-
pressible indignation.

“Well,” Mr. Claggett said, “I don’t
know of any man more peculiarly fitted
to make her unhappy.”

He shouldered the sweeps, and walked
off to the boathouse. Wrykoff stood
still for a minute, nearly, and his soul
boiled within him. He wanted to do to
Claggett many things which he could
not do, under the social conditions of
our age. Perhaps he came near to at-
tempting some of them. But he checked
himself. Instead, he walked for half
an hour on the sands, and thought it all
over. It may be that he communed
with the spirit of his father, for a glim-
mering of John Wykoffs good sense
vigited his excited brain. He resolved
to wreak no vengeance on the irreverent
Claggett, but to establish for him a
suitable “place ” in the social scale; to
put him there, and to keep him there.
He carried out his programme to the
letter. He put Claggett in his “ place”
at once, and he kept him there. There
was only one limitation to his satisfac-
tion. Claggett never seemed to know
what had happened to him.
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Celia had accommodated herself to
her surroundings—how thoroughly she
did not know until a little thing set her
to thinking.

Old habit led her to rise early, when

only the servants were stirring. The
mail of the previous night was brought
in from the distant post-office early in
the morning, and was spread out on a
table in the hall. It was a week after
ker arrival that Celia came down and
found aletter from Dorinda awaiting her
—a letter in an envelope of pink, bor-
dered with pale blue, stamped with a huge
initial L, and scented. She snatched it
up with an involuntary movement of
concealment ; checked herself, and then
walked out into the clear sunshine with
a guilty and troubled heart. Was she
ashamed of her own people? Or was it
only that she was rightly ashamed of her
people’sways? Where wasshe drifting—
where had she drifted ? Had she turned
her back on the little frame house in
Chelsea Village? What lay before her
here in the house of strangers ?
Poor little Eve! she had to look
around Paradise, and ask herself how she
liked it. And she had to confess to her-
self that only as a mystery was it wholly
delightful.

Personalities were not the staple of
«conversation in the Wykoff household ;
yet personalities there must be, and
these were still Greek to Celia. And
evenin the employments of every day she
found herself set apart from all the
others. She tried to play tennis, and
gave it up, after a little while. Her
muscles were flaceid ; her heart rebelled
at the least strain ; flushing and palpi-
tating, she went to sit with Mrs. Wykoff,
an uninterested spectator. It was the
same at the afternoon swim—she could
not overcome her dread of the pounding
gurf. She tried to walk with the Curtis
girls, and three miles in an hour sent
her to bed sore and tired. Indeed, she
reflected, she had not come there to bat
tennis-balls, to swim, to tramp over
sandy roads. These things had no
charm for her. Perhaps the pleasantest
time of all the day was when she leaned
back in Mrs. Wykoff’s victoria and rolled
gently through the streets of the village,
when the summer boarders sat on the
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verandas and stared hard at the plump
horses and the carriage.

In August the Curtis girls went to
join their mother in the Catskills. Laura
went to Celia’s room to bid her good-bye.
She put her arms around Celia’s neck.
“Be good to him, my dear,” she said.

It was dull after they went. Mrs.
Wykoff seemed to be anxious and appre-
hensive. Randolph was grave. Claggett
was moody and cynical. Celia showed
depression of spirits in her dull silence.

“I wonder if Claggett annoys her in
any way,” Randolph said to his mother,
who only shook her head.

He saw her grow more listless day by
day ; but he loyally waited for the ap-
pointed hour. When it came, he sought
her out, and found her in a far corner of
the old-fashioned garden.

“(elia,” he said, “it is time to an-
nounce our engagement.”

An hour later he walked into his moth-
er’s room, very pale; but collected, as
became a Harvard man.

“It is all over, mother,” he said ; ¢ and
I am going away on Saturday. I think
I shall go to California. I think I can
do something there. I have an idea of
providing proper homes for the farm-
laborers.”

He was John Wykoff’s son, and there
wag no arguing with him. Mrs. Wykoff
listened to all he would tell her, and then
went to find Celia. Celia was in her
room, packing up her clothes in hysteri-
cal haste. Mrs. Wykoff took her in her
arms.

“I can’t help it !” Celia sobbed ; “I
feel mean and wicked, but I can’t do
anything else. I did love him, and I do
think he'’s the best man in the world—
he’s just as good and noble as he can be
—Dbut I couldn’t be happy this way, Mrs.
Wykoff! I don’t like it—I couldn’t get
along at all. Tve made a mistake—I've
made a mistake right from the first ; but
I won’t make any more mistakes, and I
won’t make his life miserable because
I've spoiled my own. Oh, don’t be so
good to me, Mrs, Wykoff—I don’t de-
gerve it—I'm a wretched girl ! Just let
me go home—that’s where I belong!”

Mrs. Wykoff was as gentle as only a
wise, kindly, worldly woman can be. She
soothed poor Celia, and made her under-
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stand that, for the sake of appearances, felt. But now, it’s different, you know;
at least, she must outstay the broken- and—and—Murs. Wykoff, I'm not a wick-
hearted philanthropist bound for Cali-
fornia. Celia stayed. Randolph made
his preparations and went, hopelessly
gloomy, but punctiliously courteous and
considerate to the last.

After a quick fortnight, Celia knocked
at Mrs. Wykoff’s room to say good-bye.
She tried, with a full heart, to give some
measure of thanks for the kindness that
was the one real thing to her in the world
she was quitting. When she had made
her timorous attempt, she blushed and
trembled, and grew more timorous yet.

“There’s something—something you
ought to know,” she said, huskily ; “I—
I—I know it seems queer—but—but I
couldn’t help it. While Randolph—
while Mr. Wykoff—while he was here,
you know, I wouldn’t listen to it; I
wouldn’t let him—I mean—I wouldn’t
have let anybody say anything to me,
although we both—" Celia’s voice wasall ed girl, but—I'm going to marry Mr.
but inaudible—¢ understood—how we Claggett!”

STORM AND CALM.

By C. P. Cranch.

A1, day the angry southwind roaring past

‘With warm, tumultuous showers of fitful rain,
Rattled upon my streaming window-pane,

And through the autumn woodlands driving fast,
Stripped off and whirled into the air the last
Few withered leaves. On the wide misty plain
The bell, the whistle, and the rumbling train
Were silenced in the thunder of the blast.

Now all is still. A few faint wandering sighs
Alone. The patient trees, though robbed and shorn,
Lift their bare arms and greet the sunset light
Flashing on spires and windows, while the skies
Glow with the promise of a starlit night,

And the calm sunrise of a radiant morn.



