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Her compaion, a pale-faced youth, whose well-wrappered form and
occasional cough betokened recent convalescence, simply mormured, “ Pretty
fair,”

“ Don't be so prosy, Jobn,” was the impatient rejoinder. * Look ! Here
we are, after only a few mimutes’ ride from the noisy den where we've been
conped for weeks, wiiting for you 1o recover, you know, dear, antl bebold !
Here are the purple depths of mystic shades, fit abodes for Doric muses ! ”

* Hother the Toric muses, Annie. They were a savage lot, the whole
of ‘e, You know | never cared for Druid's * Mysties ' or anything else per-
taining to our savage ancestry,  Can't you give us a suggestion of something
practical 7 See, for mstance, if you could grow radishes or even sprout white
beans out bere,

“ Your illness has left you in an irmscible state, John, Of course this
road doesn't bead directly 1o agmicuhiural fields, thongh, like the mosquitoes,
they're * ot ahead apiece, and will surely be found whether you look for them
or not, if you go far enough, It Is your busness to get well, John ; and 1o
be o successful convalescent you must look for more cheery sights than mdish
beds vr sprouted beans.”

On either hand were grassy steeps; rugged rocks, leafy covens; rustic
bridges, tinkling waterfalls and stately, sighing evergreens, which are wont to
woo the lover of nature (o their sylvan retreats, while below them lay the busy
city with its whiir of travel and str of trade.  Above them rose the slopes and
steeps of City View park, where nature and ant have united their forces o
Deatitify the landscape, combining the intelligent skill of man with the pridic
yality of oppormumnity aforded by his father, Water, and mother, Earth.

U Since you have cesed 10 love me, Annie, there is nothing left in life
that has ang charmi for me.”

“'Wha said 1 ceased to love you, John? Or are you losing your
senses ! Your manner frets the.”

They were climbig to an overhanging rock, half hidden by a wildemess
of ferns and hasels, among which budding shrubs of the Oregon currant,
Ribes Sanguinenm, were alreaddy exhibiting their white and scarlet graces,

The young mian caught an overhanging bough of a friendly tree and
swung himsell to a seat on the rock where the shrubbery was thinnest and
sat there panting, while s companion, her cheeks flushed from climbing,
seated hersell a moment later by his sidle,

A chipmunk darted in and out among last years fems; ns keen cyes
twinkling with mingled caution and curiosity,  Annle Vale threw the weltome
intrader some crumbis froin A lunch basket she had wisely provided in
spite of John's protest, well knowing the power of the convalescent's appetite,
The tiny squirre] advanced cutiousty mnd with graceful motion to secure the
crumbis, and was sewtling itelf for an enjoyable meal, when a Mongolian
pheasant swooped down upon the food and foghtened the timid animal from
the scene.

* That's just the way the world wags,” said John Landes, after an interval
of coughing. * It's every fellow for himsell and the devil for the hindermost.”

Antie Ve laid ber hand upon his anm just In time to divert his aim
from the beautiful bind at which be assayed to shy a stone.

% Do} be cruel, Jobn,” she said, soltly, There were teirs in ber eyes
and a suspicion of sobbing in her throat as she looked at him tenderly.

w All the world is cruel,” wins the curt response.

# | wish you wouldnY talk hke that, John, The world & as we make &t
—fior omrselves,”

She pulled down a spray of half-opened currant blossoms and began
picking the petals to pieces, nervously. - John eyed ber & moment in silence.
A song bird drched s theoat and began a thrilling roundelay, joined by the
twitiering accompantinest of its mate in the nest over their heads,

It was & glonous Apell day. Below them lay the Comell road as if
askesp i the By quict of the by sunshine,  The chipmiink teitered i ity
liding place, and the pheasant, its appetite appeased, flew away with 2 whir-
g sweep.  Heyood them, where the road makes a turn around the hill,
stretched & e batricade, or railing, guarding the lower edie of the grade,
neat the top of which was an open phaeton, with a mai and woman, the Laiter
dnving.

“ Hiow st are we to have a tumout ke that, Jobn ? "

* Never, Annke,  This accursed cough hangs on Bke grm death hold of
a dead darkie.  'm oot oaly out of work bt out of money. It was a cruel
1hing for me 1o ask you to come out here from your Massachusetts hore to
wamy e, You found me, ot as [ hoped you would, well and prospering,
with iy own hired house ready to receive you, and money in the bank to pay
the first installment on our saburban property.  Instead of that, you met me

At wy dingy, bachelor boanding house, ot on my back with the prevalling
epudemic. 11 was good of youe=1 mean you meant # o be good of you to
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come night i and nurse me and bring me back 1o life  but your good inten.
tioms missed fire.  They flashed in the pan.” -

« What do sou mean, John Landes?  cried Anie, almost fiercely,

If he had beent nothing to ber; if there had been no prospect of his
hecoming her husband, this highbred * superfiuous woman® of the over.
m‘.dcdvn,._\- state would have been amused at his petulance,  She was 1
sovice in the care of invalids, having performed the various offices of tirse
and housekeeper for her father since her mother's death; a sad event that hu
kept her a prisorer for ten years subsequently in her father's house as his
ministering angel, while John Landes, the lover of her childhood, was seck.
ing hié fortune on the Pacific coast; a forrune which at thirty seemed farthyr
from his grasp than the fendr fatns he had begun to seek at twenty.

There was silence for a full minute,  John toyed aimlessly with the dtied
ferns at His feets Annbe threw the chipmunk a fresh: supply of erumbs, and
the hirds twittered lovingly among the leaves over their heads.

“Would you like 1 be tid of me, fohn?

There wits 3 tremor in Annle's voice, but she looked him in the eye with
apparent steadiness and awaited his reply.  The phaeton on the Comell road
had tumed and was coming down the grade.  The horse suddenly took frght
and became unmanageable.  Annies fiale face Blanched with terror.

w For God's suke, John!" she said, hoarsely. Tt Ae/ We must
save them ! ”

“ Blarked if 7 will” was the curt response.  * He's given me troubile
enough aleeady,”

* Thut what of Aer, John?  Surely you are not wholly heartless."

There was & fow place in the ride railing toward which the frightened
horse rushed, and the frail phaeton, as the animal jumped, caught heavily upon
the logs, smashing it to pieces, but hreaking the horse's fall and lodging the
occupants of the vehicle in a heap on the road side.  Annie Vale clambered
herriedly up the rgged hillsile and extricating the horse from his peril among
the broken hamess tumed him loose upon the grade, where he began 1o
browse upon the green twigs al the roadside, as if at peace with all the workd,

The gentleman whe had been thrown from the phaeton arose upan his
elbows and rubbed his eyes in a bewildered way. His companion sat up an
the ground and locked her hands around her knees,

“Are you badly hurt?  Are any bones broken?  ‘What frghtened your
horse? Can | doanything for you? " asked Annie, all her questions coriing
in i breath, as she shook one and then the other of the victims of the accident.

John Landes came up presently, his cough forgotten and his manner
stem.  He began gathering the broken pieces of the phaeton together in
silence.

1 wished it had klled hins, blinked if 1 don't!” he said, under his
breath.

Annie watched him furively, a dull aching at her heart. ' Was she to be
forever disappointed in John?  She could retreat from her contract; coukd
refuse 1o marry him if necessary ; and 4 refusal would certainly be necessary
if he continued to enact the role of & petulant and jealous convalescent.

“It's that blankety-blanked booby that hung around when | was at the
worsty and F'wont countenance him,” brooded John.

Anmie brought water from the trickling brook by the roadside and bathed
the gentleman's fiice and gave him a reviving draught.

“ Are you better now? ™ she sisked, tenderly,

48 death ! * muttered John, savagely.

The lady rose to her foet anil tried her limbs, delighted to find 1o bones
broken,

* Only a few broises and scracches, dear,” she said, kneeling beskde ler
compation.  “ [ hope and trust you have come off as well

“John' Jobn Landes!™ cried Anple Vale “Come here! I've a
grand supprise for you.  Vou were pot well endugh 1o hear about it when
Usicle Jack, my father's brother, came 1o see us at the buchelors' boarding
house.  And, when you got better and | saw you were a trifie jealous, |
thought 1d belp you to recover by giving you something to think about beskles
your ailment s 50 | let you keep on thinking you had a rival  Now let te
'“};'_'“ff tny uncle, Jackson Vale, Mr, Landes.  And this is Aunt Susie, his
wife.

John came forwand, looking sheepish and awkward, but remembered
m:wiﬂy 10 hide his contusion h.‘ a umgh,

“* We had a narvow escape, Susse,” said Uncle Jack, “ bt its an ill wind
that blows nobedy any good.  But for this accident we would have missel
our relatives rnlml_\'..'l'ur we were (0 have taken the steamer within an' hoor
for f\hr_h. I." tried several times 1o meet your—ahem—Mr. Landss,
Asinie, e be's been upon bis feet, but ['ve been sudiously avokded o mer-
chessly snubibed—] bardly know which you'd call it




