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THE GOLDEN ,ARGOSY

THE LONGING satisFIED.
eent DIl Tound the circle fair.

'l‘o Yow  Dofore the prettioat there : :

T'm bound £0 885 tho choice be made

A creditsble taste displayed

Although I can’ 't 8ay what it memt

The little maid looked ill content.

His task was then anew begun :
To kneel before the wittios: one.
Once more the little maid sought he,
And bent him down upon his knee.
Bhe turned her cyes upon the floor;
1 think she thought the game a bore

Bo clrclad then. his sweet behelt

kiss the one he loved the
'nr all sbe frowned, for all she chld
He kissed that little maid. he did ;
And then—though why I c\m 't doclde—
‘The little maid looked saf

THE DAUGHTER OF THE REGIMENT.

By MARY A. DENISON.
lians’ Trust,”” ** Barbara's Tri-

CHAPTER XI
(Continued.)

EARLE lifted from its corner an imposing-looking
violincello, and began to play, drawing forth sweet,
subdued tones, though not with the hand of a mas-
ter. Louis caught up his beautiful violin, motioned
Clare to the piano, and then came subtle harmo-

nies, delicious melodies, and Clare was made
happy by her uncle's praise of her touch. It was
dangerous sitting there in sight of Earle, whose
grand face, softened by music out of its usual
stern expression, was now and then upturned to
her own with a smile of pleasure that included
praise of her performance and a modest realization
of his own power.
Meantime Beth was in a little room leading from
the %nerlor. practicing. She had wiled the Indian
trom his legitimate work, and now made
hlm turn the pages for her with an imperious little

B eyes were fastened upon her face, watching
for the slgn but evidently drinking in its piquant
beauty, forgettul of both time and place. Not one
movement or gesture did be lose, and his whole

soul was concentrated in that gaze. There was
that in his speaking countenance that would have
made the vain little creature at the piano tremble,
could she have read it aright. Instead of that she
bestowed u .Son him her sweetest glances, proud of
having m him her slave—a pride that was to
cost_her dear. What did she know of the burning
passions of his race—their thirst for vengeance—
their lawlesaness in love? Like a bird trembling
before the charmed eye of the basilisk, was the boy
now. What would he be should a woman’s caprice
bid him relapse into the mere hireling?

“There, Bee, that will do. How well you turn
the pages, and you read music pretty well, too, for
L!i\loﬁced'once or twice you turned when 13id 'not

ou.
‘es,” said the lad, in a low, pleased voice, his
(hr‘k eyes shining.

* And now I am going to sing for you,” said the
little beauty, coquettishly, lon ing up, a charming
smile parting her red lips. * Would you like to
hear me sing?

“Yes—oh, yes,” was the response, in the same
low, guttaral voice.

8he began to sing.

As the clear, sweet tones floated up, Madame
Lucie listened. Her temples throbbed, and she
clasped her hands with a movement of mingled
grief and passion.

Earle md Reviere were coming down stairs at
that moment.

*She sings like an angel.” said Reviere. * Curi-
ous; she will take Madame Lucie's laurels, perhaps.
5 thn she uhould have lost her voice.

!‘Arle l‘ell back a !tep or two, looking his aston-
“ II‘ lhe should overhear you!” he said, with a

W Who is this rl, then?” queried Reviere;
“Qnryhody is _asking about her—this girl with
Louis’s face. ou must have seen the like-
ness. I'd wager a thousand dollars that Madnme
has,” he added, in a lower voice. ‘‘Of course

le will talk; it doesn’t take much to make them

o that ; and there is considerable food for specu-
lation in this matter.”

“ Nonsense," said Earle, irritably.

“8he's very pretty,” said Reviere, as they gained
the sidewalk.

“ Well, that doesn’t concern you," said Earle.

‘*No, because there's no use in my thmkmg
about mch nonsense of course. It will take me
years in & competence.”

" Yu‘ if you wxll persln ln giving nice little wine
sup) ,” said

lhn told you thn"' asked the young man,
mqul think, on the contrary, that you would do
well to form a proper attachment to some good
irl. It keeps a man on respectable terms with
E‘limelf." said Earle, ignoring Reviere’s indignant

query.

ﬂ;han why don’t you?” was the significant
question.

Earle ﬂnuhed crlmuon, then grew pale.

“I? T a You have youth and good
looks, nnd ull the world before you.” You will soon
earn enongh to »npport a wife by your concerts.
By all means mat

T confess I have seen but one woman I should
like to call my wife,” said Reviere, blushing like a.

“With little Beth you could coin money," said
le. “*She is going to be a star some day.”
* That child ! " exclaimed Reviere.
“Why, you're but two-and-twenty, yourself,”
said Earle, with a laugh.
“And how old should you judge Miss Clare to
be?” asked Reviere, quietly twirling his moustache.
Earle stopped with an exclamation, fortunately
nmred under his breath.
“ Miss Clare ?” he said, speaking like one dazed,
and staring at the audacious young man.
“Yes; not over eighteen, should you think?
Bhe'’s mllz an uncommon young lady.” Why, her
e deep wells, and clear, and she has the
perfect monlh I ever saw. The crowning
be-nty of a woman's face, if she has good eyes, you
understand, is a beautiful mouth. Don't you say
s0? Her hair, too—I happencd to see it to-day
with a fleck of sunshine on it. 'Tis a charming
color, between gold and brown. Faith, I longed to
kiss a tress of it as she sat there talkmg with you.”
ihrle listened with such changes of countenance
his nervous, sanguine temperament.
i ‘moved, the m~ecles of his face stood out

tense, and his heavy brows came together. His
eyes held a smoldering fire, and the whole face was
|rreaolute and gloomy.

“In all the wonders of the present and the enor-
mous antiquity of the past, I never heard of such a
thing,"” he burst out at last. * You are trifling and
worldly and vain to fancy a girl like that! You
must have been drinking when you imagined it.
She wouldn’t look at you; the thing's impossible,”
he added, growing more and more irritable ;
preposterous ! No, no, Reviere; choose somehody
of your own calibre, and think no more of Miss
Clare !

“ Many, many nks,
showing streaks of red.
your estimate of my Cnhhu

‘““Reviere ! " said Earle, recalled to himself.

*¢ As I said before, thanks,” returned the young
man, bowing coldly. Ther, with irony, *’Tis a

it{syou are 86 old! Without youth and good
etc., of course you would never think of as-
pinng to Miss Clare's good graces. The fleld is
n to both of us. Let's sec who will win,” he
ded. and thh another bow he was ol
viere,” said Earle, sadly, ** you'll come in and
dine?”

“Pardon, I have au enﬁngement " the young
man said, half uugely. looking back.

*The fool! let him go,”

nald Reviere, his eyes
I have at last learned

Farle, as he

she first came to the house, in the linmg of a coat
he had given her to make over for her boy, a clild |
then, but ten years of age, while she was ripping it ’
up. It was yellow with age, and written in a!
cramped feminine hand. One sentence it contained |
W8S Most 1mpressive :

1 cannot think you have deserted me, your poor
little wife who loves you so fondly! Every morn-
ing I wake up saying, *he will come to-day;’
every dreary evening finds me weeping over your
absence. Even the little one seems mourning for
you—she is 80 strangely grave, and smiles so sel-
dom. Dear Harry, don't stay 8o long. My money
is almost gone, and I have not the strength to sing.
They think here, oh, such terrible things! and T
am too weak and sick to expostulate, or to refute .
them. I know you will come—but oh! my love,
come soon. Alas! 1 know not where to direct this
scrap which I have written with so many tears,
b]uz]nnrely God in his mercy will direct me. I
sh:

And here the writing ended lbrnﬁl.ly.

* Ah! the poor thing, whoever she was, how she
loved him!” murmured the widow. ‘‘So glad
have this little bit of proot, that my dear friend has
not always been a saint. For if he married her he
must have deserted her—and if he did not—no, no,
I cannot think so basely of him. He is the soul of
h d—I love him.

Ear]
mounted the steps to his lmndaome dwelling. “I
did but tell him the truth.”

He rang the bell. A respectful black servant let
him in, and seemed surprised to see him come
alone.

“No one to dinner, massa ? " he queried.

“No one,” growled Earle. Then, seeing the
man’s look of amazement, he added, * everybody is
engaged, it seems. Tell' Mrs. IAke not to wait
dinner?”

Mrs. Lake was the housekeeper, a good-looking
woman of thirty, and the widow of a general kille
in battle. She, with her young son, & boy for whom
Earle had procured a situation as page in the
House, had been given a home by this generous
man, and she fully reciprocated the kindness by a
secret worship of her benefactor, who was at the
same time her hero. She was a pretty woman, but
little faded, energetic and bustling, and the position
she now ‘filled gave full play to her housewifely
qualities. Nor did she despair of sometime melting
the obdurate heart of this stern, uncompromising
man.

To this end she quietly exerted all her powers of
fascination, and they were not few. She wore the
daintiest little breakfast caps and the most be-
witching of toilets. Always before Earle, who was
careful to fastidiousness, she presented herself as a
well-dressed and faacmntmg little widow. S|
prided herself on her culture, and had many little
ways and terms and exclamations that she consid-
ered original. At an early age she had visited Eng-
land and the Continent, and as she had made good
use of her advantages, and brought back with her
some few pet phrases, she made a very pleasant
and entertaining companion.

One of her often-recurring exclamations, was
“go glad ! and with this she greeted him, lookin,
very handsome in a smart blue silk with ribbons of
s ?nler tint.

So glad you came alone,” she said, as she sat
down to table. “It is rellly a relief sometimes to
have only a tete-a-tete.”

“Isee Albert is not at home,” he said, as the
grave butler served the soup, an old man of ninety,
with a head as white as snow, but tall, capable and
erect as ever. It was his pride that he 'had ** served
in de fnm:ly forty yahs.”

“ No, they had some extra work, I suppose. He
sent a Imle note which came just before you did,
to say that he should not be home. Al
beaautiful hand for a boy,” and she held up the ]ime
missive. ** And see what came with it! Two cards
of invitation from General McLoud, for a sort of
slcmc. I suppose izou would call it, to Cabin John

ridge and Great Falls. So  glad ! I've been want-
ing to go there all summer.’”

“ Ah! I was !hmklnq of going there myself,” he
8aid, a shadow of a smile on his bearded lips.

She waited, hoping he would offer himself as
her escort, but she waited in vain.

“Do you know what they have provided —I
mean in what manner the party will go?” she
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asked.

* They have englged two boats for the canal, I
hear,” he made re})ly ‘*though some will g in
cmlues I shall, if I don't chnuxe my mind.”

* Those boats are so tedious! * she half mghed

“ Yes, they are; but then if the company is con-
genial one don't 'mind. There's lenty of prett,
scenery both sides. By the wa; eal, ¥ he added,

dressing the servant. ‘I shal ‘want some salada
on Wednesday, don’t forgot. Speak to the cook in
time’{or her best Mayonnaise, and her choicest bis-
cuit.

* So sorry we didn’t have fresh biscuits to-day,”
8aid Mrs. Lake, concealmi her chagrin, and intent,
secretly, on finding out who was to be his compal
ion. * Dolly seldom disappoints us.
be a basket affair. Are your Mendn, the professor
and his handsome wife, to be there ?

**1 believe they are gmng," he said.

“1It is such a pity she can -in% no more. I
should hardly wnm to live after losing such a
arming voice."”
© Life doubtless presents some attractions,” he
said, ** or we who Ilvs on the lower plane would be
poorly off indeed.

¢ Indeed, I think gon have nothing to wish for,”
said the mdow, with a glance as near to being ten-
der as she dared.

“ And yet I have been told that I lacked one es-
senﬁinl of happiness,” he said, looking up with a
smile.

She cast her eyes down, while a becoming color
mantled her cheek. She knew instinctively what
he wmllﬂ say as she asked:

‘ And what is that?"

** A wife ;" and he smiled again, a smile that was
good to see. She only smiled in answer—it was
on her lips to say, * You would not have to seek
lv'el'y long or very far,” but her consciousness saved

er.

After dinner, Colonel Enrle spent some little
time in his lib: He had loved Reviere, and he

him as tender a letter as ever father wrote to
a son.

Mrs. Lake went up to her room, darkened the
shutters, and sat down disconsolate. There was a
change in the colonel, and it had never been so
palpable as to-day, Ghongh she had noticed it for
some time.

Who conld it be? She knew with the klen fn-
stinct of her sex, that there was a woman in the
case. He had not even shown her those little at-
tentions of late, which she had always so prized as
coming from one reputed to be a woman hater.

41 still have that strange letter,” she said, smil-
ing darkly to herselt—' and I know that letter has
a history.”

o
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The letter in question was found by her when

So burying her face in her hands, she sat there
bitterly thinking.

CHAPTER XIL
BETH AT THE OLD HOME.

*‘M1ss CLARE, [ want you to see a sight,” Martha
said, meeting Clare on the same day, as she came
down stairs. Then she led the way sohly to where
they could look in upon Beth, practicing, the In-
dian lad still at her side. The one sat, the other
stood with their backs to the door.

“That's the way she does it,” said Martha, with
a vehement little nod, as they retraced their steps.
* That Injun’s no good to me, 'n I don't want to
all the time complaining to the mistress. She’s got
him under her thumb, and there’ll be mischief
done.”

“TIl speak to her about it,” said Clare, not a
little shocked.

“ Well, praps you'd better. The mistress never
would—she'll never look at her if she can help it.
It's my opinion she’d better never been brought
to this house, for certain reasons which T might sa;
if T 80 chooses. As for his working when Miss Bet]
is_about—you might as well try to bring butter
without churning, though as for the matter of that
I've shaken a bit of cream in a bottle and got good
butter in twenty minutes.”

*I'll see to it, Martha.”

She did see to it and Beth went into a passion of
tears and sobs.

*1 just hate the place and ever;body in it,” she
went on. ‘*‘Ican't have a bit of fun, and it's just
work. work, work.”

“But 1 don't see what fun you find in making
that boy follow you about,” said Clare.

 He's the only one that cares about me,” sobbed
Beth, ‘*and if I can’t have anybody to like me, 1
shall die. 1 thought Mr. Louis wbuld be kind, but
instead of that he's as culd as steel. Mr. Reviere
calls me a child, and Colonel Earle, whose child-1
ought to have been—I mean who should have
adopted me in lieu of the regiment, never looks at
me when you're around.”

“Beth ! Beth!” exclaimed Clare, indignantly,
her face died with crimson,

“ You know it!” cried Beth; * nnd just asif I
can't have one humble little admirer of my own.
will, now—and that’s all about it,” she said, halt

spitefully.

** Beth, you are unjust,” said Clare, quite carried
away with excitement. ** Come here, look at this
picture.

“Oh, it's a rhowgnph' he’s hémdsome, too,”
said Beth impulsively. *Is he your brother?”

*No," said Clare, with almost angry emphasis,
it is the ynung gentlemm 1 am engaged to be
married

Belh dnw a long breath, and a smile spread over

er face.
‘* Does Mr. Earle know it?” asked sweet simpli-
city.

“I think very likely,” said Clare, with still
heightened color. She spoke very calmly, but felt
conscious of a burning desire to shake her interlo-
cumr, now that she had committed herself.

me, and you are engaged !” said Beth,
lookmg at her with growing interes!

d now I have told you ﬂu!. 1 vnsh  never 7.0
spelk nf this subject again,” said Cl: And re.
member, I forbid you mentioning it to Any one.”

Please tell me where he is that he never comes
to see you,"” said Beth, lingering.

“In Europe, traveling with his mother."”

*“Dear me—I wish I was englﬁed ! said Beth.
gnhetwllly. “rd mnrry nnyho ly, to-morrow, I

elieve, who would ask mi

‘*You talk foolishly,” ilid Clare.

« Maybe I do, but if you hadn't any triends or re-
]lﬁons, nobody in all the world to care whether
you lived or died, and maybe plenty willing you
should die, yon d be glad of the sympathy of a poor
Indian—maybe

The speech mnched a tender chord in Clare's
sympathetic heart, but she nerved herself to ad-
minister a lecture, by which the girl was not a
little startled. To her argument that it was only a
bit of fun, Clare opposed the fact that he was as
much alone as she, 88 much dependent upon the
sympathy of strangers, and more to be pitied as an
alien, and that i1t was only a cruel kindness to sin-
gle him out as she did, and would be looked upon
as wanton coquetry.

‘* Then, I suppose,” cried Beth, with a little sob,
“that I must send him about his business. It's
too bad, for there's nothing he won't do for me,

oor fellow, and it's rare for me to have any one at
my beck and call. Besides, he’s & genius—he is
not like an ordinary servant.”

‘“He is very ignorant, and though possessing
some fine traits, is, after all, a thorough savage in
his instincts,” said Clare.

“I'll do it,” said Beth, “ farewell Beethoven,”
and Clare was beguiled into a laugh by her serio-
comic air.

*It seems to me, woman,” said Adam as he sat
in his arm chair by the fire-place, poking the to-
bacco into the bright-hued pipe that had been
Beth's gift, it seems to me that the sun is paler o’
days than it used to be.

know it, man. We thought her a care and a
trouble, and see where it has brought us. We’re
both a pinin® for her.”

; It's for the little one's good, maybe,” said
A

“1dont know—maybe. We used to be pestered,
man, with her—.we couldn’t help the young men
coming and her hlkmg to 'em—and it is doubtless
all for the best.”

She did not tell him that only the night before

she had written to Beth that they were both sick
for the sight of her bonny face.

Hardly had she done speaking when the latch
rattled on the homely door, and in bounded a
bright, beautiful creature in a new and fashionable
costume, and before Adam could realize the fact,
there she was on his knee knocking the ashes out
of the old pipe with the fervor of her embrace.

“Sick to see me, were you? Not half.s0 sick as
Ito see you. Why, | haven't gone to bed & night
without cryinF. did have some fun when 1 was
here, though I thought I didn’t. But it's all study,
study, there, and no dear, kind. sweet old faces to
kiss.” Take me back, oh! you must take me back,”
and she clun subbmg to Eve’s neck. ‘I don't
care about being a great singer—I'd be happy and
humble with you.”

* But deary—deary, it wasn't our doing,” said
Eve, fondling her.

“Iknow it—but whose? I thought I was going
home, but I'm kept in prison.”

" wh-z. ain't they kind to you?” asked Adam,

ly. * I'll see to't
h, yes, yeu, Belh made reply. ‘‘They are
kind—that i i8, I mean kind as people are to strang-
ers. Isuppose it's me,” she added, dmlnly *but
you see I get lonesome. Even Miss Clare has an
old black nurse that loves her and pets her—she
came this morning. But I ought to be ashamed of
myself to come here and make you unhappy. You
really mustn’t mind me. I'm going to have a good
time to-morrow. I'll try and forget that no§0
cares for me."”

“I'm sure I don't know what to think,” said
Eve, anxiously. “If Louis knew you felt that way
it would make him unhappy. Ifyon were his own
child he couldn't love you more.”

** And why has he cared for me all my life long'“
queried Bel.h, eagerly. ‘‘Iknow he has, for I
not forgotten how I used to run and climb his Imee.
and he would fondle and pet me. And I just wor-
shipped him. There never was any one like him to
me. But there's no fondling now. Everynnnq

s

be chm ed. Dear, dear Mr. Louis ! he most of all.

hy, cosset, you wouldn’t have him take you
on his knee now,” said Eve, regarding her with a
monmful interest.

“But he always called me ‘little daughter;’
now it is !tlﬂ?’ “Miss Beth,’” said the girl, with
tearful eyes. Do you know Icame to believe I
was his angm.er, and I sometimes think maybe he
is m father.”

es alive!” said Eve, looking up in alarm,
- ’twu his way, only his way.”

“And | wish he was,” said Beth, desperately.
* Yes, I should be happy then Do you know ; can
you tell me who is my father?”

“No, I can’t!" said Eve, shutting her lij

“ Man, your smoke is suffocating,” sl
\'as Adam puffed away.

“ Womnn, ou are not Agtw be unreasonable,"”
said Adam, slowly, ?.nkm e pl from his mouth,
lowever, and pl wng in nook near the

Y-

*Oh, my mother_my dear, dear mother,” cried
Beth, sobbmg “ Oh, have pity on my poor
loue Cy heart, an lv\ll bless you forever.

hild get off your knees—why, I won't have u,
kneeling to me! and your nice gown! and your
eyes growing 8o red ! said the prim little old lady,
her voice quivering with agitation.

“You won't tell me who my mother was?” im-
plored the girl.

can't —I can't,” was the quick, nervous
mawer

‘*Woman ! said Adam, sternly.

“ Man,” was the answer, ‘I shall keep my word.

1| Child, go ask Louis Carl himself.”

*1'd die first,” said Beth, gemnghnY and stand-
ing there passionate and proud, she looked like &
young princess.

e glance round the prim little room, at the
plle sweet face of Eve, at the sad countenance of
Adam, and Beth grew softer.

“My coming has only made you unhappy,” lhe
said, “and I came for such another purpose!
fancied if I only saw the old home and your dear
faces, I should be myself again. But I can’t, now—
I never shall be my old self. 1 feel as if thn was
dead, and I had just come from its funeral.”

She sat down to the old piano.

A little German air occurred to her.
in which a motherless girl cried for love.

“Dear heart,” said Eve, “I don't know the
‘words. but it makes the tears come."”

** Here is something brighter,” said Beth, bravely.
and she struck into a little song which t.heyhui
often heard before.

Now I must gn
nnder her Ereuy chin.
ere, coue'.," said Eve, as Beth glanced
ronnd n-e room again. ** How does she treat you?"

*“You mean Mrs. Carl? Fairly enough for one
she hates like poison. It's hard enougl
loved, but it's a thousand times worse (o

‘here's no cause. It's shameful—but there, go.

I'm & meddling old woman, I warrant, whose heart

ts the better of her head, sometimes. They say

ﬁsuu is slow of coming. I believe it—so slow
th?t we die before we get .

It was one

" she said, tying her blue ribbons

b g'omml" said Adam, wagging his pointed
eard.

*“Man!" rej ,pllod Eve, “I'm ulhng the truth, and
you know it.”

Beth looked from one to the other in a moment-
ary wonderment—then kissed them good-by.
( To be continued.)

THE MYSTERY OF DREAMS.

A waX fell asleep as the clock tolled the first
stroke of twelve. He awakened ere the twelfth
stroke had died away, having in the interval
dreamed that he had committed a crime, was de-
tected after five years, tried and condemned ; the
shock of finding the halter around his neck aroused

him to when he that all
these events had happened in an infinitesimal frag-
ment of time. Mohammed, wishing to illustrate
the wonders of sleep, told how a man being a shiek,
found himself, for his pride, made a poor fisherman ;
that_he lived as oe for slxl,yd) ears, bringing ?
family, and working hard, and how, upon waking
up from his long dream, so 'short a time had he been
asleep that the narrow-necked gourd bottle, filled
with water, which he knew he overturned as he fell
asleep, had not time to empty ftself. How fast the
soul travels when the body is aslee| Often when
we awake we shrink from going in he dull routine

of a sordid life
of dreamland. How is It that sometimes when we
g0 to a strange place, we fancy that we have seen
it before? Is it possible that when one .has been
asleep, the soul has floated away, seen the place,
and has that memory of it which so surprises us
In nr word, how far dual is the life of man, how far
not





















