THE WEST SHORR. Wh

with straight, tapering fingers, tipped with duinty, pearl-tinted |

pails, Her feet are small and she walks ersct with A (ueenly
hearing,  Her volos, which 18 soft but not modulated with the
refinements of cultivation, issues betwean toeth of pearl, and
lips through whose delicate cutlines the blood seems ver 1o
urst.  Everything about her bespeaks a mor than onlinary
erson.

This, my dear cousin, I8 & very long and labored portrait of
the Olive that 1 have found blooming in this wild, neglected
spot. Well, indeed, the poet says—

Fall many & flower is born to blash unseon,
And wasto its swrdstios on the desert air,

I have always half doubted the existence of such femals
characters except in flotion; 1 have never believed that love
or such an infatuntion was born in a single glance; snd fo have
hoth these doubts negatived, and the truth brought home to
me in my own personal experience in so utterly unexpected s |
manner and in so unpromising & place, baflles me with wonder
and surprise. 1 could not credit it if it weranot troe; bul alas!
my heart hias been in such » tempest this whole week, that
whether T wonld or not T must acknowledge the wondorful v
riety of the world and of our experiences in it.

Fuithfully yours, W.F,

Winthrop Fairfax and I, though he was several
yoars my junior, were old friends, united not only by
the ties of blood, but by the stronger aflivity of con.
genial comradeship. I had known him and his fam-
ily from boyhood. He was born to a rich inheritance,
but the death of his father, and an unfortunate dis.
nster soon afterward, swept away all their property

exoopt a small patrimony whioch was in his mother's
name and had thus been preserved from the general |
ruin. Winthrop had passed throngh his aniversity
career before this calamity had befallen the family,
but he now found himself thrown upon the world to
make his way a8 an artist, in whioh respect ho was
regarded by those who knew him best as  gonius
Of this oharacter I will not speak further here, as it
will be better disclosed by the events which I aa the
biographer of a strange tragedy sball now proceed o
narrate,

I immediately resolved on the facts disclosed by
his letter, whethur wisely or not, to attempt lo savd
him from what I believed to be a dangerous infatun-
tion, and one whieh, if indulged, would be fraught
with domestio sorrow, if not death, for his widowad
mother idolized her gifted son and walohed over him
with that solicitade whiob only those can foel wl}:m
pride strengthens as their penury inoreases. With.
out divulging his secret, I arrapged my businoss s
won a8 I could, and in about s week I left osteusibly
for Colorado; in reality, however, taking a route which
in due time landed me in the town of K I im-
mediately went to the hotel snd inguired for Win.
throp. He was gone, but bad seoured lodgings st
private house. I went thither and found Liu'n in &
humble spartment already bestrewn with arluts s

terials, whilo an easel, wholly enveloped with drapery,
which had evidently beeu hastily flang over it on my
approach, cooupied the most favorable corner of the
room. My cousin received me with constrained cour-
teay, sod porused my faco with & surprised look,
while my own feelings at that moment misgave me,
and an embarrassing pause ensued, which neither of
us broke for several seconds. But we had been too
Iaithtul to sach other in tranquil friendahip to seek
to dissemble now when tho first reefs of life wore ap-
pearing in our pathway.

“ I supposed my lotter,” exclsimed Winthrop ab.
ruptly, “ would find you in the Devil's oanyon; other.
wiso I should not have sent it so woon, although it
contained no invitation for you to intrude upon my
idyllio life in K"

“ Providence or destiny,” I replied, ignoring his
uncivil thrust, “seoms to have choson me aa the in.

 strument to step between you and ruin.”

1 did not know how far events would justify my
assertion, but 1 had taken & bold step, and coneluded
to aot aa if the worst had happened. To my surprise,
Winthrop did not demur to the implied scousation.
Arising from the oamp obair in frout of the sasel, he
began, as b strode to and fro aoross the room, to jus.
tity what ho had dove and purposed dolng,

“1am not & ohild,” be sald, “to be diotated to
and my actions scanned. Buppose | should ohoose to
marry this girl, whose affair is it but mine sod here?"

“Tt in & sufficiont answer to that to say that your
mother, Winthrop, who scarcely lives but by you and
in your fatare, will bo made wretehed by it."

“My mother has not seen Olive; she does nol
know bow beautiful she is If she knew my happi.
noes deponded apon my warrying her—"

“ But Aliee Warfleld? Do you forget that your
relations to hor are almost tantamount to & betrothal 7

“ Arthur, love is an aflinity; % goes where it s
sont. How silly for our parents to think they can
mix the sexes lik & pack of eards and cause Mary to
mate with John, and Alice and Winthrop to suddenly
love anch othor beoause they are placed in juxiaposi-
tion in the social shofMa. Alios s & falr girl, and
worthy of the best love of a lover, and for & time |
sonfess | mistook the desire of our parenis fo unite
as 10 be love; but now that 1 know what real love s,
[ shudder to think what & wretched fate we have os
capod.”

F: Bat bow do you koow,” | insisted, * that this fs
ot & more infatustion, which will leave you some fine
morping s soddenly wa it came? A man's love ls
like » haleyon, which is ever diving after now prey,
and r--amminu sl the -mluup-dul M Even
if this gir) loves you, of which you bave, I ventare,
5o positive aesuranes, you run & terrible riak o s




