[HE WEST SHORE.

s
for my money, sod | st wure you have not got enough

into your possresion yel .
“ And if 1 married you for mooey, will you be

kind enough to say what you married me fﬁ:l? Ah!
I so0 you do pol answer Well, | knﬂ' Yon mnl:-
risd me beosuse, with all your honsted riches, matri-
wonisl offers were wondrous few.”
Here she broke into s loud, soornfal lsogh. “ But
you don’'t mention how many plighted vows you broke
for the saka of Judge Fletcher's ualovable daughter
and glittering wealth,  Why did yon not falfill your
promise o Evelyn?” =
“ Evelyn' whiast promise did she ssy 1 made her?
" Bhe pever apoke of you, except to say that she
lisd et you, sud bat you were hind to her father.
Hat listen, and see {f | can not paiot a picture troe
to lite”  Pauline possessed & sort of dramatio talent
that sbe could use quite «Mactively when she chose
“The scene s on & sunny slopo smid the orange
groves of Florida  There is & new.made grave there,
aod boslde it kneel & youth aod o maiden. His head
is bowed oo his baods and tears trickle through his
flogers and bedew the freab sod.”
“ Pauline' ™ Harold's tone is full of borror snd
entreatly
“ Listen, | say.” There was something in ber
manner thal commanded obedience, and in spite of
himself bhe obeyed. " The girl's white fingers were
busy plasting beart's.onse on the mound. ‘I will
eome here often, Harol), when you are far away, she
was saying. ' You must ot thiok of little Mamie ae
here alone, aud bye and bye the precious mound will
be bright sud beautiful with ber favorite flowers.'
‘Evelyn, Evelyn, my preclous ove, my angel, I am
solfish. | can not loave you hers to tend my darling's
grave, you musl go with we and be my life, my guid-
ing sogel Bay you will, Evelyn' And there, be-
peath the susny sky of that land of bloom, her dark
Leewaes Loased aud bor pure face fanned by the per.
Pume. lnden breese, Evelyn Fletoher plighted her troth
to Harold Bwinton, on the ote condition that she re
wain with bor invalid father till bis sands were tun.
For n while he wrote hor lotg, loving letters: then
they beeatio loss frequent, nd flunlly ceased, with no
word of explanation.  Bbe vever saw him again uptil
she mel him o his 'Ir'\l.'lmg ‘h}' At hos '
unele's,
Wheo introduoed, the weak coward oould opl
: ¥ turn
pale and slammor, ‘ Evelyn’ * Misg Fotoher ' A
she llltl ‘1 todd l'lﬁhl.d\ we had mel h.fm' bﬂtl:h!
must bave forgotten it and | #uppose ha th . X
had—and perbape she bad  100aght she
perhiape she bad, 1 hope w," and ith
tragie gosture M Bwintoe e

swept from the room
. ] A
®obectous viekor,  Not did ber husband know that in
Bar pelty joaloany abe had purloined ber coasin's pri
wale papers uotil she hal glonned the faote g

| This was only the beginning of the misery int
| which he had gold himsell. for gold. Honor, mag.
hood, love, happiness, all given in exchange. Evyen
his name, which others had woounted honorable, his
| wife trailed in the dust along with hor womanhood,
" Any wonder, then, that the money which had cost him
g0 much became & curse !

'Twas & warm, balmy morning in Beptember that
Bab Leslie, still weak and white, sitting by the open
window of Madame's parlor, a skein of searlet wool fn
her lap contrasting strongly with the white gowa
apon which it lay, and the still whiter hands that
pestled in it, saw & carriage coming slowly up the
drive. A lady in deepest mourning alighted and rang
the bell. Some one answered, the carriage drove
away, aud in 8 minate the girl had forgotten the af
fair and was lost in painful reverie. So absorbed was
sho that she heard no one approach, and started ner.
vously st sound of Madame's voice, saying gently—

“ Bab, dear, let me introduce you to Mrs, Win.
wood, our precious Dora’s mother.”

At the words the lady burst into tears and ssnk
into & seat. In an instant Bab was kuoeeling beside
her, mingling her tears with the visitor's. Milently
Madame withdrew. When she could command her.
sell, Mrs. Winwood raised the pale, beautiful face to
hers and kissed it reverently.

“ Dora said that you were lovely and good, and I
#ee it is true, I came here to-day to see if you will
come home with me and take her place. You are no
stranger to grief, perhaps we can do each other good
Will you come?"

“1f you and Madame think best—yes."

; “Then it is settlod, for I talked it over with her
ot

When Dors Winwood laft Villa Ls Rue, the resd:
or will remember, she prophesied never meeting het
friend sgain; and in lese than a month after her d&-
| parture she died suddenly from heart trouble. Thus
it eame about that Barbara Leslie became the petied
dsughter of Winwood House,

" You need send no further remittance,” wrolé
Madams to Harold, “she is provided for. Do not
thiok her ungrateful for all you have done for het;
but o live on the money, obtained, as it were, by the
shedding of her heart's blood, is too mueh for ber
sensitive nature to endure, Mu‘ ghe is be]d

the neod of it" And thus the besutiful Mormed
passed out of his Jife,"

Four years made changes in all these “lives -
touched,” nad Now Yoar's ove found * Winwood. " a6k
b seens of mourning, bat one of festivity. Sley
load after sleigh lond wag deposited on the brosd ¥




