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JEAN.

Little Jean D’Orsay came into the
studio one fine May evening, bringing
with her a gleam of outside light, and
the scent of violets.

1 have come for a longtalk, Octavia,”
ghe said. “I have much to say, and you
have much to listen to. Where is my
old friend our home-made fcouch? Ob,
there it is pushed away back in that dark
corner. Octavia, how could you treat
my handiwork witk so little dignity?”
Then she pulled away with her pretty
hande until the couch with its worn
chintz covering and cushions was placed
to her liking in the broad window, and
she comfortably established thereon.
The warm, golden beams of the setting
sun rested lovingly on her sweet face.

““And so, my dear,” I said with a sigh
of content, for I was very glad to have
my Jean home once more, after an ab-
sence of many weeks, ‘‘you are really to
be married! I only heard the rumor, as
true, the other day, and havejwaited for
your own lips to tell me all about it, and
as many of the secrets of love-making as
you will confide to an old-maid's keep-
ing.”

“Oh, yes, I am engaged,” she an.
ewered carelessly; ‘“but, Octavia, if you
are pining for love secrets, I have none
to tell. Surely you know as well as I do
that it was all arranged long ago, before
papa died. It was his deavest wish that
I should marry the Baron von Stock,
and abroad we are taught to obey our
fathers, even though they die and leave
us; and even without that, we D’Orsays
never break our word.”

She said this simply and as a matter
of course, taking off her rings one by
one and making a little row of them on
the top ot the couch. She was very
young, only just seventeen, but there
was a ring of proud truth in her voice

that showed that she had learned her
lesson well.

“Yes, I know, child,” I answered
with another sigh, not so tranquil as my
former one; ‘‘only, you see, I can neith-
er understand nor believe in such a
keeping of one’s word. Here, in Amer-
ica, generally a girl marries for one of
two reasone; either because she loves,
or because she is poor and needs a
home. The latter can never be your
case; then, Jean, do you love the Baron
von Stock?”

Jean shrugged her shoulders. ‘“He is
fifty,” she said, ‘‘and has gray hairs,
and I am just seventeen, and, you know
summer and winter can never agree.
But' I am a D’Orsay.”

“D’'Orsay or not D’Orsay,” I replied
shortly, ‘I do not believe in any such
nonsense, Jean, do you realize what
you are giving up in marrying a man you
do not love?”

‘I think I do, Octavia.”

‘‘Is there then some one you do love,
Jean?”

A long pause following my question,

during which Jean put on slowly the
shining little circiets that belonged to
her slim fingers. Then she said in a
troubled voice: “Octavia, that is just
what I have come to tell you?”’
A peremptory knock at the door, fol-
lowed by the immediate entrance and
familiar voice of my favorite, Denis
Durant, interrupted Jean’s little confes-
gion.

*‘Are you here, Madam Octavia, all
gl(;,qe in thegloaming? And may Icome
in!

‘“Come in and welcome, Denis, but
when did you arrive? Your lastletter
g8aid nothing of your intention to return
80 500N. You were on your way to
Florida, then. Did you weary of the
sunny South? or were the Florida girls
less winning and beautiful than you ex-
pected?”

“No and yes, Madam Octavia. As to
the Florida giris, fortunatly for me they
did not make up my entire community,
for I had other things to think about.”

Denis crossed the long studio, and
now stood beside us where we sat in the
unick coming shadow. I turned to
ean to make them known to oneanoth-
er.
_ ‘“Jean,” I said, *‘this is your one rival
in my affections; Denis, this is your
only compeer in my heart.”

1 bad proceeded thus far, when I was
shaken out of my usual calin by a little
£asping noise from among the cushions.
Dennis started forward, and to my utter
dismay and astonishment, I saw him
gcize Jean’s hands and cover them with
eager kisses, while he gaid in a Uroken
voice:

“You here, mydarling! why, I thonght
—I never kncw Yyou and Madam QOcta-
via were friends.’

Then Jean’s frightened little voice:

“Oh, please you must not. Oh, Oc-
tavia tell Mr. Durant all about it.”

*“Tell Mr. Durant all about it,” I
echoed; “indeed, I think it is you two
should make explanation to me.”

And so by degrees they told me. Tt
was the same oid story that is forever
and ever repeating itself. They had
met in Florida, gone sight-seeing and
pleasure-seeking together until, as a
foregone conciusion, they had come to
love one another; and then—why, then
came Jean’s summons home, followed
by her formal betrothal to the Baron
von Stock.

“SBhe never let me know, Madam Oc-
tavia,” said poor Denis, ‘“‘where she was
going, or why. Did she suppose I heid
her love so lightly wonund so lightly
lest? What if she is engaved to Baron
von Stock, and bound by all the betroth-
alg in Christen.lom, it doesn’t matter in
the least. No gunardian can dispose of a
girl that way in this country. Jean, I
tell you it shall not be. Don’t you be-
lieve me Jean?”

But Jean was sobhing quictly to her-
self, her face buried in her hands, only
the soft durk fringe of hair upon her
brow visilb:le.

“Jean,” I said at last ‘“surely there is
no cause for all these tears. [t is quite
simple; what Denig says ismore or less
true: the Baron will never hold you un-
willing to your word. Be frank with him,
my dear; it is always the' best way to be
honest,”

“You do not know,” she answered
lifting her tea-drenched face into the
moonhght that now streamed in soft ef-
fulgence through the open window.
What it means to us to have plighted our
troth. Itis only a very little less bind-
ing than a marriage vow, and I, above
all others, must not break mine; for, do
vou not know my dying father promised
for me, and I may not soil his honor,
though I might my own?”

And from this we could not move
her. Denis was in despair,and I not less
moved, for I loved these two children
dearly, and in my secret heart had cher-
ished the hope that they might one day
become something nearer and dearer
than friends.

Jean sobbed on a little longer, whlie
Denis held one unresisting hand, and the
kindly shadows of the calm May night
wrapped us all in soft obscurity. Pres-
ently there came the sound of wheels
and the tramping of horses in the quiet
street below, and then my little maid ap-
peared with her lisping message:

‘‘Baron von Stock was waiting for Miss
D'Orsay.”

So Jean dried her tears, put her hat
oyer her dark ruffied hair gave her hand

calmly to Denis, kissed me hastily, and
then we were left alone. The horses
pranced below, and through the even-
ing air came Jean’s plaintive voice.
Then the rolling wheels growing fainter
in the distance, and then—silence.

“Denis,” I said at length, ‘“don’t give
her ap.”

“Don’t give her up, Madam Octavia,”
he replied; “but what can I do? Itis her
that gives me up. What can I do?”

**Go to her guardian, Mr. Haviland,
and tell him. If he has any remnant
of youth left in his heart, ke will{ry and
ho'lg you.” :

This I said, not unmindful of Denis’s
rood family, good looks, and his great
wealth. He brightened somewhat at
this suggestion, und left me, later on,
more willing to see some hope for the
future.

I did not see either of my children for
some days after that evening: indeed, I
think two weeks had gong by; byt each
aay Ssaw me £0 Dusily emploved with my
pupils and an amount of extra work,
that I scarcely realized the flight of time.

One afternoon quite late, as I sat core,
recting & very much outof drawing study
Jean came in. I did not look up, but
welcomed her from my easel: she came
across the room silently, and stocd be-
fore me without speaking,

‘“Well, my dear,” I said, rubbing out
a stream with a bit of bread, *‘it’s a long
time since you gladdened my eyes,with
a sight of your winsome face.”

Then, as she did not answer, I looked
u.p, She was standing directly in front
of me, with the light from the north win-

dow full upon her. Her dress was a long
soft white mull, witha breast-knot of
dark Russian violets; she held her hat in
her hand, and her soft dark hair lay
slightly moist upon her forehead. But
it was none of those accessories that
drew from me the startled exclamation:

‘“Jear, what have you been doing to

rourself?”” For she was perfectk' color-
ess with a pallor that betokened sleep-
less nights and restless days, while all
the tiny blue veins about her temples
were plainly visible, and beneath her
sweet eyes were dark purple shadows.
She gave a little laugh.

“Oh, nothing, Octavia, unless break-
ing one’s heart can be called an occupa-
tion. I have been doing that.”

“Then you are very foolish,” I said.
“Why should you break your heart, #nd
some one's else as well, when the reme-
dy lies in your own hands?”’

She made no answer at first, trifling
in a nervons way with the feathers on
her hat. Then in a troubled voice: ‘‘Is
it Denig you mean Octavia?”

‘“Who else should it be?”” I answered,
“Break vour own heart if you will,
child, but you might have spared my
boy’s.”

1 spoke quickly and in temper, but I
grievéd when I had said it. The girl
started as if wounded, and gave a long,
deep sigh, though she answered me
quietly enough.

““Dear Madam Octavia, indeciding as1
have, believe me I have not spared my-
self; but I did not come to you to say so
T came because [ am very miserable and
all alone, and because I am motherless,
and toask you to give him—<Denis—this,”
laying a little note on the ledge of my
easel, ‘““And now I will say good-bye
Octavia.” She left me before I could
speak, with the same hurt look on her
face, and all thitremained wasthe white
note for Denis and one or two violets
that had fallen from her dress as she
moved awav.

A few more days passed by, and Sun-
day morning, as I sat over my late tea
and toast, the door opened and Jean
came in.

‘‘Have yon forgiven me, my dear?” I
asked, as I kissed her sweet mouth, re-
membering my hard wordsa few eve-
nings ago.

#“0Oh, indeed, Octavia, I had nothing to
forgive. Surely, if you may not speak
our mind to me, who can? See, i have
yrought vou these white lilacs, Octavia.
Baron vor Stock gave me such a large
bunch of them vesterday, and at once I
thought of you and the dear, dusty studio
You know [ always used to keep the old
place brightened 1 p a bit.”

Then, as she separated the fragrant
white flowers and arranged them in my
two mujolica vases, she asked in a shy
voice:

“Have vou seen Denis, Octavia?”’

‘“No, my little Jean, but I sent him
your note.”

“Did you read it. Octavia?’

“My dear, no. I noticed it was un-
sealed, but fancied that an oversight; so
I fustened it up tight and sent it on its
\,\-uy. _’You did not tell me to read it,
Joean.,

‘It does not matter,” she answered.
‘Then after a little pause:  “It was only
to tell him, Octavia, that Baron \on
Stock and Mr. Haviland have decided it
shall be on the 15th of June.” I made
no reply, though I knew it was her wed-
c‘hng duy sune strove to speak of so cialm-
ly.
he came and rested her hands upon
my shoulders,

**You do not answer me, Octavia. Are
you, then, so indifferent?”

“iy ehild,” I said, “since you have
decided in vour own heart what is best,
why should I .eply?”

**Yes, that is true.” Then, Kkissing
me: *‘I have tried, Octavia, indeed I
have, to do all for the best. 1 love Den-
is—ah! how truly I dolove him—but
my word is pledged. What can I do?”

*Nothing,” I answered dryly, “‘since
vou feel as you do.”

And now it seemed to me the days
fijrly raced by in their eagerness to
reach the 15th of June. 1 saw Denis
frequently; Jean less often. The boy
was overwheimed with his first great
sorrow. He would come and talk to me
by the hour, tramping up and down the
studio, rumpling up his hair and repeat-
ing over and over how much he loved
her—how cruel it all was.

*“Why doesn’'t she tell Baron von
Stocks?” he said. “You don't suppose
the man would force her to marry him
against her will?”

“Why don't
swered.

‘“How can I do that? Can I go and
tell the Baron that I feel sure Jean does
not love him, and is on!y marrying him,
becauge of her father’s stupid promise,

you tell him?” I an-

and some absurd nonsense about
the family konor? = Don’t
her verv actions aive my.

words the lie direct? Didn't I tell it to
old Haviland, and much good did it do!
He emiled at me as bland!y as possible,
and asked me if I came at Miss D’Or-
say’s request. Of course, I was obliged
to say no. Then he smiled more bland-
ly than before, and said. ‘When Miss
)’Orsay comes to me with the same pe-
titlon, 1 will consider 1t.' \Was there
anything left for me to do, but take
myself off alter that?”

““No, I had to agree with him; there
was nothing eise left to do.

Now listen,” continued Denis. ‘‘You
are fond of me, you know, and it will
consequently give you pleasure to dome
a good turn. Jean will not see me, and
I must see Ler before the 15th. Won’t
vou try and get her here next Sunday
afternoon, and then let me come in quite
by accident? You will, won't you?”’

*‘Denis Durant,” I said eolemnly,
‘‘since you were a curly-headed boy, I
have never refused vou anything it was
in my power togrant. Am I likely to
do =0 now? Yes, you shall have one
mere chance. I wiliagk Jean to come.
And now be off; My six young ladies
will be ere in lessthanten minutes, and
I snall lose my reputation as a stern in-
structor, if they cateh sight of yvour hand-
some face.”

*‘Pass me on as your model,” said he
impudent!y; then, coming back and put-
ting his vellow head dewn caressingly;
‘““Yon will make her come, Octavia?”’

“Yes, yes,” I answered , tonching his

bright locks, ‘‘do not fear; you shall see
her once more.”
. This was Wednesday, the 5th of June:
in ten days Jean was to be married. I
wrote her a note asking her to come to
me on Sunday. She sent me word she
would be with me at five o’clock that
afternoon;at six, Baron von Stock would
call to take her to dine at his sister’s
where his relations where to meet her
for the first time collectively.

Sunday came, one of those sudden in-
tensely warm days, a foretaste of what
July and August would prove. After
my rather tardy luncheon, I drew the
old chintz couch across the broad win-
dow, placed my low  chair rear the
Venetian blinde, and waited for my
lovers.

Denis came first, putting in his head
cautiously, and then advancing eagerly
when he saw I was alone.

“Will gshe come, Octavia? Am I too

late?”

‘‘She will come,” 1 answered, and
even as I made reply, I heard her step
upon the stairs. Denis drew back into
the window, a moment, and then the
door was elowly opened and Jean came
in. She walked down the long room
and we two watched her as she came.
She was already dressed for dinner, in a
long soft, white silk, made very simple,
with some rich old lace at the throat,
and short hanging sleeves. Her breast-
knot was of her favorite dark Russian
voilets; her wavy brown hair knotted in
some old-faghioned style upon the top
of her proud little heae, and held there
by a quaint silver comb; in her hand she
carried a white fan and her long
white £1lIk mittens, save for the deep
blue of the voilets, there was not a ray
of color about her, and her face was as
white as her gown.

I put out my hands to her as she drew
near me; she took them in hers and,
bending, kissed me twice. ‘You dear
Octavia,” she said, “how cool and calm

and happy vou look here. I never
come that'it does not do me good, and
vet I always leave with a heartache.

are vou glad to see me, Oclavia??”

“My little Jean, I am very glad.
You do not come so often now my dear
and I miss you very much,

‘It is not my fault that keeps mec
away. Octavia,” she said, using one of
her foreign idioms, ‘‘but my weakness,
I dare not come, for every time I do, my

. .
couraze waxes fainter. You and theold
studio are so full of pleasant, dear mem-
ories, and—of—him.”

*‘Jean, Jean my darling!” cried Denis,
coming forth from his hiding and taking
both her hards in his.

“Are you here?” she cried. Then be-
ginning to tremble a little, and in a low
voice, with now and then asob: *Ob,
Denis, you should not! Octarzia, why did
vou let him come? Oh, my dear, dear
Denis!”

Tt was all very sad. Jean stood there
in her wl.. e glistening dress, sobbing,
with Deris holding l:er hands in his, en-
treating her in passionate tones to listen
to the love of both their hearts.

**1 cannot,” she sald faintly.
Denis, 1 cannot.”

“Thenyoa do not love me,"” cried he
hotly.

**Love you,” she answered. “Ah, yon
do not know how I love you. I love you
more earnestly, more deeply, than it is
possible for you to understand. But, oh!
can’t you see? It is not my promise I
must keep, it is my father’s. It will not
greatlv matter if my heartis broken,”’
she addecdalittle wildly, *‘so our honoris
kept clean.”

For a few moments there wasasilence,
then from out the gloom, far down the
long studio, came a voice:

‘“Jean, mein liebling, art thou ready
for me? Pardon, madame, thatIintrude
myself upon you.”

Baron von Stock walked into our midst,
and there was Jean, crying, and Denis
holding both his hands.

i h,

“Buf what ie  this?” continued tae
Baron, turning his kind face from one
to another. “Jean ip tears! And you,
8ir.” to Denig, ‘‘for what reason do youn
80 hold Miss b’Orsay’e hand?”?

‘““For what reason?”’ cried Denis, glad
to speak to some one in his excitement;
‘‘for the best of all reasons, Baron von
Stock; because I love Jean, and she loves
me. Don’t you, my darling? Yesg, 1
love her, and vou will take her from me,
because of some stupid promise longago,
made by a man dead two years. Yoa
want her to marry you, and she is not
one to break her word. But, look you, I
tell you sne loves me, and it will only be
her hand she gives you, not her heart:
that is mine!”

The boy finished almost triumphantly,
though he dropped Jean’s hands and
st away from her. She said nothing.

*Is this true Jean!” asked the Baron
slowly, with a look of pain in his face.

Thus questioned Jean looked up and
answerced.

“True that I love Denis? Yes, it is
quite true, 1 should have told yon Her-
mann, the day before our marriage, and
I should also have told you, thatas I
took your name, 80 I should wear it
blamelessly. You have never asked me
Baron yvon Stock, whether ornot 1 loved
you. You accepted my father’s promise
as I have doue as I am willing to do.”

As 1 watched the Baron, I saw a sud-
den look of happiness come over his face
while Jean was speaking. My heart
sank. Was he then willing to take her
not onlyswithout love, but knowing her
heart belonged to another? It seemed
80, for as she finished he went close to
her, and, iaking her hand, raised court-
eously to his lips, bowing hisgray head
over with infinite grace.

“That isquite as it should be, mein
liebling; I amonly to happy to possess
your aimiable respect. And now shall
we go? Itisalready late.”

So, with a general bow, and leading

my poor littie Jean by the hard, he left
ns. Ae the door closed. Denis gave one
inw cry and flung himselfface down upon
the conch. Nothing I counld “say waould
comfort him: he lay all the Jevening in
dumb, wretched misery, while the dusk
grew into night, #and one by one out
came the liftle stars, and last Jof all the
full. round mcon.

The 15th of June dawned fair and
cloudless. 1 was up early, too full of my
child’e new life that was to begin to-day,
to rest. She was to be married at Mr.
Haviland’s quietly, at 6 o’clock in the af-
ternoon. I had a little note fromn her at
mid-day, begging me not to¥fail to come,
and sayving at the end: ‘‘Dear Octavia,
I know I am:doing right, although my
heart scems dead. Baron Von Stock is
very kind, and says I shall soon be all
bright and happE again. And, indeed,I
shall try and 1nake his words seem true.”

By 4 o’clock I was dressed in my best
gra giltk, witha bunch of white lilac
that Jean had sent me. 1 was carefully
drawing on my gloves and beginning to
fidgit mentally lest Denis should fail me
at the last, for he, with a youthful desire
to luxuriate in his grief, had declared it
only his right to be at Jean’s marriage,
besides being his duty to look after ine.

At half-past five he made his appear”
ance.

“‘Oh, Denis,” I cried, “how glad I am
to see you. 1 feared, after ali, you
might not come.

He laughed—a sad, bitter laugh, not
good to hear from so young a heart.
““You ehould not fear, Madam Octavia.
If she can endure it sarely 1 can.”

Then we betook ourselves to the car-
riage, and very scon were entering Mr
Haviland’s drawing-rooms. These were
gay with flowers and sweet June sun-
ghine, and bright with happy faces
Were ours the only heavy hearts in thaf
sinal! gathering?

We took our places. Denis and I. nao
faz from the white satin mat, richly em
breidered with roses, which, as Madame
de Vaux informed me,‘*had been brought
especially from Germany for the bride
and groom to stand upon. An old, old
family custom,you know,” she whisyered
energetically, ‘‘and eo inte resting.’

We had not Jong to wait. There was
8 hush in the flow of many voices as
Baron von Stock entered and took his
place, followed immediately with Jean
on Mr. Haviland’s arm, . I held my
breath; Denis, who stood beside me
shivered. Very sweet and beautiful did
my da:ling look, throngh her falling veil
of rich lace could not hide from my eyes
the real Jean beneath, ana I noted with
sharp anguish that her sweet face was
thinner and the soft eves more mourn-
ful than one short month ago. In direct
contrast to her sad gentle looks was the
too apparent joy not to say hilarity, of
both Baron von Stock and Mr. Hayiland.
And now Jean reached the silken mat,
old Mr. Dillon stood by in surplice and
stole, and I was taking my last look at lit-
tle Jean D'Orsay. TheBaroness von Stock
could rRever come to the old, dim, dusty
studio and make it bright with her pres-
ence, talking for hours over every trifl-
i;lg pleasure or pain, as the old Jean had
done.

My eves were full of tears, for Jean
was the child ofa widowed heart, that
had never known the sound of the mag-
ical word “mother.” Even Denis's sor-
row could not eqgual mine.

Baron von Stock’s voice Lroke in up-
on my memories. ‘‘Mr, Haviland, and
my very good friends,” Le was saying,
“as you know it was the earnest desire
and solemn promise of my friend, the
late Count Alphonse D’CQrsay, that there
should, at a proper time, exist between
me. Baron Hermann von Stock, and his
only child and daughter, Jean Blanche
D'Orsay, the tie and contract of mar-
riage. And so great was this desire,
however unworthy the recipient of his
beauty, that he instilled into his daugh-
ter's generons heart the feeling that
should she break his solemnly pledged
wordi, she would not only soil his honor,
but that of the D’'Orsay’s whose race
and lineage had never owned one mem-
ber who had not kept it fair and clean.
But to me he left discretionary powers,
though he bound her so firmly, and
should I, Hermann von Stock, desire at
any time to cancel this mutual agree-
ment I was to be free to do so. 1 do
so desire now. In the presence of yon
all, I give back to Mdlle. D'Orsay her
frcedom; not from any want of appreci-
ation of her beauty, good-
ness analoyaity, -rather Decause
cf them that I am an old man, and my
iove for her is too great to accept the
sacriiice of her youth. Jean, mein lieb-

ling, look up.. ee, I haye brought thee
a present, and we shall have a wedding
after all.” ) ;

When Jean raised her tear-dimmed
eyes it was Denig’s face they rested up-
on, Denig's hand that clasped so tightly
round her own. | ;

“To you, my friend,” said the baron
more sternly, turning to the young man,
“] gay shield her f{aithfully, she wha
guards so faithfully a dead father’s hon-
or will not fail to cherish that of her
husband,” )

Denis bowed his bright head in silent
thaéakegiving. And so they were mar-
ried.

Often now on summer evenings the
dim olq studio is full of the joyous laugh-
iter and prattling tongues of little Denis
and little Jean, pretty Blanche and
baby Hermann. And whenthe shadows
grow longer and the little spirits less
buoyant, they gatherabout my knee and
beg: *‘Once more, just once more, tell
us the story of mamma’s wedding day.”
—The Argosy.

—

An ex-officer of the ine who has been
driving a Hansow in London, unus just
come into £1G00 a year by the death of
a cruel father. .

The tariff question was knocked under
the table in the French chamber of deputies
while Minister Ferry and all hands saved
the republic by refraining irom quarreling
over revision.

To wash the face1in almost boiling wa-
ter is recommended to prevent wrinkles
and to improve the complexion.
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them when enfeebled by disease,invigor-
ates tho circulation of the blood, and braces the
pervouseystern, Slight colds cften end in
consumption. Itis dangeroustoneglect
them. Apply the remedy promptly. A
testof twonty yoars warrants the asserticn that
no remedy hng_ ever bﬁ;ﬁ_ fgfil i‘ l;lE E?aa 'A.I ?l.
rompt in its effects as 3
R llné‘le dose raises the phlegm, su Ldues
fnflammation, and its use speedily curce the most
obstinate cough. A plensant cordial, chil=
dren take it readily. For Croup it s
fnvaluable and should be in every fumily.
In 23c.and 81 Dottles.

TUTT'S
PILLS

ACT DIRECTLY ON THE :l!EE_.

Cures Chills and Fever, Dyspepsia,
Sick Meadache, Bilious Colic. Constipa«
tion, Rheumatism, Piles, Palpitation of
the Ieart, Dizziness, Torpid Liver, and
Female Irregularities. If you do not “feel
very well,” a single pill at bed-time stimulates the
stomnch, restoresthaappetite,imparts vigortothe

.%t«:m. Price, 33¢c. 3% Murray 8t., N.Y,
"B~ WRITE FOR TUTT'S MANUAL FREE."Sa
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