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BURGLARS IN PARADISE.

e . e

L.
THE RUMOR.

Ir it had not been for that horse —

But this requires explanation.

Some time ago, I had the pleasure of re-
cording the experienee of a single and singu-
lar lady, who built a house and lived in it.
To any reader by chance acquainted with
those records no mtroductory words will now
be neaded. To such as are unfamiliar with
the annals of * The Old Maid's Paradise ™ 1t
may be neeessary to say that they concerned
the fortunes of a family of two, — mistress
and maid. I mistake; it was a family of
three, — mistress, maid, and dog. They were
known to the public respectively as Corona,
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Puella Virginia (short, Puelvir), and Matthew
Launcelot.

Corona’s house was a matehed-board cot-
tage, situated, in summer, in the town of
Fairharbor, on the eea-<coast. As Corona
spent the winters with ber brother's fanuly,
she ecarried away the mmpression that her
house was not situated anywhere from Octo-
ber to June. The poor, desolate, shuttered
thing, shivering down there on the cliffs in
the winter nor'westers, seemed to her to be
blotted off the map by the first snow-storm,
along with the wild roses and the golden-rod
and the dandelion ghosts, and the scnse of
having one’s own way, and paving the grocer
for the privilege. Corona did not like to
think about her house when she was out of
it ; it seemed like the eorpse of a house, like
an uuburied friend : 1t made her sentimental.
Her house was the only thing that she was
known to he sentimental about.

She hurried back to it for that second sea-
son whose history it will be the effort of these
columns to portray, with a bountding heart.
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She had passed the bounding years. Life
had becun to take steady paces. She had
some time gince ceased to expect things, and
when they came they miet her like friends in
a crowd : a guick hand on the arm, a kin-
dling eye, a sensitive cry, — *“ Why, you!”
—and fhus she had her sorprise for her
paing, the twofold pleasure of not hoping, the
ardent comfort that comes from asking noth-
ing of life and finding something when you
don’t look for 1t. Corona was a person of
“ways.” This was one of her ways; and
she found it a very good one.

So, when she felt that old, patiently put-by
pull at the arterial cireulation, which comes
of deeply wishing for o thing that 1s really
going to happen, Corona experienced some
curiosity over the psychelogical phenomenon.

“I did not expect to care so much,” she
said to Puelvir, as they jounced democratic-
ally over the Fairharbor streets in the yellow
ommibus. Fairharbor economizes her streets
as a public gympasium. The great ledges,
worn by the great fish teams, and innocent of
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Mr. McAdam's ministrative palliations, exer-
cise the passengers obviously, Matthew Laun-
eelot, iIn particular, being of so much less
weight than either of his natural protectors,
performed the flying trapeze and double bar
from one end of the narrow, dingy red velvet
cushions to the other, at irregular intervals,
with an air of wounded dignity which lent
pathos to the occasion.

% Here, I'll hold ye, if I've got to,” said
Puelvir.

“Did you speak to me?” asked Corona,
dreamnly.

Puelvir had not noticed the psychologieal
problem. Whether it were above her or be
neath her, who could say? Mistress and
maid were fond of each other; and Corona
was used to these little lapses in the line of
human sympathy which come of solitary liv-
ing with some one who is “ different.” She
had a high regard for Puelvir, and watched
her affectionately as she gathered Matthew
Launcelot into her generous bosom.

“ There, there!” said Puelvir. “ Do set
awhile, if there ’s any set in ven !"
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“He never kissés you,” observed Corona.
“And he's so fond of you, too! T wonder
at it.”

“ Kisses me!l” cried Puelvir. © Kisses
me! Why, 1" as lief be kissed by live men-
tolks (for aught I know) as by dogs. 1 knew
a girl once set m a man’s lap while they was
keepin’ company. I says to her, ‘I don’t see
what you want to do it For. I should as
soon think of goin’ an’ settin’ on the mantel-
plece!’ I've trained him, you better be-
lieve,” added Puelvir. “1I used to snap his
nose every time he tried it. If that don’t
work, I sprinkle him with a hitle vinegar.
It’s excellent. They soon get over it.”

“Who get over 1t?” asked Corona, still
in her dream. Pronouns were never Puelvir's
strong point, It took a while to get used to
them.

“ How natural it dooz look down here!”
observed Puelvir, as the ommbus bobbed and
cannonaded through the erooked streets, past
the dreary wharves, by the pungent fish-
flakes, where the salt cod dried in the sun



