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© Whatever "h lopt, it firet waz won."
Frizanerr BarmeTT BROWNTYG.

I was a Fobruary day in Boston. It was going
to rain. Tlough ooly four o’clock in the after-
toon, the semse of night already overpowered the
senee of duy on the morning gide " of Mt. Ver-
non Street, wheues the color of the sun had long
since crept down the hill and lay low across
Charles River and fhe intervening street, thruat-
ing apart the gathering clouds with slips of light,
long and pale, like slander hands.

A womnn thought of this. 8he atood at her
drawing-room window, looking up and down the
hill. She held the curtain back from her figure
with uplifted wrist, —a delicate wiist. She had
stepped betwean the cartuin, whick was lace, and
the window. Locking in, therefore, from with-
cut, a8 one pussed through the davkening street,
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she showed real and human., Buot looking at hes
from within, acrosa the warm and silent room, the
curtain swaying on her outline, she made a lovely
Zhost.

In either aspect of the watcher — for she wus a
watcher, that was plain enongh—an observant
peraon would have said of her, It 18 & wife,—a
huppy watcher, a happy wife,

Beyond those trifling signs of individuality in
household art which creap itto the homes of most
people of charscter, there wus nothing to distin-
guish this from other parlos on Mt Vernon
Street. Tt wazs not necessary to look twice o see
thut the lady behind the cortain had a luxerious
and light-hearted home,

Something — was it in her attitude? was it in
her expression ? —would have indicated ler to
the sensitive eye as a woman deeply loving and
deeply loved. Certainly she bore that beautiful
and modest aclf-conscicusness which belongs to
no other creature and to no other condition, and
which is as radiant and as regal as the look that
the seu gives to the sunrisz.

A gentleman came gver the hill, walking
slowly ; he came from the direction of the State
House and Tremont Street, nnd therefore held his
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face turned towards the awiftly departing light,
Drops were falling. They ran together on the
window and thickened ; the pavement was grow-
ing wet. It was a maggy night, and betokened
either a prolunged thaw, or the sudden surrender
of nature’s forces which precedes a deadly ebill.
The gentlemuwn walked languidly, as people do in
wenle weather; possibly e lookad pule

She had turned raptoronsly ou hearing lis
gtep ; then all her attitude fell. He pussed be-
neath the window, she wutching him. He
glanced up onee befure he rang -tha hell, and
saw her, between the curtain and the window,
nodding down to him. BShe looked very near.
She wes still standing there, when he came into
the room; only the puale lnee now foll over her.
He could but notice Ler contour on it, even then,
with the Ligh, fine erowu of hair and the wrist
twrned buek, — a beantiful wraith ]

But when she came to meet him she saw how ~
grave he was,

% Mr. Nordbhall ! I — thought you wero John,
I mean when T heard your step — ut fiest. Sit
down. Iam glad to see yon. Dut you look ill.
John is late. T wes watching for him.”

“ Yes, Mrs, Btrong, John is late.”
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Nordhall said this ¢clumsily enongh, He too sat
down. Ha felt faint. Bnot she smiled up at him
fondly ; she had always known Chavles Nordhall.

“ You will stay to dine with us, now. John
will soon be here. 'We were fo read together this
evening, early ; I ordered dinner uwn hour sooner
We are reading — of all things, what do yoo
think ? — Paul and Virginia! We bad never
read it before,—topether. John will ba in very
soon,”

She langhed at herself, blushing « little, but
thinking that it was only Charlvy Nordhall. She
had & low and bappy langh. Yet he could seo
that she listened towards ithe pavement with the
intensity by which enly the very happy or the
very miserable attend.

It bad grown dark. Bervants came in. Nord-
hell dimly saw tha gas fash, acd the eclors of the
room leap out; the hewrth-rog whern the dog lay,
— listening, too. The rug was Persian; the dog
a sctter, brown and white. The téte-d-téte waa
of a garnet shade, and lustrous; it was rolled
towards the grate, with a4 generows plump has
gook before it, such as o tired mnn likes. An old
eopy of Paul and Virginia lay on the cushions of
the téte-i-téte.



