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Bunner Sisters

by

Edith Wharton

PART I

IN THE DAYS When New York’straffic moved at the pace of
the drooping horse-car, when society applauded Christine
Nilsson at the Academy of Music and basked in the sunsets of
the Hudson River School onthewallsof the National Acad-
emy of Design, an inconspi cuous shop with asingle show-
window wasintimately and favourably knowntothefeminine
popul ation of the quarter bordering on Stuyvesant Square.

It wasavery small shop, in ashabby basement, inaside-
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street already doomed to decline; and from the miscellaneous
display behind thewindow-pane, and the brevity of thesign
surmounting it (merely “Bunner Sisters’ inblotchy goldona
black ground) it would have been difficult for theuninitiated to
guessthe precise nature of thebusinesscarried onwithin. But
that was of little consequence, sinceitsfamewas so purely
locdl that the customers onwhom itsexistence depended were
amost congenitaly awvareof theexact rangeof “goods’ tobe
found at Bunner Sisters'.

The house of which Bunner Sistershad annexed the base-
ment wasaprivate dwelling with abrick front, green shutters
onwesak hinges, and adress-maker’ ssgninthewindow above
theshop. On each side of itsmodest three storiesstood higher
buildings, with fronts of brown stone, cracked and blistered,
cast-iron balconies and cat-haunted grass-patches behind
twisted railings. These housestoo had once been private, but
now acheap lunchroom filled the basement of one, whilethe
other announced itself, abovethe knotty wistariathat clasped
itscentral bal cony, asthe MendozaFamily Hotdl. It wasobvi-
ousfromthechronic cluster of refuse-barrelsat itsarea-gate
and the blurred surface of its curtainlesswindows, that the
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familiesfrequenting the MendozaHotel werenot exactingin
their tastes; though they doubtlessindulgedin asmuch fastidi-
ousnessasthey could afford to pay for, and rather morethan
their landlord thought they had aright to express.

Thesethree housesfairly exemplified thegenerd character
of thestreet, which, asit stretched eastward, rapidly fell from
shabbinessto squalor, with anincreasing frequency of pro-
jecting sign-boards, and of swinging doorsthat softly shut or
opened at thetouch of red-nosed men and paelittlegirlswith
brokenjugs. Themiddleof the street wasfull of irregular de-
pressions, well adapted to retain thelong swirlsof dust and
straw and twisted paper that thewind drove up and downits
sad untended length; and toward the end of the day, when
traffic had been active, thefissured pavement formed amo-
saic of coloured hand-bills, lids of tomato-cans, old shoes,
cigar-stumpsand bananaskins, cemented together by alayer
of mud, or veiled in apowdering of dust, asthe state of the
weather determined.

The solerefuge offered from the contemplation of thisde-
pressing waste wasthe sight of the Bunner Sisters' window.
Its panes were alwayswell-washed, and though their dis-

play of artificia flowers, bandsof scalloped flannd, wire hat-
frames, and jars of home-made preserves, had the undefin-
able greyish tinge of objectslong preserved in the show-
case of amuseum, the window reveal ed a background of
orderly counters and white-washed wallsin pleasant con-
trast to the adjoining dinginess.

TheBunner sisterswere proud of the neatness of their shop
and content with itshumble prosperity. It was not what they
had onceimagined it would be, but thoughiit presented but a
shrunkenimage of their earlier ambitionsit enabled themto
pay their rent and keep themselvesalive and out of debt; and
it waslong sincetheir hopeshad soared higher.

Now and then, however, among their greyer hoursthere
cameone nhot bright enough to be called sunny, but rather of
thesilvery twilight huewhich sometimesendsaday of storm.
It was such an hour that Ann Eliza, the el der of thefirm, was
soberly enjoying as she sat one January evening inthe back
room which served as bedroom, kitchen and parlour to her-
self and her sister Evelina. In the shop the blinds had been
drawn down, the counters cleared and thewaresin thewin-
dow lightly covered with an old sheet; but the shop-door re-
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mained unlocked till Evelina, who had taken aparcel to the
dyer’s, should come back.

Intheback room akettlebubbled onthestove, and Ann Eliza
had laid a cloth over one end of the centre table, and placed
near the green-shaded sewing lamp two tea-cups, two plates, a
sugar-bowl and apieceof pie. Therest of theroomremainedin
agreenish shadow which discreetly veiled theoutlineof anold-
fashioned mahogany bedstead surmounted by achromo of a
young lady inanight-gownwho clungwith e oquently-rolling
eyestoacrag describedinilluminated letters asthe Rock of
Ages, and against the unshaded windowstwo rocking-chairs
and asewing-machineweresi|houetted on the dusk.

Ann Eliza, her small and habitudly anxiousface smoothedto
unusual serenity, and the streaks of pale hair on her veined
templesshining glossily beneath thelamp, had seated herself
at thetable, and wastying up, with her usual fumbling delib-
eration, aknobby object wrapped in paper. Now and then, as
shestruggled with the string, which wastoo short, shefancied
she heard the click of the shop-door, and pausedtolistenfor
her sister; then, asno one came, she straightened her spec-
taclesand entered into renewed conflict with the parcel. In

honour of some event of obviousimportance, shehad put on
her double-dyed and triple-turned black silk. Age, while be-
stowing on this garment a patine worthy of a Renaissance
bronze, had deprived it of whatever curvesthewearer’spre-
Raphadlitefigure had oncebeen abletoimpressonit; but this
stiffness of outline gaveit an air of sacerdotal state which
seemed to emphasize theimportance of the occasion.

Seenthus, in her sacramentd black silk, awisp of laceturned
over the collar and fastened by amosaic brooch, and her face
smoothed into harmony with her apparel, Ann Elizalooked
ten years younger than behind the counter, in the heat and
burden of theday. It would have been asdifficult to guessher
approximate ageasthat of the black silk, for shehad the same
worn and glossy aspect asher dress; but afaint tinge of pink
still lingered on her cheek-bones, like thereflection of sunset
which sometimes coloursthewest long after theday isover.

When she had tied the parcd to her satisfaction, andlaid it
with furtive accuracy just opposite her sister’splate, she sat
down, withan air of obvioudy-assumed indifference, in oneof
therocking-chairs near the window; and amoment later the
shop-door opened and Evelinaentered.
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Theyounger Bunner sister, who wasalittletaller than her
elder, had amore pronounced nose, but aweaker slope of
mouth and chin. Shestill permitted hersdlf thefrivolity of wav-
ing her palehair, anditstight littleridges, stiff asthetressesof
an Assyrian statue, wereflattened under adotted veil which
ended at thetip of her cold-reddened nose. In her scant jacket
and skirt of black cashmere shelooked singularly nipped and
faded; but it seemed possible that under happier conditions
shemight gtill warminto relativeyouth.

“Why, AnnEliza,” sheexclamed, inathinvoicepitchedto
chronicfretfulness, “what intheworld you got your best silk
onfor?’

Ann Elizahad risen with ablush that made her stedl-browed
spectaclesincongruous.

“Why, Evdina, why shouldn’t1, | S Idliketoknow?Ain'tit
your birthday, dear?’ She put out her armswith theawkward-
nessof habitualy repressed emotion.

Evelina, without seeming to notice the gesture, threw back
thejacket from her narrow shoulders.

“Oh, pshaw,” shesad, lesspeevighly. | guesswe d better give
up birthdays. Much aswecan doto kegp Chrigsmasnowadays.”

“You hadn’t oughter say that, Evelina. Weain't so badly off
asdl that. | guessyou' recold andtired. Set downwhilel take
thekettleoff: it'sright on the boil.”

She pushed Evelinatoward thetable, keeping asideward
eyeon her sister’slistlessmovements, while her own hands
werebusy with thekettle. A moment later camethe exclama-
tionfor which shewaited.

“Why, AnnElizal” Evelinastood transfixed by thesight of
the parcel beside her plate.

Ann Eliza, tremulously engagedinfilling theteapot, lifted a
look of hypocritical surprise.

“Sakes, Evelinal What' sthe matter?’

Theyounger sster had rapidly untied the string, and drawn
fromitswrappingsaround nickel clock of thekind to bebought
for adollar-seventy-five.

“Oh, Ann Eliza, how could you?’ She set the clock down,
and the sstersexchanged agitated glances acrossthetable.

“Well,” theelder retorted, “ Ain't it your birthday?’

“Yes, but—"

“Wel, andan’'t you hadtorunroundthecorner tothe Square
every morning, rain or shine, to seewhat timeit was, ever snce
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wehad to sell mother’swatch last July? Ain't you, Evelina?’

“Yes, but—"

“Thereain’t any buts. We' ve awayswanted aclock and
now we' ve got one: that's all thereisabout it. Ain't shea
beauty, Eveina?’ AnnEliza, putting back thekettleonthestove,
leaned over her sister’sshoulder to pass an approving hand
over thecircular rim of theclock. “Hear how loud sheticks. |
wasafraid you' d hear her soon asyou comein.”

“No. I was't thinking,” murmured Evelina.

“WEell, ain't you glad now?’ Ann Elizagently reproached
her. Therebuke had no acerbity, for sheknew that Evelina's
seeming indifferencewasdivewith unexpressed scruples.

“I'mred glad, Sster; but you hadn’t oughter. We could have
got onwel | enough without.”

“EvelinaBunner, just you sit down to your tea. | guess|
know what I’ d oughter and what I’ d hadn’t oughter just as
well asyou do—I’ mold enough!”

“You'rered good, Ann Eliza; but | know you’ vegiven up
something you needed to get methisclock.”

“What do | need, I’dliketo know?Ain't | got abest black
slk?’ theelder aster saidwith alaugh full of nervouspleasure.

She poured out Evelina stea, adding some condensed milk
fromthejug, and cutting for her thelargest dice of pie; then
shedrew up her own chair to thetable.

Thetwo women atein silencefor afew momentsbefore
Evelinabegan to speak again. “ Theclock isperfectly lovely
and| don't say it ain"tacomfort to haveit; but | hateto think
what it must have cost you.”

“No,itdidn’t, neither,” AnnElizaretorted. “| got it dirt chegp,
if youwant toknow. And | paidfor it out of alittleextrawork
| did the other night on the machinefor Mrs. Hawkins.”

“Thebaby-wasts?’

“Ves”

“There, | knew it! You sworeto meyou d buy anew pair of
shoeswith that money.”

“Well, and s'posin’ | didn’t want ‘em—what then? |’ ve
patched up the old ones asgood as new—and | do declare,
EvelinaBunner, if you ask meanother questionyou' |l goand
spail dl my pleasure.”

“Very wdl, | won't,” said theyounger Sister.

They continued to eat without farther words. Evelinayielded
to her sster’sentreaty that sheshouldfinishthepie, and poured
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out asecond cup of tea, into which she put thelast lump of
sugar; and between them, on thetable, the clock kept upits
sociabletick.

“Where dyou getit, Ann Eliza?’ asked Eveling, fascinated.

“Where dyou s pose?Why, right round here, over acrost
the Square, inthe queerest little storeyou ever laid eyeson. |
saw itinthewindow as| was passing, and | steppedrightin
and asked how muchit was, and the store-keeper hewasreal
pleasant about it. Hewasjust the nicest man. | guesshe’'sa
German. | told him | couldn’'t givemuch, and hesaid, well, he
knew what hard timeswastoo. Hisname’'s Ramy—Herman
Ramy: | saw it written up over the store. And hetold mehe
used towork at Tiff' ny’s, oh, for years, in the clock-depart-
ment, and three years ago hetook sick with somekinder fe-
ver, and lost hisplace, and when he got well they’ d engaged
somebody else and didn’t want him, and so he started this
little store by himself. | guesshe’sreal smart, and he spoke
quitelike an educated man—but helookssick.”

Evelinawaslistening with absorbed attention. In the nar-
row lives of the two sisters such an episode was not to be
under-rated.

“What you say his name was?’ she asked as Ann Eliza
paused.

“Herman Ramy.”

“How oldishe?’

“Well, I couldn’t exactly tell you, helooked so sick—but |
don't b’ lievehe'smuch over forty.”

By thistimethe plates had been cleared and the teapot emp-
tied, and thetwo sistersrosefromthetable. Ann Eliza, tying
an apron over her black silk, carefully removed al traces of
themeal; then, after washing the cupsand plates, and putting
them away in acupboard, shedrew her rocking-chair tothe
lamp and sat down to ahegp of mending. Evelina, meanwhile,
had been roaming about the room in search of an abiding-
placefor the clock. A rosewood what-not with ornamental
fret-work hung on thewall beside the devout young lady in
dishabille, and after much weighing of dternativesthesisters
decided to dethrone a broken china vase filled with dried
grasseswhich had long stood on the top shelf, and to put the
clock initsplace; thevase, after farther consideration, being
relegated to a small table covered with blue and white
beadwork, which held aBibleand prayer-book, and anillus-
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trated copy of Longfellow’spoemsgiven asaschool-prizeto
their father.

Thischange having been made, and the effect studied from
every angleof theroom, Evelinalanguidly put her pinking-
machine on thetable, and sat down to the monotonouswork
of pinking aheap of black silk flounces. Thestripsof stuff did
sowly tothefloor at her side, and the clock, fromitscom-
manding atitude, kept timewith thedispiriting click of thein-
strument under her fingers.

THE pUrcHASE Of Evelina'sclock had been amoreimportant
eventinthelifeof Ann ElizaBunner than her younger sister
coulddivine. Inthefirst place, there had been thedemordizing
satisfaction of finding hersalf in possession of asum of money
which sheneed not put into the common fund, but could spend
asshechose, without consulting Evelinag, and thentheexcite-
ment of her stealthy tripsabroad, undertaken ontherare oc-
casions when she could trump up apretext for leaving the
shop; since, asarule, it was Evelinawho took the bundlesto

thedyer’s, and delivered the purchases of thoseamong their
customerswho weretoo genteel to be seen carrying homea
bonnet or abundleof pinking—sothat, had it not beenfor the
excuse of having to see Mrs. Hawkins steething baby, Ann
Elizawould hardly have known what motiveto alegefor de-
serting her usual seat behind the counter.

Theinfrequency of her walks madethem the chief eventsof
her life. The mere act of going out from the monastic quiet of
theshop into thetumult of the streetsfilled her with asubdued
excitement which grew too intensefor pleasure as shewas
swallowed by the engulfing roar of Broadway or Third Av-
enue, and began to do timid battle with their incessant cross-
currentsof humanity. After aglanceor twointo thegreat show-
windowssheusualy allowed hersdlf to be swept back into the
shelter of aside-street, and finally regained her ownroof ina
state of breathlessbewilderment and fatigue; but gradualy, as
her nerveswere soothed by thefamiliar quiet of thelittleshop,
andtheclick of Evelina s pinking-machine, certain sightsand
soundswould detach themsel vesfrom thetorrent ong which
she had been swept, and shewould devotetherest of the day
toamentd recongtruction of thedifferent episodesof her walk,
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till finally it took shapein her thought asaconsecutiveand
highly-coloured experience, fromwhich, for weeksafterwards,
shewould detach somefragmentary recollectioninthe course
of her long diadlogueswith her sister.

But when, to the unwonted excitement of going out, was
added theintenser interest of looking for apresent for Evelina,
Ann Eliza sagitation, sharpened by conceal ment, actually
preyed upon her rest; and it wasnot till the present had been
given, and she had unbosomed hersdlf of the experiencescon-
nected withits purchase, that she could ook back with any-
thing like composureto that stirring moment of her life. From
that day forward, however, shebeganto takeacertaintran-
quil pleasureinthinking of Mr. Ramy’ssmall shop, not unlike
her own initscountrified obscurity, though the layer of dust
which covered its counter and shel ves made the comparison
only superficidly acceptable. Still, shedid not judgethe state
of the shop severely, for Mr. Ramy had told her that hewas
alone in the world, and lone men, she was aware, did not
know how to deal with dust. It gave her agood deal of occu-
pation to wonder why he had never married, or if, on the other
hand, hewereawidower, and had lost all hisdear little chil-
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dren; and she scarcely knew which dternative seemed to make
himthemoreinteresting. Ineither case, hislifewasassuredly a
sad one; and she passed many hoursin speculating on the
manner inwhich he probably spent hisevenings. Sheknew he
lived at the back of hisshop, for shehad caught, onentering, a
glimpseof adingy roomwith atumbled bed; and the pervad-
ing smell of cold fry suggested that he probably did hisown
cooking. Shewondered if hedid not often make histeawith
water that had not boiled, and asked hersdlf, amost jeal oudly,
who looked after the shop while hewent to market. Thenit
occurred to her aslikely that he bought hisprovisionsat the
samemarket asEveling and shewasfascinated by thethought
that heand her sister might constantly be meeting intota un-
consciousnessof thelink between them. Whenever shereached
thisstagein her reflexions shelifted afurtive glanceto the
clock, whose loud staccato tick was becoming apart of her
inmost being.

The seed sown by theselong hours of meditation germi-
nated at last in the secret wish to go to market some morning
in Evelina' sstead. Asthis purposeroseto the surface of Ann
Eliza sthoughtsshe shrank back shyly fromitscontemplation.
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A plan so steeped in duplicity had never beforetaken shapein
her crystalline soul. How wasit possiblefor her to consider
suchastep?And, besides, (shedid not possesssufficient logic
to mark the downward trend of this*besides’), what excuse
could she make that would not excite her sister’scuriosity?
From this second query it was an easy descent to thethird:
how soon could she manageto go?

It was Evedinahersalf, who furnished the necessary pretext
by awaking with asorethroat on the day when she usually
went to market. It was a Saturday, and as they always had
their bit of steak on Sunday the expedition could not be post-
poned, and it seemed natural that Ann Eliza, asshetiedanold
stocking around Evelina’ sthroat, should announce her inten-
tion of stepping round to the butcher’s.

“Oh, AnnEliza, they’ |l cheat you so,” her sister wailed.

Ann Elizabrushed asidetheimputationwithasmile, anda
few minutes|later, having set theroomto rights, and cast a
last glance at the shop, she was tying on her bonnet with
fumbling haste.

Themorning was damp and cold, with asky full of sulky
clouds that would not make room for the sun, but as yet
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dropped only an occasional snow-flake. Intheearly light the
street |ooked itsmeanest and most neglected; butto Ann Eliza,
never greatly troubled by any untidinessfor which shewasnot
responsible, it seemed to wear asingularly friendly aspect.

A few minutes walk brought her tothemarket whereEvelina
made her purchases, and where, if he had any sense of topo-
graphical fitness, Mr. Ramy must also dedl.

Ann Eliza, making her way through the outskirts of potato-
barrelsand flabby fish, found no oneinthe shop but the gory-
aproned butcher who stood in the background cutting chops.

Assheapproached him acrossthetesselation of fish-scales,
blood and saw-dust, he laid aside his cleaver and not
unsympatheticaly asked: “ Sister Sck?’

“Oh, not very—jest acold,” sheanswered, asquiltily asif
Evdinasillnesshad beenfeigned. “Wewant asteak asusual,
please—and my sister said you wasto besureto givemejest
asgoodacut asif itwasher,” sheadded with child-likecandour.

“Oh, that'sdl right.” Thebutcher picked up hiswegponwitha
grin.“Your Sster knowsacut aswell asany of us,” heremarked.

Inanother moment, Ann Elizareflected, the steak would be
cut and wrapped up, and no choice left her but to turn her
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disappointed stepstoward home. Shewastoo shy totry to
delay thebutcher by such conversationd artsasshe possessed,
but the approach of adeaf old lady in an antiquated bonnet
and mantle gave her her opportunity.

“Wait on her firgt, please,” Ann Elizawhispered. “l ain'tin
any hurry.”

The butcher advanced to hisnew customer, and Ann Eliza,
palpitating in the back of the shop, saw that the old lady’s
hesitations between liver and pork chopswerelikely to be
indefinitely prolonged. They were still unresolved when she
wasinterrupted by the entrance of ablowsy Irishgirl witha
basket on her arm. The newcomer caused amomentary di-
version, and when she had departed the old lady, who was
evidently asintolerant of interruption asaprofessiona story-
teller, ind sted on returning to the beginning of her complicated
order, and weighing anew, with an anxious appeal to the
butcher’sarbitration, therelative advantages of pork andliver.
But even her hesitations, and theintrusion on them of two or
three other customers, were of no avail, for Mr. Ramy was
not among thosewho entered the shop; and at last Ann Eliza,
ashamed of staying longer, reluctantly claimed her steak, and
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walked homethrough the thickening snow.

Evento her simplejudgment the vanity of her hopeswas
plain, andintheclear light that disappoi ntment turnsupon our
actionsshewondered how she could have beenfoolish enough
to supposethat, evenif Mr. Ramy DID go to that particular
market, hewould hit on the same day and hour asherself.

THerEe FoLLoweD acolourlessweek unmarked by farther inci-
dent. The old stocking cured Evelina's throat, and Mrs.
Hawkinsdroppedinonceor twicetotak of her baby’steeth;
somenew ordersfor pinking werereceived, and Evelinasold
abonnet to thelady with puffed deeves. Thelady with puffed
sleeves—aresident of “the Square,” whose namethey had
never learned, because she always carried her own parcels
home—wasthe most distinguished and interesting figureon
their horizon. Shewasyoungish, shewaselegant (asthetitle
they had given her implied), and she had asweet sad smile
about whichthey had woven many hitories; but eventhenews
of her return to town—it was her first apparition that year—
falledto arouse Ann Eliza sinterest. All thesmall daily hap-
peningswhich had once sufficed tofill the hoursnow appeared
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to herintheir deadly insgnificance; and for thefirst timein her
long yearsof drudgery sherebelled at thedullness of her life.
With Evelinasuchfitsof discontent were habitua and openly
proclaimed, and Ann Elizastill excused them asone of the
prerogativesof youth. Besides, Evelinahad not been intended
by Providenceto pineinsuchanarrow life: intheorigina plan
of things, she had been meant to marry and have ababy, to
wear silk on Sundays, and take aleading part in a Church
circle. Hitherto opportunity had played her false; and for all
her superior aspirationsand carefully crimped hair she had
remained as obscureand unsought asAnn Eliza. But theelder
sister, who had long since accepted her own fate, had never
accepted Eveina's. Onceapl easant young manwhotaught in
Sunday-school had paid the younger MissBunner afew shy
vigts. That wasyearssince, and hehad speedily vanished from
their view. Whether hehad carried with him any of Evelina's
illusions, Ann Elizahad never discovered; but hisattentions
had clad her sster inahal o of exquisite possihilities.

Ann Eliza, inthose days, had never dreamed of allowing
herself the luxury of self-pity: it seemed asmuch apersonal
right of Evelina sasher elaborately crinkled hair. But now she
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begantotransfer to herself aportion of the sympathy she had
so long bestowed on Evelina. She had at last recognized her
right to set up somelost opportunities of her own; and once
that dangerous precedent established, they began to crowd
upon her memory.

Itwasa thisstageof Ann Eliza stransformationthat Eveling,
looking up oneevening from her work, said suddenly: “My!
She'sstopped.”

Ann Eliza, raising her eyesfrom abrown merino seam, fol-
lowed her sister’ sglance acrosstheroom. It wasaMonday,
and they alwayswound the clock on Sundays.

“ Areyou sureyouwound her yesterday, Evelina?’

“Jest assureasl live. Shemust bebroke. Il go and see.”

Evelinalaid down the hat shewastrimming, and took the
clock fromitsshelf.

“There—I knew it! She’swound jest astight—what you
suppose’ shappened to her, Ann Eliza?

“1 dunno, I'msure,” said the elder sister, wiping her spec-
tacles before proceeding to aclose examination of the clock.

With anxioudy bent headsthe two women shook and turned
it, asthough they weretrying to revive aliving thing; but it
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remained unresponsiveto their touch, and at length Evelina
laiditdownwithasigh.

“Seemslikesomethin’ dead, don’tit, Ann Eliza? How till
theroomig!”

“Yes an'tit?’

“Well, Il put her back whereshebelongs,” Evelinacontin-
ued, inthetone of oneabout to performthelast officesfor the
departed. “And | guess,” sheadded, “you’ || haveto step round
to Mr. Ramy’sto-morrow, and seeif hecanfix her.”

AnnEliza sfaceburned. “1—yes, | guess!’ |l haveto,” she
stammered, stooping to pick up aspool of cotton which had
rolled tothefloor. A sudden heart-throb stretched the seams
of her flat alpacabosom, and apulseleapt to lifein each of
her temples.

That night, long after Evelinadept, Ann Elizalay awakein
theunfamiliar sillence, moreacutely consciousof thenearness
of the crippled clock than when it had volubly told out the
minutes. The next morning shewokefrom atroubled dream of
having carried it to Mr. Ramy’s, and found that he and his
shop had vanished; and al through the day’ s occupationsthe
memory of thisdream oppressed her.
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It had been agreed that Ann Elizashould takethe clock to
berepaired assoon asthey had dined; but whilethey weredtill
at tableaweak-eyed littlegirl in ablack apron stabbed with
innumerable pinsburst in onthem with thecry: “Oh, Miss
Bunner, for mercy’ ssake! MissMeéllinshasbeentook again.”

MissMdllinswasthe dress-maker upstairs, and theweak-
eyed child oneof her youthful apprentices.

Ann Elizastarted from her seat. “ I’ [| comeat once. Quick,
Eveling thecordid!”

By thiseuphemistic namethe sisters designated abottle of
cherry brandy, thelast of adozeninherited from their grand-
mother, whichthey kept locked intheir cupboard against such
emergencies. A moment later, cordia in hand, Ann Elizawas
hurrying upstairs behind the wesak-eyed child.

MissMédlins “turn” wassufficiently serioustodetain Ann
Elizafor nearly two hours, and dusk had fallen when shetook
up the depleted bottle of cordial and descended againto the
shop. It wasempty, asusual, and Evelinasat at her pinking-
machineintheback room. Ann Elizawastill agitated by her
effortsto restore the dress-maker, but in spite of her preoccu-
pation shewas struck, assoon asshe entered, by theloud tick
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of theclock, which till stood ontheshelf whereshehad lft it.

“Why, she'sgoing!” shegasped, before Evelinacould ques-
tion her about MissMdlins. “Did shegtart up again by hersdf?’

“Oh, no; but | couldn’t stand not knowing what timeit was,
I’ ve got so accustomed to having her round; and just after you
went upstairs Mrs. Hawkins dropped in, so | asked her to
tend thestorefor aminute, and | clapped onmy thingsandran
right roundto Mr. Ramy’s. It turned out therewas't anything
the matter with her—nothin’ on’y a speck of dust in the
works—and hefixed her for meinaminuteand | brought her
right back. Ain'titlovely to hear her going again?But tell me
about MissMélins, quick!”

For amoment Ann Elizafound nowords. Nottill shelearned
that she had mi ssed her chance did she understand how many
hopes had hung uponit. Even now shedid not know why she
had wanted so much to seethe clock-maker again.

“1 s poseit’sbecause nothing’sever happenedto me,” she
thought, with atwingeof envy for thefatewhich gave Evdina
every opportunity that cametheir way. “ She had the Sunday-
school teacher too,” Ann Elizamurmured to herself; but she
waswell-trainedintheartsof renunciation, and after ascarcely
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perceptible pause she plunged into adetail ed description of
thedress-maker’s“turn.”

Eveling, whenher curiosty wasroused, wasaninsatiableques
tioner, and it was supper-time before shehad cometo theend
of her enquiriesabout MissMéllins; but whenthetwo sisters
had seated themselves at their evening medl AnnElizaat last
found achanceto say: “ Sosheon'y had aspeck of dustin her.”

Evelinaunderstood at once that the reference was not to
MissMélins. “ Yes—at least hethinksso,” sheanswered, help-
ing herself asamatter of coursetothefirst cup of tea

“On'y tothink!” murmured AnnEliza

“But heisn't sure,” Evelinacontinued, absently pushingthe
teapot toward her sister. It may be something wrong with
the—I forget what hecdledit. Anyhow, hesaidhe d call round
and see, day after to-morrow, after supper.”

“Whosaid?’ gasped AnnEliza

“Why, Mr. Ramy, of course. | think he'sred nice, AnnEliza
And| don’'t believe he' sforty; but he doeslook sick. | guess
he's pretty lonesome, dl by himself in that store. Heasmuch
astold me so, and somehow” —Eveinapaused and bridled—
"1 kinder thought that maybe hissaying he’ d call round about
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the clock wason'y just an excuse. He said it just as | was
going out of thestore. What you think, Ann Eliza?’

“Oh, I don't har’ly know.” To saveherself, Ann Elizacould
produce nothing warmer.

“Well, | don’t pretend to be smarter than other folks,” said
Eveling, putting aconscioushandto her hair, “but | guessMr.
Herman Ramy wouldn’t be sorry to pass an evening here,
‘stead of spending it al aloneinthat poky littleplaceof his.”

Her salf-consciousnessirritated Ann Eliza

“1 guess he’'s got plenty of friends of hisown,” she said,
amog harshly.

“No, heain't, either. He'sgot hardly any.”

“Didhetell youthat too?’ Evento her own earstherewasa
faint sneer intheinterrogation.

“Yes, hedid,” said Evelina, dropping her lidswithasmile.
“He seemed to be just crazy to talk to somebody—some-
body agreegble, | mean. | think theman’sunhappy, AnnEliza”

“Sodol,” brokefromtheelder sister.

“He seems such an educated man, too. Hewasreading the
paper when | wentin. Ain'tit sadtothink of hisbeing reduced
tothat littlestore, after being yearsat Tiff’ ny’s, and one of the
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head menintheir clock-department?’

“Hetoldyoudl that?’

“Why, yes. | think he da told meeverything ever happened
tohimif I’d had thetimeto stay and listen. | tell you he'sdead
lonely, AnnEliza”

“Yes” saidAnnEliza

Two bAYs AFTERWARD, Ann Elizanoticed that Evelina, before
they sat down to supper, pinned a crimson bow under her
collar; and when themed wasfinished theyounger sster, who
seldom concerned herself with the clearing of thetable, set
about with nervoushasteto help Ann Elizain theremoval of
thedishes.

“I hateto seefood mussing about,” shegrumbled. “ Ain'tit
hateful having to do everythingin oneroom?’

“Oh, Evdina, I' veawaysthought wewas so comfortable,”
Ann Elizaprotested.

“Well, soweare, comfortable enough; but I don’t suppose
there’'sany harmin my saying | wisht we had aparlour, is
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there? Anyway, we might manageto buy ascreento hidethe

Ann Elizacoloured. Therewas something vaguely embar-
rassingin Evelina ssuggestion.

“1 alwaysthink if we ask for more what we have may be
takenfromus,” sheventured.

“Well, whoever took it wouldn’t get much,” Evelinaretorted
with alaugh as she swept up the table-cloth.

A few momentslater the back roomwasinitsusual flaw-
less order and the two sisters had seated themsel ves near
thelamp. Ann Eliza had taken up her sewing, and Evelina
was preparing to makeartificial flowers. Thesistersusually
relegated thismore delicate businessto thelong lei sure of
the summer months; but to-night Evelinahad brought out the
box which lay all winter under the bed, and spread before
her abright array of mudin petas, yellow stamensand green
corollas, and atray of littleimplementscurioudy suggestive
of thedental art. Ann Elizamade no remark on thisunusual
proceeding; perhaps she guessed why, for that evening her
sister had chosen agraceful task.

Presently aknock on the outer door made them look up;
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but Eveling, thefirst onher feet, said promptly: “ St till. I'll see
whoitis”

Ann Elizawasglad to sit still: the baby’ s petticoat that she
wasgtitching shook inher fingers.

“Sister, here’sMr. Ramy cometo look at theclock,” said
Eveling, amoment later, inthehigh drawl shecultivated before
strangers; and a shortish man with a pale bearded face and
upturned coat-collar camestiffly into theroom.

Ann Elizalet her work fall asshestood up. “You' revery
welcome, I'm sure, Mr. Ramy. It’sreal kind of youtocall.”

“Nodadall, ma am.” A tendency toillustrate Grimm’slaw
intheinterchangeof hisconsonantsbetrayed the clockmaker’s
nationality, but hewasevidently used to speaking English, or
at least the particular branch of the vernacular withwhichthe
Bunner sisterswerefamiliar. “1 don’tliketoled any clock go
out of my storewithout being sureit givessatisfaction,” he
added.

“Oh—but weweresatisfied,” Ann Elizaassured him.

“But | wasn't, you see, ma’ am,” said Mr. Ramy looking
dowly about theroom, “nor | won't be, nottill | seethat clock’s
goingdl right.”
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“May | assist you off withyour coat, Mr. Ramy?’ Evelina
interposed. She could never trust Ann Elizato remember these
opening ceremonies.

“Thank you, ma' am,” hereplied, and taking histhread-bare
over-coat and shabby hat shelaid them on achair with the
gesture sheimagined thelady with the puffed deeves might
make use of on similar occasions. Ann Eliza’'ssocial sense
wasroused, and shefelt that the next act of hospitaity must be
hers. “Won't you suit yoursdlf toaseat?’ shesuggested. “My
sister will reach down the clock; but I’ m sure she’'sall right
again. She'swent beautiful ever snceyoufixed her.”

“Dat'sgood,” saidMr. Ramy. Hislipspartedinasmilewhich
showed arow of yellowish teeth with oneor two gapsinit; but
ingpiteof thisdisclosure Ann Elizathought hissmileextremey
pleasant: therewassomethingwigtful and condiliainginitwhich
agreed with the pathos of his sunken cheeks and prominent
eyes. Ashetook thelamp, thelight fell on hisbulging forehead
andwideskull thinly covered with grayishhair. Hishandswere
paeand broad, with knotty jointsand squarefinger-tipsrimmed
with grime; but histouch wasaslight asawoman's.

“Well, ladies, dat clock’sdll right,” he pronounced.
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“I’m surewe revery much obliged toyou,” said Evelina,
throwing aglanceat her sster.

“Oh,” Ann Elizamurmured, involuntarily answering thead-
monition. She selected akey from the bunch that hung at her
waist with her cutting-out scissors, and fitting it into thelock of
the cupboard, brought out the cherry brandy and three old-
fashioned glassesengraved with vine-wreaths.

“It'savery cold night,” shesaid, “and maybeyou’' dlikea
sipof thiscordid. It wasmadeagreat while ago by our grand-
mother.”

“Itlooksfine,” said Mr. Ramy bowing, and Ann Elizafilled
theglasses. In her own and Evelina s she poured only afew
drops, but shefilledtheir guest’stothebrim. “My sster and |
seldomtakewine,” sheexplained.

With another bow, which included both hishostesses, Mr.
Ramy drank off the cherry brandy and pronouncedit excellent.

Evdinameanwhile, with an assumption of industry intended
to put their guest at ease, had taken up her instrumentsand
wastwisting arose-peta into shape.

“Youmakeartificid flowers, | see, ma am,” said Mr. Ramy
with interest. “1t’svery pretty work. | had alady-vriendin
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Shermany dat used to make flowers.” He put out a square
finger-tip to touch the petdl .

Evelinablushed alittle. “ You left Germany long ago, | sup-
pose?

“Dear meyes, agoot whileago. | wasonly ninedeenwhenl|
cometothe States.”

After thisthe conversation dragged onintermittently till Mr.
Ramy, peering about theroom with the short-sighted glance of
hisrace, saidwithanair of interest: “You' re pleasantly fixed
here; it looksreal cosy.” Thenoteof wistfulnessin hisvoice
wasobscurely movingto AnnEliza

“Oh, welivevery plainly,” said Evelina, with an affectation
of grandeur deeply impressiveto her sister. “We have very
smpletastes.”

“You look real comfortable, anyhow,” said Mr. Ramy. His
bulging eyes seemed to muster the detailsof the scenewitha
gentle envy. “1 wisht | had as good a store; but | guess no
blace seemshome-likewhenyou' realwaysaoneinit.”

For someminuteslonger the conversation moved on at this
desultory pace, and then Mr. Ramy, who had been obvioudy
nerving himsdf for thedifficult act of departure, took hisleave
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with an abruptnesswhich would have startled anyone used to
thesubtler gradationsof intercourse. But to Ann Elizaand her
sister therewas nothing surprising in hisabrupt retreat. The
long-drawn agoniesof preparing to leave, and the subsequent
dumb plunge through the door, were so usual intheir circle
that they would have been asmuch embarrassed asMr. Ramy
if hehad tried to put any fluency into hisadieux.

After hehad left both Sstersremained sllent for awhile; then
Evelina, laying aside her unfinished flower, said: “I’ll goand
lock up.”

vV

INTOLERABLY MONOTONOUS Seemed now to the Bunner sis-
tersthetreadmill routine of the shop, colourlessand long
their evenings about the lamp, aimlesstheir habitual inter-
change of wordsto the weary accompani ment of the sewing
and pinking machines.

It was perhapswith theideaof relieving thetension of their
mood that Evelina, thefollowing Sunday, suggested inviting
MissMéllinsto supper. The Bunner Sisterswerenot inapos-
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tionto belavish of the humblest hospitality, but two or three
timesintheyear they shared their evening meal with afriend,
andMissMdlins 4till flushedwiththeimportanceof her “turn,”
seemed the most interesting guest they couldinvite.
Asthethreewomen seated themsel ves at the supper-table,

embellished by the unwonted addition of pound cakeand sweet
pickles, the dress-maker’s sharp swarthy person stood out
vividly between the neutral-tinted ssters. MissMédlinswasa
smdl womanwithaglossy yellow faceand afrizz of black hair
bristling with imitation tortoise-shell pins. Her deeveshad a
fashionable cut, and half adozen metal banglesrattled on her
wrists. Her voicerattled like her banglesasshepoured fortha
stream of anecdote and gjaculation; and her round black eyes
jumped with acrobatic vel ocity from onefaceto another. Miss
Méllinswasawayshaving or hearing of amazing adventures.
Shehad surprised aburglar in her room at midnight (though
how hegot there, what he robbed her of, and by what means
he escaped had never been quite clear to her auditors); she
had been warned by anonymous| ettersthat her grocer (are-
jected suitor) was putting poison in her tea; she had acus-
tomer who was shadowed by detectives, and another (avery
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weslthy lady) who had been arrested in adepartment storefor
kleptomania; she had been present at agpiritudist seencewhere
anold gentleman had diedin afit on seeing amaterialization of
hismother-in-law; she had escaped fromtwo firesin her night-
gown, and at thefunerd of her first cousin the horsesattached
tothehearse had run away and smashed the coffin, precipitat-
ing her relativeinto an open man-hole beforetheeyesof his
digracted family.

A sceptical observer might have explained MissMéellins's
pronenessto adventure by thefact that she derived her chief
mental nourishment from the Police Gazette and the Fireside
Weekly; but her lot was cast inacirclewhere such insinua-
tionswerenot likely to be heard, and wherethetitle-rolein
blood-curdling dramahad long been her recognized right.

“Yes,” shewasnow saying, her emphaticeyeson AnnEliza,
“you may not believeit, MissBunner, and | don’t know’sl
should mysdlf if anybody elsewasto tell me, but over ayear
before ever | wasborn, my mother shewent to seeagypsy
fortune-teller that wasexhibited in atent on the Battery with
the green-headed | ady, though her father warned her not to—
and what you s’ pose she told her? Why, shetold her these
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very words—saysshe: * Your next child’ [l beagirl with jet-
black curls, and she' Il suffer from spasms.’”

“Mercy!” murmured Ann Eliza, arippleof sympathy running
down her spine.

“D’you ever have spasmsbefore, MissMédllins?’ Evelina
asked.

“Yes, ma am,” thedress-maker declared. “ Andwhere dyou
supposel had‘em?Why, at my cousn EmmaMclntyre swed-
ding, her that married the gpothecary over in Jersey City, though
her mother appeared to her inadream and told her she’ drue
theday shedoneit, but assEmmasaid, shegot moreadvicethan
shewanted fromtheliving, and if shewasto listento spectres
too she' d never besurewhat she' d ought todoand what she'd
oughtn't; but | will say her husband took to drink, and shenever
wasthe samewoman after her fust baby—well, they had an
elegant church wedding, and what you s pose| saw asl| was
wakin' uptheadewiththewedding percesson?’

“Wel?" Ann Elizawhispered, forgetting to thread her needle.

“Why, acoffin, to besure, right onthetop step of the chan-
cel—Emma’sfolksis* piscopalians and she would have a
church wedding, though HIS mother raised aterriblerumpus
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over it—well, thereit set, right infront of wherethe minister
stood that was going to marry ‘em, acoffin covered with a
black velvet pal withagoldfringe, anda‘ GatesAjar’ inwhite
camdliasatop of it.”

“Goodness,” said Evelinag, sarting, “there’ saknock!”

“Who canitbe?’ shuddered Ann Eliza, till under the spell
of MissMdlins shalucination.

Evelinaroseand lit acandleto guide her through the shop.
They heard her turn the key of the outer door, and agust of
night air stirred the close atmosphere of the back room; then
therewasasound of vivaciousexclamations, and Evelinare-
turned with Mr. Ramy.

Ann Eliza sheart rocked likeaboat inaheavy sea, and the
dress-maker’seyes, distended with curiosity, Sprang eagerly
fromfacetoface.

“I'justthought I'd call inagain,” said Mr. Ramy, evidently
somewhat disconcerted by the presence of MissMédlins. “ Just
to seehow the clock’sbehaving,” he added with hishollow-
cheeked smile.

“Oh, she’'sbehaving beautiful,” said Ann Eliza; “ but we' re
real glad to seeyou all thesame. MissMéllins, let me make
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you acquainted with Mr. Ramy.”

The dress-maker tossed back her head and dropped her
lidsin condescending recognition of the stranger’s presence;
and Mr. Ramy responded by an awkward bow. After thefirst
moment of constraint arenewed sense of satisfactionfilled the
consciousness of thethreewomen. The Bunner sisterswere
not sorry to let MissMellins seethat they received an occa-
sond eveningvisgt, and MissMé linswasclearly enchanted at
the opportunity of pouring her latest taleinto anew ear. Asfor
Mr. Ramy, he adjusted himself to the situation with greater
ease than might have been expected, and Evelina, who had
been sorry that he should enter theroom whiletheremains of
supper still lingered onthetable, blushed with pleasureat his
good-humored offer to hel p her “ glear away.”

Thetablecleared, Ann Elizasuggested agameof cards; and
it wasafter eleven o’ clock when Mr. Ramy roseto takeleave.
Hisadieux were so much lessabrupt than on the occasion of
hisfirst visit that Evelinawas ableto satisfy her sense of eti-
quette by escorting him, candlein hand, to the outer door; and
asthetwo disappeared into the shop MissMéellinsplayfully
turnedto AnnEliza
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“Well, well, MissBunner,” shemurmured, jerking her chin
inthedirection of theretreating figures, “1’ d noideayour Sster
waskeeping company. On'y to think!”

Ann Eliza, roused from astate of dreamy beatitude, turned
her timid eyeson the dress-maker.

“Oh, you' remistaken, MissMéllins. Wedon't har’ ly know
Mr. Ramy.”

MissMeéllinssmiled increduloudly. “You go ‘long, Miss
Bunner. | guessthere || beawedding somewheresround here
beforespring, and I’ ll beredl offended if | ain't asked to make
thedress. I’ veawaysseen her inagored satinwith rooshings.”

Ann Elizamade no answer. Shehad grown very pale, and
her eyeslingered searchingly on Evelinaastheyounger sister
re-entered theroom. Evelina scheekswerepink, and her blue
eyesglittered; but it seemed to Ann Elizathat the coquettishtilt
of her head regrettably emphasized the weakness of her re-
ceding chin. Itwasthefirst timethat Ann Elizahad ever seena
flaw inher sster’ sbeauty, and her involuntary criticism sartled
her likeasecret didoyalty.

That night, after the light had been put out, the elder sister
knelt longer than usual at her prayers. Inthe silence of the
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darkened room shewas offering up certain dreamsand aspi-
rationswhose brief blossoming had lent atransient freshness
to her days. She wondered now how she could ever have
supposed that Mr. Ramy’ svisitshad another causethan the
oneMissMdlinssuggested. Had not thesight of Evelinafirst
inspired him with asudden solicitudefor thewelfare of the
clock? And what charms but Evelina's could have induced
himtorepesat hisvigt?Grief held upitstorchtothefrail fabric
of AnnElizasillusons, andwith afirm heart shewatched them
shrive into ashes; then, risng from her kneesfull of thechill joy
of renunciation, shelaid akissonthecrimping pinsof thedeep-
ing Evelinaand crept under the bedspread at her side.

Vv

DurinG THE MONTHs that followed, Mr. Ramy visited thesis-
terswith increasing frequency. It becamehishabit to call on
them every Sunday evening, and occasondly during theweek
hewould find an excusefor dropping in unannounced asthey
were settling down to their work besidethelamp. Ann Eliza
noticed that Evelinanow took the precaution of putting on her
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crimson bow every evening before supper, and that she had
refurbished with abit of carefully washed lacetheblack silk
whichthey still called new becauseit had been bought ayear
after AnnElizas.

Mr. Ramy, ashe grew moreintimate, becamelessconver-
sational, and after the Sstershad blushingly accorded himthe
privilegeof apipehebeganto permit himsalf long stretches of
meditative silence that were not without charm to his host-
esses. Therewas something at oncefortifying and pacificin
thesenseof that tranquil maepresencein an atmospherewhich
had solong quivered with littlefeminine doubtsand distresses;
and the sistersfell into the habit of saying to each other, in
momentsof uncertainty: “We'll ask Mr. Ramy whenhecomes”
and of accepting hisverdict, whatever it might be, with afatal-
isticreadinessthat relieved them of al respongbility.

When Mr. Ramy drew the pipe from his mouth and be-
came, inhisturn, confidentia, the acuteness of their sympathy
grew almost painful to the sisters. With passionate participa-
tionthey listened tothe story of hisearly strugglesin Germany,
and of thelong ilInesswhich had been the cause of hisrecent
misfortunes. The name of the Mrs. Hochmuller (an old
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comrade’ swidow) who had nursed him through hisfever was
greeted with reverential sighsand an inward pang of envy
whenever it recurredin hisbiographica monologues, and once
whenthessterswereaone Eveinacalled aresponsiveflush
to Ann Eliza sbrow by saying suddenly, without the mention
of any name: “I wonder what she'slike?’

One day toward spring Mr. Ramy, who had by thistime
becomeasmuch apart of their livesastheletter-carrier or the
milkman, ventured the suggestion that the ladies should ac-
company himto an exhibition of stereopticonviewswhichwas
totakeplaceat Chickering Hal onthefollowing evening.

After their first breathless* Oh!” of pleasuretherewasa
slenceof mutual consultation, which Ann Elizaat last broke
by saying: “ You better gowith Mr. Ramy, Evelina. | guesswe
don’t both want to leave the store at night.”

Eveling, with such protests as politeness demanded, acqui-
esced in thisopinion, and spent the next day in trimming a
white chip bonnet with forget-me-nots of her own making.
Ann Elizabrought out her mosaic brooch, acashmere scarf of
their mother’ swastaken from itslinen cerements, and thus
adorned Evelinablushingly departed with Mr. Ramy, whilethe
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elder sster sat downin her place at the pinking-machine.

It seemed to Ann Elizathat shewasaonefor hours, and she
was surprised, when she heard Evelinatap on thedoor, tofind
that the clock marked only half-past ten.

“It must have gonewrong again,” shereflected assherose
tolether ssterin.

Theevening had been brilliantly interesting, and severd strik-
ing stereopticon viewsof Berlin had afforded Mr. Ramy the
opportunity of enlarging onthemarvelsof hisnativecity.

“Hesaidhe'dlovetoshowitdl tome!” Evelinadeclared as
Ann Elizaconned her glowing face. “ Did you ever hear any-
thing sosilly?1 didn’t know which way tolook.”

Ann Elizarece ved thisconfidencewith asympathetic murmur.

“My bonnet | Sbecoming, isn'tit?’ Evelinawent onirrel-
evantly, smiling at her reflectioninthe cracked glassabovethe
chest of drawers.

“You'rejestlovely,” sasid AnnEliza

SPRING WAS MAKING Itsalf unmistakably knowntothedistrust-
ful New Yorker by anincreased harshnessof wind and preva-
lenceof dust, when oneday Evelinaentered the back room at
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supper-timewithacluster of jonquilsin her hand.

“I wasjust that foolish,” sheanswered Ann Eliza’ swonder-
ingglance, “1 couldn’t help buyin’ ‘em. | felt asif | must have
something pretty tolook at right away.”

“Oh, sgter,” said Ann Eliza, intrembling sympathy. Shefelt
that special indulgence must be conceded tothosein Evelina's
state since she had had her own fleeting vision of such myste-
riouslongingsasthewords betrayed.

Evelina, meanwhile, had taken the bundle of dried grasses
out of the broken chinavase, and was putting thejonquilsin
their placewith touchesthat lingered down their smooth stems
andblade-likeleaves.

“Ain'tthey pretty?’ shekept repeating asshe gathered the
flowersintoagarry circle. “ Seemsasif soring wasredly here,
don'tit?’

Ann Elizaremembered that it wasMr. Ramy’sevening.

When he came, the Teutonic eyefor anything that blooms
madehimturn at onceto thejonquils.

“Ain’'tdey pretty?’ hesaid. “ Seemslikeasif despringwas
redly here”

“Don'tit?’ Evelinaexclaimed, thrilled by the coincidence of
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their thought. “I1t'sjust what | was saying to my sister.”

Ann Elizagot up suddenly and moved away; sheremem-
bered that she had not wound theclock theday before. Evelina
was sitting at the table; the jonquilsrose slenderly between
herself and Mr. Ramy.

“Oh,” shemurmured with vagueeyes, “how I’ dloveto get
away somewheres into the country this very minute—
somewheres where it was green and quiet. Seems asiif |
couldn’t stand the city another day.” But Ann Elizanoticed
that shewaslooking at Mr. Ramy, and not at theflowers.

“1 guesswemight goto Cendra Park some Sunday,” their
visitor suggested. “Doyou ever go there, MissEvelina?’

“No, we don't very often; leastwayswe ain’t been for a
goodwhile.” She sparkled at the prospect. “ It would belovely,
wouldn’tit, AnnEliza?’

“Why, yes,” saidtheelder sister, coming back to her sedt.

“Well, why don’t we go next Sunday?’ Mr. Ramy contin-
ued. “Andwe Il inviteMissMdlinstoo—that’ || makeagosy
littleparty.”

That night when Evelinaundressed shetook ajonquil from
thevaseand pressed it with acertain ostentation between the
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leavesof her prayer-book. Ann Eliza, covertly observing her,
felt that Evelinawas not sorry to be observed, and that her
own acute consciousness of the act was somehow regarded
asmagnifyingitssignificance.

Thefollowing Sunday broke blue and warm. The Bunner
ssterswere habitua church-goers, but for oncethey left their
prayer-books on thewhat-not, and ten o’ clock found them,
gloved and bonneted, awaiting MissMeéllins sknock. Miss
Mellins presently appeared in a glitter of jet sequins and
spangles, with atale of having seen astrange man prowling
under her windows till he was called off at dawn by a
confederate’ swhistle; and shortly afterward came Mr. Ramy,
hishair brushed with morethan usual care, hisbroad hands
encased inglovesof olive-greenkid.

Thelittle party set out for the nearest street-car, and aflutter
of mingled grtification and embarrassment sirred Ann Eliza's
bosomwhenit wasfound that Mr. Ramy intended to pay their
fares. Nor did hefail toliveupto thisopening liberality; for
after guiding themthroughtheMall andtheRambleheled the
way to arustic restaurant where, also at his expense, they
faredidyllically onmilk and lemon-pie.
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After thisthey resumed their walk, strolling onwiththed ow-
ness of unaccustomed holiday-makersfrom one pathto an-
other—through budding shrubberies, past grass-banks
sprinkled with lilac crocuses, and under rockson which the
forsythialay likesudden sunshine. Everything about her seemed
new and miraculously lovely to Ann Eliza; but she kept her
fedingsto hersdlf, leavingit to Evelinato exclamat the hepati-
casunder the shady ledges, andto MissMéllins, lessinter-
ested inthe vegetablethan inthehumanworld, toremark sig-
nificantly on the probabl e history of the personsthey met. All
thealeyswerethronged with promenadersand obstructed by
perambulators; and MissMéllins srunning commentary threw
aglareof lurid possibilitiesover the placid family groupsand
their romping progeny.

Ann Elizawasinno mood for suchinterpretationsof life;
but, knowing that MissMellinshad beeninvited for the sole
purpose of keeping her company she continued to clingtothe
dressmaker’sgde, letting Mr. Ramy lead theway with Evelina
MissMéllins, stimulated by the excitement of the occasion,
grew more and morediscursive, and her ceaselesstalk, and
the kaleidoscopic whirl of the crowd, were unspeakably be-
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wilderingto Ann Eliza. Her feet, accustomed to thedippered
ease of the shop, ached with theunfamiliar effort of walking,
and her earswith thedin of the dress-maker’sanecdotes; but
every nervein her wasaware of Evelina senjoyment, and she
was determined that no wearinessof hersshould curtall it. Yet
even her heroism shrank from the significant glanceswhich
MissMéllins presently beganto cast at the couplein front of
them: Ann Elizacould bear to conniveat Evelina shliss, but
not to acknowledgeit to others.

Atlength Evelina sfeet also failed her, and sheturned to
suggest that they ought to be going home. Her flushed face
had grown palewith fatigue, but her eyeswereradiant.

Thereturnlivedin Ann Elizal smemory withthe persstence
of anevil dream. Thehorse-carswere packed with thereturn-
ing throng, and they had to et adozen go by beforethey could
push their way into onethat wasaready crowded. Ann Eliza
had never beforefelt sotired. Even MissMellins'sflow of
narrativeran dry, and they sat silent, wedged between anegro
woman and apock-marked man with abandaged head, while
thecar rumbled dowly down asgqualid avenueto their corner.
Evelinaand Mr. Ramy sat together in theforward part of the
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car, and Ann Elizacould catch only an occasional glimpse of
theforget-me-not bonnet and the clock-maker’ s shiny coat-
collar; but whenthelittleparty got out at their corner the crowd
swept them together again, and they walked back inthe ef-
fortlesssilence of tired childrento the Bunner sisters' base-
ment. AsMissMéelinsand Mr. Ramy turned to go their vari-
ousways Evelinamustered alast display of smiles; but Ann
Elizacrossed thethresholdin slence, feding thetilinessof the
little shop reach out to her like consoling arms.

That night she could not deep; but asshelay coldandrigid at
her aster’ssde, shesuddenly fdt thepressureof Eveinasarms,
and heard her whisper: “Oh, Ann Eliza, warn'tit heavenly?’

\

For Four DAYs after their Sunday inthe Park the Bunner sis-
tershad no newsof Mr. Ramy. At first neither one betrayed
her disappoi ntment and anxiety to the other; but on thefifth
morning Evelina, dwaysthefirst toyield to her feelings, said,
assheturned from her untasted tea: “| thought you’ d oughter
takethat money out by now, Ann Eliza.”
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Ann Elizaunderstood and reddened. Thewinter had been
afairly prosperousonefor thesisters, and their owly accu-
mulated savings had now reached the handsome sum of two
hundred dollars; but the satisfaction they might havefeltin
thisunwonted opul ence had been clouded by asuggestion
of MissMéllins sthat there were dark rumours concerning
the savings bank inwhich their fundswere deposited. They
knew MissMélinswasgivento vain darms; but her words,
by the sheer force of repetition, had so shaken AnnEliza’'s
peacethat after long hours of midnight counsel the sisters
had decided to advisewith Mr. Ramy; and on Ann Eliza, as
the head of the house, this duty had devolved. Mr. Ramy,
when consulted, had not only confirmed the dress-maker’s
report, but had offered to find some safe investment which
should givethesistersahigher rate of interest than the sus-
pected savings bank; and Ann Elizaknew that Evelinaal-
luded to the suggested transfer.

“Why, yes, to besure,” sheagreed. “Mr. Ramy said if he
wasushewouldn’t want toleave hismoney thereany longer'n
hecould help.”

“Itwasover aweek ago hesaidit,” Evelinareminded her.
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“1 know; but hetold metowait till he’ d found out for sure
about that other investment; and weain't seen himsincethen.”

AnnElizaswordsreeased thelr secret fear. | wonder what's
happenedto him,” Evelinasaid. “ You don't suppose he could
besick?’

“I waswonderingtoo,” Ann Elizargoined; and thesisters
looked down at their plates.

“I should think you’ d oughter do something about that money
pretty soon,” Evelinabeganagain.

“Well, | know I’ d oughter. What would you do if you
wasme?’

“If  wasyou,” said her sister, with perceptible emphasis
and arising blush, “I’d go right round and seeif Mr. Ramy
wassick. you could.”

Thewordspierced Ann Elizalikeablade. “ Yes, that'sso,”
shesaid.

“Itwould only seemfriendly, if hereally issick. If | was
you I’dgoto-day,” Evelinacontinued; and after dinner Ann
Elizawent.

On the way she had to leave a parcel at the dyer’s, and
having performed that errand sheturned toward Mr. Ramy’s
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shop. Never beforehad shefdt soold, so hopelessand humble.
Sheknew shewasbound on alove-errand of Evelina’s, and
theknowledge seemed to dry thelast drop of young blood in
her veins. It took from her, too, al her faded virgina shyness,
and with abrisk composure sheturned the handle of the clock-
maker’sdoor.

But as sheentered her heart began to tremble, for she saw
Mr. Ramy, hisfacehiddenin hishands, Sitting behind the counter
inan attitude of strange dgjection. At theclick of thelatch he
looked up dowly, fixing alustrelessstareon Ann Eliza. For a
moment shethought he did not know her.

“Oh, you'resck!” sheexclamed; and the sound of her voice
seemed to recall hiswandering senses.

“Why, if itain't MissBunner!” hesaid, inalow thick tone;
but he made no attempt to move, and she noticed that hisface
wasthe colour of yellow ashes.

“Youaresick,” shepersisted, emboldened by hisevident
need of help. “Mr. Ramy, it wasrea unfriendly of you not to
let usknow.”

He continued to look at her with dull eyes. “I ain’t been
sck,” hesad. “Leastwayshot very: only oneof my oldturns.”

29

He spokein aslow laboured way, asif he had difficulty in
getting hiswordstogether.

“Rheumatism?’ sheventured, seeing how unwillingly he
seemed to move.,

“Well—somethin’ like, maybe. | couldn’t hardly put aname
toit.”

“If it wasanything likerheumatism, my grandmother usedto
maekeatea—" Ann Elizabegan: shehadforgotten, inthewarmth
of themoment, that shehad only comeas Evelina smessenger.

At the mention of teaan expression of uncontrollablerepug-
nance passed over Mr. Ramy’sface. “Oh, | guess|’ mgetting
onall right. I’ vejust got aheadacheto-day.”

Ann Eliza’'s courage dropped at the note of refusal in his
voice.

“I'msorry,” shesaid gently. “My sister and me’' d have been
glad to do anything we could for you.”

“Thank you kindly,” said Mr. Ramy wearily; then, asshe
turned to the door, he added with an effort: “Maybel’ll step
round to-morrow.”

“We'll bereal glad,” Ann Elizarepeated. Her eyeswere
fixed on adusty bronze clock in the window. She was un-
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awareof looking at it at thetime, but long afterward shere-
membered that it represented aNewfoundland dog with his
paw on an open book.

When shereached hometherewasapurchaser inthe shop,
turning over hooksand eyesunder Evelina sabsent-minded
supervision. Ann Elizapassed hastily into the back room, but
inaninstant she heard her sister at her side.

“Quick! | told her | was goin’ to look for some smaller
hooks—how ishe?’ Evelinagasped.

“Hean'tbeenvery well,” sad Ann Elizadowly, her eyeson
Eveina seager face; “but he sayshe'll be sureto beroundto-
morrow night.”

“Hewill?Areyoutdlingmethetruth?’

“Why, EvelinaBunner!”

“Oh, I don'tcarel” criedtheyounger recklesdy, rushing back
into the shop.

Ann Elizastood burning with the shame of Evelina s self-
exposure. Shewas shocked that, evento her, Evelinashould
lay barethe nakedness of her emotion; and shetried toturn
her thoughtsfromiit asthough itsrecollection made her asharer
inher sster’ sdebasement.
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Thenext evening, Mr. Ramy regppeared, still somewhat sdl-
low and red-lidded, but otherwise hisusual self. Ann Eliza
consulted him about theinvestment he had recommended, and
after it had been settled that he should attend to the matter for
her hetook up theillustrated volumeof Longfellow—for, as
thesstershad learned, his culture soared beyond the newspa
pers—and read aloud, with afine confusion of consonants,
thepoemon“Maidenhood.” Evelinalowered her lidswhilehe
read. It wasavery beautiful evening, and Ann Elizathought
afterward how different lifemight have been withacompanion
who read poetry like Mr. Ramy.

VI

DuURING THE ENSUING Weeks Mr. Ramy, though hisvisitswere
asfrequent asever, did not ssemto regain hisusua spirits. He
complained frequently of headache, but rejected Ann Eliza's
tentatively proffered remedies, and seemed to shrink from any
prolonged investigation of hissymptoms. July had come, with
asudden ardour of heat, and one evening, as the three sat
together by the open window in the back room, Evelinasaid:
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“I dunnowhat | wouldn't give, anight likethis, for abreath of
real country air.”

“Sowould|l,” said Mr. Ramy, knocking the ashesfrom his
pipe. “I’dliketo be settinginan arbour disvery minute.”

“Oh,wouldn'tit belovely?’

“l dwaysthink it'srea cool here—we' d be hegps hotter up
whereMissMdlinsis,” said AnnEliza.

“Oh, | daresay—but we' d behegpscooler somewhered se,”
her sister snapped: shewas not infrequently exasperated by
Ann Eliza sfurtiveattemptsto mollify Providence.

A few dayslater Mr. Ramy appeared with a suggestion
which enchanted Evelina. He had gonethe day beforeto see
hisfriend, Mrs. Hochmuller, who lived in the outskirts of
Hoboken, and Mrs. Hochmuller had proposed that on the
following Sunday he should bring the Bunner sistersto spend
theday with her.

“She'sgot area garden, you know,” Mr. Ramy explained,
“widtreesand areal summer-houseto set in; and hensand
chickenstoo. Andit’san elegant sail over ondeferry-boat.”

The proposal drew no responsefrom Ann Eliza. Shewas
still oppressed by therecollection of her interminable Sunday
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inthe Park; but, obedient to Evelina’ simperiousglance, she
finally faltered out an acceptance.

The Sunday wasavery hot one, and once on theferry-boat
Ann Elizarevived a thetouch of the st breeze, and the spec-
tacleof the crowded waters; but when they reached the other
shore, and stepped out on the dirty wharf, she began to ache
with anticipated weariness. They got into astreet-car, and were
jolted from onemean street to another, till at length Mr. Ramy
pulled the conductor’ sdeeveand they got out again; then they
stood inthe blazing sun, near the door of acrowded beer-sa-
loon, waiting for another car to come; and that carried them out
to athinly settled district, past vacant lots and narrow brick
housesstanding in unsupported solitude, till they finaly reached
anamost rural region of scattered cottagesand low wooden
buildingsthat looked likevillage*” stores.” Herethecar findly
stopped of itsown accord, and they walked along arutty road,
past astone-cutter’ syard with ahigh fencetapestried with the-
atrica advertisements, toalittlered housewith green blindsand
agarden paling. Really, Mr. Ramy had not deceived them.
Clumpsof dielytraand day-liliesbloomed behind the paling,
and acrooked e m hung romanticaly over thegableof thehouse.



Bunner Ssters

Atthegate Mrs. Hochmuller, abroad womanin brick-brown
merino, met themwith nodsand smiles whileher daughter Linda,
aflaxen-haired girl with mottled red cheeksandasdelong sare,
hoveredinquisitively behind her. Mrs. Hochmuller, leading the
way into the house, conducted the Bunner s sterstheway to her
bedroom. Herethey wereinvited to spread out on amountain-
ouswhitefeatherbed the cashmere mantlesunder which the
solemnity of the occasion had compelled themto swelter, and
whenthey had given their black silksthe necessary twitch of
readjustment, and Evelinahad fluffed out her hair beforeal ook-
ing-glassframedin pink-shell work, their hostessledthemtoa
suffy parlour smelling of gingerbread. After another ceremonid
pause, broken by politeenquiriesand shy gaculations, they were
showninto thekitchen, wherethetablewasa ready spread with
strange-looking spice-cakesand sewed fruits, and wherethey
presently found themsel ves seated between Mrs. Hochmuller
and Mr. Ramy, whilethe staring Lindabumped back andforth
fromthestovewith seaming dishes.

To Ann Elizathedinner seemed endless, and therichfare
strangely unappetizing. Shewasabashed by theeasy intimacy
of her hostess's voice and eye. With Mr. Ramy Mrs.
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Hochmuller wasamost flippantly familiar, andit wasonly when
Ann Elizapictured her generousform bent abovehissick-bed
that shecouldforgiveher for tersdly addressng himas“Ramy.”
During oneof the pausesof themea Mrs. Hochmuller laid her
knifeand fork against the edges of her plate, and, fixing her
eyesontheclock-maker’sface, said accusingly: “You hat one
of demturnsagain, Ramy.”

“l dunnoasl had,” hereturned evasively.

Evdinaglanced from oneto the other. “Mr. Ramy hasbeen
sick,” shesaid at length, asthough to show that shealsowasin
apositionto speak with authority. “ He'scomplained very fre-
quently of headaches.”

“Ho!—I know him,” said Mrs. Hochmuller with alaugh, her
eyesdtill ontheclock-maker. “ Ain't you ashamed of yoursdlf,
Ramy?’

Mr. Ramy, whowaslooking at hisplate, said suddenly one
word which the sisters could not understand; it sounded to
AnnElizalike* Shwike.”

Mrs. Hochmuller laughed again. “My, my,” she said,
“wouldn’t you think he’ d be ashamed to go and besick and
never dell me, methat nursed him troo dat awful fever?’
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“Yes, | should,” said Evelina, with aspirited glancea Ramy;
but hewaslooking at the sausagesthat Lindahad just put on
thetable.

When dinner wasover Mrs. Hochmuller invited her guests
to step out of thekitchen-door, and they found themselvesina
greenenclosure, haf garden, haf orchard. Grey hensfollowed
by golden broods clucked under the twisted apple-boughs, a
cat dozed onthe edge of anold well, and fromtreetotreeran
the network of clothes-linethat denoted Mrs. Hochmuller’'s
caling. Beyond the appletreesstood ayellow summer-house
festooned with scarlet runners; and below it, onthe farther
sideof arough fence, theland dipped down, holding abit of
woodlandinitshollow. It wasall strangely sweet and still on
that hot Sunday afternoon, and as shemoved acrossthegrass
under the gpple-boughs Ann Elizathought of quiet afternoons
inchurch, and of the hymnsher mother had sung to her when
shewasababy.

Evelinawas morerestless. Shewandered fromthewell to
the summer-house and back, shetossed crumbsto the chick-
ensand disturbed the cat with arch caresses; and at |ast she
expressed adesireto go down into thewood.
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“1 guessyou got to go round by theroad, then,” said Mrs.
Hochmuller. “My Lindashegoestroo aholeindefence, but |
guessyou’ d tear your dressif youwastodry.”

“I'll helpyou,” said Mr. Ramy; and guided by Lindathepair
walked aong thefencetill they reached anarrow gapinits
boards. Through thisthey disappeared, watched curioudy in
their descent by the grinning Linda, while Mrs. Hochmuller
and Ann Elizawereleft donein the summer-house.

Mrs. Hochmuller looked at her guest with aconfidential
smile. “I guessdey’ |l begonequiteawhile,” sheremarked,
jerking her double chintoward the gap in thefence. “Folks
likedat don't never remember about dedime.” And shedrew
out her knitting.

Ann Elizacould think of nothingto say.

“Your sister shethinksagreat lot of him, don’t she?’ her
hostess continued.

Ann Eliza' scheeksgrew hot. “ Ain’t you ateeny bit lone-
some away out here sometimes?’ sheasked. “| should think
you' d be scared nights, all aonewith your daughter.”

“Oh, no, I ain't,” said Mrs. Hochmuller. “You seel takein
washing—dat’smy business—and it’salot cheaper doingit
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out heredanindecity: where' d | get adrying-ground likedis
in Hobucken? And denit’ssafer for Lindatoo; it geeps her
outer destreets.”

“Oh,” said Ann Eliza, shrinking. Shebegantofed adistinct
aversonfor her hostess, and her eyesturned with involuntary
annoyanceto the square-backed form of Linda, still inquisi-
tively suspended on the fence. It seemed to Ann Elizathat
Evelinaand her companionwould never returnfromthewood;
but they cameat length, Mr. Ramy’ sbrow pearled with per-
spiration, Evelinapink and conscious, adrooping bunch of
fernsin her hand; and it was clear that, to her at |east, the
momentshad beenwinged.

“D’you supposethey’ll revive?” sheasked, holding up the
ferns, but Ann Eliza, risng a her gpproach, said stiffly: “We'd
better be getting home, Evelina.”

“Mercy me! Ain’'tyou going totakeyour coffeefirst?’ Mrs.
Hochmuller protested; and Ann Elizafound to her dismay that
another long gastronomic ceremony must intervene before
politeness permitted them to leave. At length, however, they
found themselvesagain ontheferry-boat. Water and sky were
grey, with adividing gleam of sunset that sent deek opa waves
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intheboat’swake. Thewind had acoadl tarry bregth, asthough
it had travelled over milesof shipping, and thehissof thewater
about the paddles was as delicious as though it had been
splashedinto their tired faces.

Ann Elizasat apart, |ooking away fromthe others. Shehad
made up her mind that Mr. Ramy had proposed to Evelinain
thewood, and shewasslently preparing hersdlf to receive her
sster’sconfidencethat evening.

But Evelinawas apparently in no mood for confidences.
When they reached home she put her faded fernsin water,
and after supper, when she had laid aside her silk dressand
theforget-me-not bonnet, sheremained silently seated in her
rocking-chair near the open window. It waslong since Ann
Elizahad seen her in so uncommuni cativeamood.

THE FoLLOWING SaTURDAY Ann Elizawas sitting aloneinthe
shop when the door opened and Mr. Ramy entered. He had
never before called at that hour, and she wondered alittle
anxioudly what had brought him.

“Hasanything happened?’ sheasked, pushing asdethebas-
ketful of buttons she had been sorting.
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“Not’s| know of,” said Mr. Ramy tranquilly. “But | dways
closeup the storeat two o' clock Saturdaysat thisseason, so
| thought | might aswell call round and seeyou.”

“I'mred glad, I'msure” said AnnEliza; “but Eveinasout.”

“1 know dat,” Mr. Ramy answered. “I met her round de
corner. She told me she got to go to dat new dyer’'supin
Forty-eighth Street. Shewon'’t be back for acoupleof hours,
har’ly, will she?’

Ann Elizalooked at himwith rising bewilderment. “No, |
guessnot,” sheanswered; her inginctivehospitality prompting
her to add: “Won't you set down jest the same?”’

Mr. Ramy sat down on the stool beside the counter, and
Ann Elizareturned to her placebehindit.

“1 can't leavethestore,” sheexplained.

“Well, | guesswe revery well here.” Ann Elizahad become
suddenly awarethat Mr. Ramy was|ooking at her with un-
usual intentness. Involuntarily her hand strayed to thethin
streaks of hair on her temples, and thence descended to
straighten the brooch beneath her collar.

“You'relooking very well to-day, MissBunner,” said Mr.
Ramy, following her gesturewithasmile.
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“Oh,” saidd AnnElizanervoudy. “I’'mawayswell inhedth,”
she added.

“I guessyou’ rehedlthier than your sster, evenif youareless
Szeable”

“Oh, | don’t know. Evelina samite nervous sometimes, but
sheain'tabitsckly.”

“ She eats heartier than you do; but that don’t mean noth-
ing,” saild Mr. Ramy.

Ann Elizawassilent. She could not follow thetrend of his
thought, and she did not careto commit herself farther about
Evelinabefore she had ascertained if Mr. Ramy considered
nervousnessinteresting or thereverse.

But Mr. Ramy spared her al farther indecision.

“Well, MissBunner,” hesaid, drawing hisstool closer tothe
counter, “I guess| might aswell tell you fust aslast what |
comeherefor to-day. | want to get married.”

Ann Eliza, inmany aprayerful midnight hour, had sought to
strengthen herself for the hearing of thisavowal, but now thet it
had comeshefdt pitifully frightened and unprepared. Mr. Ramy
was|eaning with both elbows on the counter, and she noticed
that hisnailswere clean and that he had brushed hishat; yet
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even these signshad not prepared her!

Atlast sheheard herself say, withadry throat in which her
heart washammering: “Mercy me, Mr. Ramy!”

“l want to get married,” herepeated. “1’mtoo lonesome. It
ain'tgoodfor amantoliveall aone, and eat noding but cold
meet every day.”

“No,” said Ann Elizasoftly.

“Andthedust fairly beatsme.”

“Oh, thedust—I know!”

Mr. Ramy stretched one of hisblunt-fingered handstoward
her. “1 wisht you' d takeme.”

Still Ann Elizadid not understand. Sherosehesitatingly from
her seat, pushing aside the basket of buttonswhich lay be-
tween them; then she percelved that Mr. Ramy wastrying to
take her hand, and astheir fingers met aflood of joy swept
over her. Never afterward, though every other word of their
interview was stamped on her memory beyond all possible
forgetting, could sherecall what he said while their hands
touched; she only knew that she seemed to befloating on a
summer sea, and that all itswaveswerein her ears.

“Me—me?’ shegasped.

36

“I guesss0,” said her suitor placidly. “You suit meright down
totheground, MissBunner. Dat’sthetruth.”

A woman passing along the street paused to look at the
shop-window, and Ann Elizahalf hoped shewould comein;
but after adesultory ingpection shewent on.

“Maybeyou don’t fancy me?’ Mr. Ramy suggested, dis-
countenanced by Ann Eliza'sslence.

A word of assent was on her tongue, but her lipsrefusedit.
Shemust find some other way of telling him.

“I don't say that.”

“Well, | aways kinder thought we was suited to one an-
other,” Mr. Ramy continued, eased of hismomentary doubt.
“l dwaysliked dequiet style—nofussand airs, and not afraid
of work.” He spoke asthough dispassionately catal oguing her
charms.

Ann Elizafelt that shemust makean end. “But, Mr. Ramy,
you don't understand. I’ ve never thought of marrying.”

Mr. Ramy looked at her insurprise. “Why not?’

“Well, I don’t know, har’ly.” She moistened her twitching
lips. “Thefactis, | ain't asactiveas| look. Maybel couldn’t
standthecare. | ain't asspry asEvelina—nor asyoung,” she
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added, with alast great effort.

“But you do most of dework here, anyways,” said her suitor
doubtfully.

“Oh, well, that’ sbecause Evelina sbusy outside; and where
there’s only two women the work don’t amount to much.
Besides, I'mtheoldest; | haveto look after things,” shehas-
tened on, half pained that her simpleruse should soreadily
decelvehim.

“Well, | guessyou’ reactiveenough for me,” he persisted.
Hiscam determination beganto frighten her; shetrembled lest
her own should beless staunch.

“No, no,” sherepeated, feeling thetearson her lashes. “I
couldn’t, Mr. Ramy, | couldn’t marry. I’m so surprised. | al-
waysthought it was Evelina—aways. And so did everybody
else. She'sso bright and pretty—it seemed so natural .”

“Wdl, youwasdl mistaken,” said Mr. Ramy obstinately.

“I'msosorry.”

Herose, pushing back hischair.

“You' d better think it over,” hesaid, inthelargetone of a
manwhofedshemay safely wait.

“Oh, no, no. Itain’t any sorter use, Mr. Ramy. | don't never
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meanto marry. | get tired so easily—I’ d beafraid of thework.
And| have such awful headaches.” She paused, racking her
brainfor moreconvincinginfirmities.

“Headaches, doyou?’ said Mr. Ramy, turning back.

“My, yes, awful ones, that | haveto giveright upto. Evelina
hasto do everythingwhen | have one of them headaches. She
hasto bring memy teainthemornings.”

“Well, I’'msorry to hear it,” said Mr. Ramy.

“Thank youkindly dl thesame,” Ann Elizamurmured. “And
pleasedon’t—don’t—" She stopped suddenly, looking at him
through her tears.

“Oh, that’sall right,” heanswered. “Don’t you fret, Miss
Gunner. Folkshave got to suit themselves.” Shethought his
tone had grown more resigned since she had spoken of her
headaches.

For somemomentshe stood |ooking at her with ahesitating
eye, asthough uncertain how to end their conversation; and at
length shefound courageto say (inthewords of anovel she
had onceread): “1 don’t want thisshould make any difference
betweenus.”

“Oh, my, no,” said Mr. Ramy, absently picking up hishat.
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“You'll comeinjust thesame?’ shecontinued, nerving hersdf to
theeffort. “We d missyou awfully if youdidn't. Eveling, she—"
Shepaused, torn between her desretoturn histhoughtsto Eveling,
andthedread of prematurdly disclosng her Sster’ssecret.

“Don’'t MissEvelinahave no headaches?’ Mr. Ramy sud-
denly asked.

“My, no, never—well, not to speak of, anyway. Sheain’t
had onefor ages, and when Evelinal Ssick shewon't never
giveintoit,” AnnElizadeclared, making somehurried adjust-
mentswith her conscience.

“I wouldn’'t havethought that,” said Mr. Ramy.

“1 guessyou don’t know usaswel | asyou thought you did.”

“WEell, no, that’s so; maybe | don’t. I’ Il wish you good day,
MissBunner”; and Mr. Ramy moved toward the door.

“Good day, Mr. Ramy,” Ann Elizaanswered.

Shefelt unutterably thankful to beaone. Sheknew thecru-
cia moment of her life had passed, and shewasglad that she
had not fallen below her ownideals. It had been awonderful
experience; and in spite of thetearson her cheeks shewasnot
sorry to have known it. Two facts, however, took the edge
fromits perfection: that it had happened in the shop, and that
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she had not had on her black silk.

She passed thenext hour in astate of dreamy ecstasy. Some-
thing had entered into her life of which no subsequent
empoverishment could rob it: sheglowed with thesamerich
sense of possessorship that once, asalittlegirl, shehad felt
when her mother had given her agold locket and she had sat
upinbedinthedark todraw it fromitshiding-place beneath
her night-gown.

Atlength adread of Evelina sreturn beganto minglewith
these musings. How could she meet her younger sister’seye
without betraying what had happened? Shefelt asthough a
visibleglory lay on her, and shewasglad that dusk had fallen
when Evdinaentered. But her fearswere superfluous. Evdina,
adwayssdf-absorbed, had of latelost al interestinthesimple
happeningsof the shop, and Ann Eliza, with mingled mortifi-
cation and relief, perceived that shewasin no danger of being
cross-questioned asto the events of the afternoon. Shewas
glad of this; yet therewasatouch of humiliationinfinding that
the portentous secret in her bosom did not visibly shineforth.
It struck her asdull, and even dightly absurd, of Evelinanot to
know at last that they wereequals.
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PART II
VI

MR. RaMY, AFTER A DECENT INTERVAL, returned to the shop;
and Ann Eliza, when they met, was unableto detect whether
the emotionswhich seethed under her black alpacafound an
echoin hisbosom. Outwardly hemadeno sign. Helit hispipe
asplacidly asever and seemed to relgpse without effort into
theunruffledintimacy of old. Yetto Ann Eliza sinitiated eyea
change became gradually perceptible. She saw that hewas
beginning to look at her sister ashe had looked at her on that
momentous afternoon: sheeven discerned asecret Sgnificance
intheturn of histalk with Evelina. Once heasked her abruptly
if sheshouldliketotravel, and Ann Elizasaw that theflushon
Evelina'scheek wasreflected from the samefirewhich had
scorched her own.

So they drifted on through the sultry weeks of July. At that
season the business of thelittle shop almost ceased, and one
Saturday morning Mr. Ramy proposed that the sisters should
lock up early and gowith himfor asail down thebay in one of
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the Coney Idand boats.

AnnElizasaw thelightin Evelina’'seyeand her resolvewas
instantly taken.

“I guess| won't go, thank you kindly; but I’ m suremy sister
will be happy to.”

Shewaspained by the perfunctory phrasewithwhich Evdina
urged her to accompany them; and still moreby Mr. Ramy’s
dlence

“No, | guess| won't go,” sherepeated, rather in answer to
herself thanto them. “ It sdreadfully hot and I’ ve got akinder
headache.”

“Oh, wdl, | wouldn’'tthen,” said her sster hurriedly. “ You'd
better jest set herequietly and rest.”

“Yes, I'll rest,” Ann Elizaassented.

Attwo o' clock Mr. Ramy returned, and amoment later he
and Evelinaleft the shop. Evelinahad made herself another
new bonnet for the occasion, abonnet, Ann Elizathought,
amost too youthful inshapeand colour. It wasthefirgt timeit
had ever occurred to her to criticize Evelina staste, and she
wasfrightened at theinsidious changein her attitudetoward
her sster.
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When Ann Eliza, inlater days, looked back on that after-
noon shefelt that there had been something propheticinthe
quality of itssolitude; it seemed to ditill thetriple essence of
lonelinessinwhichal her after-lifewasto belived. No pur-
chaserscame; not ahand fell onthedoor-latch; and thetick of
theclock intheback roomironically emphasized thepassing
of theempty hours.

Evelinareturned late and one. Ann Elizafelt the coming
crisisinthe sound of her footstep, which wavered aong asif
not knowing onwhat it trod. The elder sister’saffection had
so passionately projected itself into her junior’sfatethat at
such moments she seemedto beliving two lives, her ownand
Evelina’'s, and her privatelongingsshrank into silence at the
sght of theother’ shungry bliss. But it wasevident that Eveling,
never acutely aliveto the emotional atmosphere about her,
had no ideathat her secret was suspected; and with an as-
sumption of unconcern that would havemade Ann Elizasmile
if the pang had beenlesspiercing, theyounger sister prepared
to confesshersdlf.

“What areyou so busy about?’ shesaid impatiently, asAnn
Eliza, beneath the gasjet, fumbled for thematches. “ Ain't you
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even got timeto ask meif I’ d had apleasant day?’

AnnElizaturned withaquiet smile. “| guess| don't haveto.
Seemsto meit’spretty plainyou have.”

“Well, | don’t know. | don’t know how | feel—it’sall so
queer. | dmost think I’ dliketo scream.”

“l guessyou'retired.”

“No, l ain't. It'snot that. But it all happened so suddenly,
and the boat was so crowded | thought everybody’d hear
what he was saying.—Ann Eliza,” she brokeout, “why on
earthdon’t you ask mewhat I’ m talking about?’

AnnEliza, with alast effort of heroism, feigned afondin-
comprehension.

“What areyou?’

“Why, I’m engaged to be married—so there! Now it’sout!
Andit happened right ontheboat; only tothink of it! Of course
| wasn't exactly surprised—I’ ve known right along hewas
going to sooner or later—on’y somehow | didn’t think of its
happening to-day. | thought he’ d never get up hiscourage. He
saidhewasso‘frad |’ d say no—that’swhat kep’ himsolong
fromasking me. Well, | ain’'t said yesyet—I|eastwaysl| told
him|’d havetothink it over; but | guessheknows. Oh, Ann
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Eliza, 1I’'m so happy!” Shehid theblinding brightnessof her
face.

AnnEliza, just then, would only let hersdlf feel that shewas
glad. Shedrew down Eveina shandsand kissed her, and they
held each other. When Evelinaregained her voice shehad a
taletotell which carried their vigil far into the night. Not a
gyllable, not aglanceor gesture of Ramy’s, wastheelder Sis-
ter spared; and with unconsciousirony shefound hersalf com-
paring thedetailsof hisproposd to her withthosewhich Evelina
wasimparting withmercilessprolixity.

The next few daysweretaken up with theembarrassed ad-
justment of their new relation to Mr. Ramy and to each other.
Ann Eliza sardour carried her to new heights of self-efface-
ment, and sheinvented late dutiesintheshopin order to leave
Evelinaand her suitor longer donein theback room. Later on,
when shetried to remember the detail sof thosefirst days, few
cameback to her: sheknew only that she got up each morning
withthe sense of having to push theleaden hoursup thesame
long steep of pain.

Mr. Ramy camedaily now. Every evening heand hisbe-
trothed went out for a stroll around the Square, and when
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Evelinacamein her cheekswereawayspink. “He' skissed
her under that tree at the corner, away from thelamp-post,”
AnnElizasadtohersdf, with suddeningghtinto unconjectured
things. On Sundaysthey usually went for thewholeafternoon
tothe Centra Park, and Ann Eliza, from her seat inthemortal
hush of the back room, followed step by step their long slow
beatificwalk.

Therehad been, asyet, noalusionto their marriage, except
that Evelinahad oncetold her sister that Mr. Ramy wished
themtoinviteMrs. Hochmuller and Lindato thewedding. The
mention of thelaundressrai sed ahalf-forgotten fear in Ann
Eliza, and shesaid in atone of tentative appeal: “1 guessif |
wasyou | wouldn’t want to be very great friendswith Mrs.
Hochmuller.”

Eveinaglanced at her compassionately. | guessif youwas
meyou’ d want to do everything you could to pleasetheman
youloved. It'slucky,” sheadded with glacia irony, “that I'm
not too grand for Herman'sfriends.”

“Oh,” AnnElizaprotested, “that an’t what | mean—andyou
know itain't. Only somehow theday wesaw her | didn't think
sheseemed likethekinder personyou’ dwant for afriend.”
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“1 guessamarried woman'sthe best judge of such metters,”
Evelinareplied, asthough she aready walkedin thelight of
her future Sate.

Ann Eliza, after that, kept her own counsel. She saw that
Eveinawanted her sympathy aslittle asher admonitions, and
that aready she counted for nothingin her sister’sscheme of
life. To Ann Eliza sidolatrous acceptance of the cruelties of
fatethisexclusion seemed both natural and just; but it caused
her themost lively pain. Shecould not divest her lovefor Evdina
of itspass onate motherliness; no bresth of reason could lower
it tothe cool temperature of ssterly affection.

Shewasthen passing, as shethought, through the novitiate
of her pain; preparing, inahundred experimenta ways, for the
solitudeawaiting her when Evelinaleft. It wastruethat it would
beatempered|oneliness. They would not befar apart. Evelina
would“runin” daily fromtheclock-maker’s; they woul d doubt-
lesstake supper with her on Sundays. But already Ann Eliza
guessed with what growing perfunctoriness her sister would
fulfill these obligations; sheevenforesaw the day when, to get
newsof Evelina, sheshould havetolock the shop at nightfall
and go herself to Mr. Ramy’sdoor. But on that contingency
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shewould not dwell. “ They can cometo mewhen they want
to—they’ll dwaysfind mehere,” shesmply saidto hersdif.

Oneevening Evelinacamein flushed and agitated from her
stroll around the Square. Ann Elizasaw at once that some-
thing had happened; but the new habit of reticence checked
her question.

Shehad not longtowait. “Oh, Ann Eliza, on’y to think what
hesays—" (the pronoun stood exclusively for Mr. Ramy). “I
declarel’ m so upset | thought the peoplein the Squarewould
noticeme. Don't | look queer? Hewantsto get married right
off—thisvery next week.”

“Next week?’

“Yes. So'swe can moveout to St. Louisright away.”

“Himand you—moveoutto S. Louis?’

“Well, | don’'t know asit would benatura for himtowant to
go out therewithout me,” Evelinasimpered. “Butit'sall so
sudden | don’t know what to think. He only got the | etter this
morning. Dol look queer, Ann Eliza?’ Her eyewasroving for
themirror.

“No, youdon't,” said Ann Elizaalmost harshly.

“Well, it samercy,” Evelinapursued with atinge of disap-
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pointment. “It'saregular miraclel didn’t faint right out therein
the Square. Herman's so thoughtless—hejust put the letter
into my hand without aword. I1t'sfrom abig firm out there—
theTiff' ny of St. Louis, hesaysitis—offeringhimaplacein
their clock-department. Seemsthey heart of him through a
German friend of histhat’s settled out there. It’'sasplendid
opening, andif hegivessatisfactionthey’ll raisehimat theend
of theyear.”

She paused, flushed with theimportance of the situation,
which seemed tolift her oncefor all abovethedull level of her
former life.

“Thenyou'll havetogo?’ cameat last from AnnEliza

Eveinagtared. “ Youwouldn't havemeinterferewith hispros-
pects, would you?’

“No—no. | on’'y meant—hasit got to be so soon?”’

“Right away, | tell you—next week. Ain't it awful 7’ blushed
thebride.

Wll, thiswaswhat happened to mothers. They boreit, Ann
Elizamused; sowhy not she?Ah, but they had their own chance
first; shehad had no chanceat dl. And now thislifewhich she
had made her own was going from her forever; had gone,
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aready, intheinner and deeper sense, and wassoonto vanish
ineven itsoutward nearness, its surface-communion of voice
and eye. At that moment even thethought of Evelina’s happi-
nessrefused her itsconsolatory ray; or itslight, if shesaw it,
was too remote to warm her. The thirst for apersonal and
indienabletie, for pangsand problemsaof her own, wasparching
Ann Eliza ssoul: it seemed to her that she could never again
gather strength to look her lonelinessintheface.

Thetrivid obligationsof themoment cametoher aid. Nursed
inidlenessher grief would have mastered her; but the needs of
the shop and the back room, and the preparationsfor Evelina's
marriage, kept thetyrant under.

MissMdllins, trueto her anticipations, had been caled onto
aidinthemaking of thewedding dress, and sheand Ann Eliza
were bending one evening over the breadths of pearl-grey
cashmerewhichin spiteof thedress-maker’spropheticvison
of gored satin, had been judged most suitable, when Evelina
cameinto theroomalone.

Ann Elizahad already had occasionto noticethat it wasa
bad sgnwhen Mr. Ramy |eft hisaffianced at thedoor. It gen-
erdly meant that Evelinahad something disturbing to commu-
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nicate, and Ann Eliza sfirst glancetold her that thistimethe
newswasgrave.

Miss Mellins, who sat with her back to the door and her
head bent over her sewing, started asEvelinacamearound to
the oppositeside of thetable.

“Mercy, MissEvelina! | declarel thought youwasaghost,
theway youcrep’ in. | had acustomer onceup in Forty-ninth
Street—alovely young woman with athirty-six bust and a
waist you could ha put into her wedding ring—and her hus-
band, he crep’ up behind her that way jest for ajoke, and
frightened her into afit, and when she come to she was a
raving maniac, and had to be taken to Bloomingdalewith two
doctorsand anurseto hold her inthe carriage, and alovely
baby on’y six weeks old—and there sheisto thisday, poor
cresture.”

“l didn’t meanto startleyou,” said Evelina.

She sat down onthe nearest chair, and asthelamp-light fell
on her face Ann Elizasaw that she had been crying.

“You do ook dead-beat,” MissMeéllinsresumed, after a
pause of soul-probing scrutiny. “1 guessMr. Ramy lugsyou
round that Squaretoo often. You' Il walk your legsoff if you
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an'tcareful. Mendon't never condde—they’redl dike. Why,
| had acousin oncethat was engaged to abook-agent—"

“Maybewe d better put away thework for to-night, Miss
Méelins” AnnElizainterposed. “I guesswhat Evelinawantsis
agood night'srest.”

“That’sso,” assented the dress-maker. “Haveyou got the
back breadthsrun together, MissBunner?Here' sthe deeves.
I’ll pin‘em together.” She drew a cluster of pinsfrom her
mouth, in which she seemed to secretethem as squirrel sstow
away nuts. “There,” shesaid, rolling up her work, “you go
right away to bed, MissEvelina, andwe' Il set up alittlelater
to-morrow night. | guessyou’ reamite nervous, ain’'t you?|
know when my turn comes|’ || be scared to death.”

Withthisarchforecast shewithdrew, and Ann Eliza, returning
totheback room, found Evelinadtill listlesdy seated by thetable.
Trueto her new policy of sllence, theelder Sster set about fol d-
ing up the bridal dress; but suddenly Evelinasaid in aharsh
unnatura voice: “ Thereain't any useingoingonwiththat.”

Thefoldsdipped from Ann Eliza'shands.

“EvelinaBunner—what you mean?’

“Jest what | say. It'sput off.”
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“Put off—what’ sput off?’

“Our getting married. He can’'t take meto St. Louis. He
ain’t got money enough.” She brought thewordsout inthe
monotonoustoneof achild reciting alesson.

Ann Elizapicked up another breadth of cashmere and be-
gantosmoothit out. “| don’t understand,” shesaid at length.

“Wll, it'splain enough. Thejourney’sfearfully expensive,
andwe' vegot to have something | eft to start withwhenwe get
out there. We' ve counted up, and heain’t got themoney to do
it—that'sal.”

“But | thought hewasgoing right into asplendid place.”

“Soheis, butthesdary’ spretty low thefirst year, and board’s
very highin St. Louis. He'sjest got another letter from his
Germanfriend, and he'sbeenfiguringit out, and he'safraidto
chanceit. He || havetogo done.”

“But there syour money—haveyou forgotten that? Thehun-
dred dollarsinthe bank.”

Evelinamade animpatient movement. “ Of coursel ain't for-
gottenit. On'yitan'tenough. Itwoulddl havetogointobuying
furniture, and if hewastook sick and lost hisplaceagainwe
wouldn’'t have acent left. He sayshe'sgot to lay by another
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hundred dollarsbeforehe || bewillingtotake meout there.”

For awhile Ann Elizapondered thissurprising Satement; then
sheventured: “ Seemsto mehemight havethought of it before.”

Inaningtant Evelinawasaflame. | guessheknowswhat's
right aswell asyou or me. I’ d sooner die than be aburden
tohim.”

Ann Elizamade no answer. The clutch of an unformulated
doubt had checked thewords on her lips. She had meant, on
theday of her sster’smarriage, to give Evelinathe other half
of their common savings, but something warned her not to say
SO NOW.

The sstersundressed without farther words. After they had
gone to bed, and the light had been put out, the sound of
Evelina sweeping cameto Ann Elizainthedarkness, but she
lay motionlesson her own side of the bed, out of contact with
her sister’s shaken body. Never had shefelt so coldly remote
fromEvdina

Thehoursof thenight moved dowly, ticked off with weari-
someing stence by the clock which had played so prominent a
partinther lives. Evelina ssobs4till stirred thebed at gradu-
aly lengthening intervals, till at length Ann Elizathought she
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dept. But with the dawn the eyesof thesistersmet, and Ann
Eliza'scouragefailed her asshelookedin Evelina sface.

Shesat up in bed and put out a pleading hand.

“Don'tcry so, dearie. Don't.”

“Oh, | can’t bear it, | can’t bear it,” Evelinamoaned.

Ann Elizastroked her quivering shoulder. “Don’t, don’t,”
sherepeated. “ If you take the other hundred, won't that be
enough?l dwaysmeanttogiveittoyou. On'y | didn'twant to
tell youtill your wedding day.”

IX

EVELINA’ sMARRIAGE tOOK place on the appointed day. It was
celebrated in the evening, inthe chantry of the church which
thesistersattended, and after it wasover thefew guestswho
had been present repaired to the Bunner Sisters' basement,
where awedding supper awaited them. Ann Eliza, aided by
MissMéllinsand Mrs. Hawkins, and consciously supported
by the sentimental interest of thewhol e street, had expended
her utmost energy on the decoration of the shop and the back
room. On thetable avase of white chrysanthemums stood
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between adish of orangesand bananasand aniced wedding-
cakewreathed with orange-blossomsof the bride’ sown mak-
ing. Autumn leaves studded with paper rosesfestooned the
what-not and the chromo of the Rock of Ages, and awreath
of yellow immortdleswastwined about thec ock which Evelina
revered asthe mysterious agent of her happiness.

Atthetablesat MissMdlins, profusdly spangled and bangled,
her head sewing-girl, apaeyoung thing who had hel ped with
Evdina'soutfit, Mr. and Mrs. Hawkins, with Johnny, their €l -
dest boy, and Mrs. Hochmuller and her daughter.

Mrs. Hochmuller’ slarge blonde personality seemed to per-
vade the room to the effacement of the less amply-propor-
tioned guests. It wasrendered moreimpressive by adress of
crimson poplinthat stood out from her in organ-likefolds; and
Linda, whom Ann Elizahad remembered as an uncouth child
with ady look about the eyes, surprised her by asudden blos-
soming into feminine grace such as sometimesfollowson a
gawky girlhood. TheHochmullers, infact, struck the domi-
nant noteintheentertainment. Besidethem Evelina, unusualy
palein her grey cashmere and white bonnet, looked like a
faintly washed sketch besdeabrilliant chromo; and Mr. Ramy,
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doomed to thetraditiona insignificance of the bridegroom’s
part, made no attempt to rise above hissituation. Even Miss
Mellins sparkled and jingled in vain in the shadow of Mrs.
Hochmuller’scrimson bulk; and Ann Eliza, with asense of
vagueforeboding, saw that the wedding feast centred about
the two guests she had most wished to excludefromit. What
wassaid or donewhilethey al sat about thetable she never
afterward recalled: thelong hoursremained in her memory as
awhirl of high coloursand loud voices, fromwhichthepae
presence of Evelinanow and then emerged like adrowned
face on asunset-dabbled sea.

Thenext morning Mr. Ramy and hiswifestarted for St. Louis,
and Ann Elizawasleft done. Outwardly thefirst srain of part-
ingwastempered by thearriva of MissMdlins Mrs. Hawkins
and Johnny, who dropped in to hel pinthe ungarlanding and
tidying up of the back room. Ann Elizawasduly grateful for
their kindness, but the“talking over” onwhich they had evi-
dently counted was Dead Seafruit on her lips; and just be-
yond thefamiliar warmth of their presences she saw theform
of Solitude at her door.

Ann Elizawasbut asmal personto harbour so great agues,
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and atrembling sense of insufficiency possessed her. Shehad
no high musingsto offer to the new companion of her hearth.
Every oneof her thoughts had hitherto turned to Evelinaand
shaped itself inhomely easy words; of the mighty speech of
slencesheknew not theearliest syllable.

Everything in the back room and the shop, on the second
day after Evelind sgoing, seemed to have grown coldly unfa-
miliar. Thewhol e aspect of the place had changed with the
changed conditionsof Ann Eliza slife. Thefirst customer who
opened the shop-door startled her likeaghost; and al night
shelay tossing on her side of the bed, sinking now and then
into an uncertain doze from which shewould suddenly wake
toreach out her hand for Evelina. Inthe new silence surround-
ing her thewallsand furniturefound voice, frightening her at
dusk and midnight with strange sighsand steal thy whispers.
Ghostly hands shook the window shutters or rattled at the
outer latch, and once shegrew cold at the sound of astep like
Evelina ssteding through thedark shoptodieout onthethresh-
old. Intime, of course, she found an explanation for these
noises, telling herself that the bedstead waswarping, that Miss
Méllinstrod heavily overhead, or that the thunder of passing
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beer-waggons shook the door-latch; but the hoursleading up
to these conclusonswerefull of thefloating terrorsthat harden
into fixed foreboding. Worst of all werethe solitary meals,
when she absently continued to set aside thelargest dlice of
piefor Evelina, andtolet theteagrow cold while shewaited
for her gter tohdphersdlf tothefirst cup. MissMdlins, coming
in on one of these sad repasts, suggested the acquisition of a
cat; but Ann Elizashook her head. She had never been used
to animals, and shefelt the vague shrinking of the piousfrom
creaturesdivided from her by the abyss of soullessness.
Atlength, after ten empty days, Evelina sfirst letter came.
“My dear Sdter,” shewrote, in her pinched Spencerianhand,
“it ssemsstrangeto beinthisgreat City sofar fromhomeaone
withhim| havechosenfor life, but marriagehasits solemn du-
tieswhich thosewho arenot can never hopeto understand, and
happier perhapsfor thisreason, lifefor them hasonly smple
tasksand pleasures, but thosewho must takethought for others
must be prepared to do their duty in whatever station it has
pleasad the Almighty to call them. Not that | have causeto com-
plain, my dear Husband isall loveand devotion, but being ab-
sent dl day at hisbusinesshow can | help but feel lonesomeat
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times, asthepoet saysitishard for they that lovetolive apart,
and | often wonder, my dear Sister, how you aregetting aong
doneinthegore, may you never experiencethefedingsof soli-
tudel haveunderwent sncel camehere. Weareboarding now,
but soon expect to find rooms and change our place of Resi-
dence, then| shdl haveall the care of ahousehold to bear, but
suchisthefate of those who join their Lot with others, they
cannot hopeto escape from the burdensof Life, nor would |
askit, | would not liveaway but whilel livewould dwayspray
for strength to do my duty. Thiscity isnot near aslarge or hand-
someasNew York, but had my lot been castinaWildernessi
hope should not repine, such never wasmy nature, and they
who exchangetheir independencefor the sweet nameof Wife
must beprepared tofind al isnot gold that glitters, nor | would
not expect likeyou to drift down thestream of Lifeunfettered
and sereneasa Summer cloud, suchisnot my fate, but come
what may will dwaysfindin mearesgned and prayerful Spirit,
and hoping thisfindsyou aswell asit leavesme, | remain, my
dear Sigter,
“Yourstruly,
“Evelina B. Ramy.”
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Ann Elizahad always secretly admired the oratorical and
impersonal tone of Evelina sletters; but thefew shehad previ-
oudly read, having been addressed to school-mates or distant
relatives, had appeared in thelight of literary compositions
rather than asrecords of persona experience. Now shecould
not but wish that Evelinahad |aid aside her swelling periods
for astylemore suited to the chronicling of homely incidents.
Sheread theletter again and again, seeking for acluetowhat
her s ster wasredlly doing and thinking; but after each reading
sheemerged impressed but unenlightened from thelabyrinth
of Evdina seloquence.

Duringtheearly winter shereceived two or threemoreletters
of thesamekind, each enclosinginitsloose husk of rhetorica
smaller kernd of fact. By dint of patient interlinear study, Ann
Elizagathered from them that Evelinaand her husband, after
variouscostly experimentsin boarding, had beenreducedtoa
tenement-houseflat; thet livingin &. Louiswasmoreexpensve
than they had supposed, and that Mr. Ramy waskept out late at
night (why, at ajewd ler’s, Ann Elizawondered?) andfound his
position less satisfactory than he had been led to expect. To-
ward February thelettersfdl off; and findly they ceased to come.
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Atfirg AnnElizawrote, shyly but persstently, entreating for
more frequent news, then, as one appeal after another was
swallowed up inthemystery of Evelina s protracted silence,
vaguefearsbeganto assall the elder sister. Perhaps Evelina
wasill, and with no oneto nurse her but amanwho could not
evenmake himself acup of teal Ann Elizarecalledthelayer of
dust in Mr. Ramy’s shop, and pictures of domestic disorder
mingled with the more poignant vision of her sister’sillness.
But surely if Evelinawereill Mr. Ramy would havewritten. He
wroteasmall neat hand, and epistolary communication was
not an insuperable embarrassment to him. Thetoo probable
aternative was that both the unhappy pair had been pros-
trated by somediseasewhich | eft them powerlessto summon
her—for summon her they surely would, Ann Elizawith un-
consciouscynicismreflected, if sheor her small economies
could be of useto them! Themore shestrained her eyesinto
themystery, thedarker it grew; and her lack of initiative, her
inability toimaginewhat stepsmight betakentotracethelost
indistant places, left her benumbed and helpless.

At last therefl oated up from somedepth of troubled memory
thenameof thefirm of St. Louisjewellersby whom Mr. Ramy
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was employed. After much hesitation, and considerable ef-
fort, she addressed to them atimid request for news of her
brother-in-law; and sooner than she could have hoped the
answer reached her.

“Dear Madam,

“Inreply to yoursof the 29th ult. we beg to state the party
you refer to was discharged from our employ amonth ago.
We are sorry we are unableto furnish you wish hisaddress.

“Yours Respectfully,
“Ludwig and Hammerbusch.”

Ann Elizaread and re-read the curt statement in astupor of
distress. Shehad lost her last trace of Evelina. All that night
shelay awake, revolving the stupendous project of goingto
St. Louisin search of her sister; but though she pieced to-
gether her few financid possibilitieswith theingenuity of abrain
used to fitting odd scrapsinto patch-work quilts, shewoketo
the cold daylight fact that she could not raisethemoney for her
fare. Her wedding gift to Evelinahad left her without any re-
sources beyond her daily earnings, and these had steadily
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dwindled asthewinter passed. She had long since renounced
her weekly visit to the butcher, and had reduced her other
expensesto the narrowest measure; but the most systematic
frugality had not enabled her to put by any money. In spite of
her dogged effortsto maintain the prosperity of thelittleshop,
her sister’ sabsence had dready told onitsbusiness. Now that
Ann Elizahad to carry the bundlesto thedyer’sherself, the
customerswho calledin her absence, finding the shop locked,
too often went elsewhere. Moreover, after several stern but
unavailing efforts, she had had to give up thetrimming of bon-
nets, which in Evelina shands had beenthemost lucrative as
well asthe most interesting part of thebusiness. Thischange,
to the passing femal e eye, robbed the shop window of itschief
atraction; and when painful experiencehad convinced theregu-
lar customersof theBunner Sistersof Ann Eliza’slack of mil-
linery kill they begantolosefaithin her ability to curl afesther
or even“freshenup” abunch of flowers. Thetime camewhen
Ann Elizahad amost made up her mind to speak to the lady
with puffed deeves, who had dwayslooked at her so kindly,
and had once ordered ahat of Evelina. Perhapsthelady with
puffed deeveswould be ableto get her alittleplain sewingto
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do; or shemight recommend the shop to friends. Ann Eliza,
withthispossbility inview, rummaged out of adrawer thefly-
blown remainder of the business cardswhich the sistershad
ordered inthefirst flush of their commercia adventure; but
whenthelady with puffed deevesfindly appeared shewasin
deep mourning, and wore so sad alook that Ann Elizadared
not speak. She camein to buy some spools of black thread
and silk, and in the doorway she turned back to say: “1 am
going away to-morrow for alongtime. | hopeyouwill havea
pleasant winter.” And thedoor shut on her.

Oneday not long after thisit occurredto Ann Elizatogoto
Hoboken in quest of Mrs. Hochmuller. Much as she shrank
from pouring her distressinto that particular ear, her anxiety
had carried her beyond such rel uctance; but when shebegan
to think the matter over shewasfaced by anew difficulty. On
the occasion of her only visit to Mrs. Hochmuller, sheand
Eveinahad suffered themselvesto beled thereby Mr. Ramy;
and Ann Elizanow perceived that she did not even know the
name of thelaundress'ssuburb, muchlessthat of the streetin
which shelived. But shemust have newsof Evelina, and no
obstaclewasgreat enough to thwart her.
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Though shelonged to turnto some onefor adviceshedis-
liked to expose her Situationto MissMédllins ssearching eye,
and at first she could think of no other confidant. Then she
remembered Mrs. Hawkins, or rather her husband, who,
though Ann Elizahad alwaysthought him adull uneducated
man, was probably gifted with the mysterious masculinefac-
ulty of finding out peopl€e saddresses. It went hard with Ann
Elizatotrust her secret evento themild ear of Mrs. Hawkins,
but at |east shewas spared the cross-examinationtowhichthe
dress-maker would have subjected her. Theaccumulating pres-
sure of domestic careshad so crushed in Mrs. Hawkinsany
curiosity concerning theaffairsof othersthat shereceived her
vigtor’sconfidencewith anamos masculineindifference, while
sherocked her teething baby on one arm and with the other
tried to check the acrobatic impul ses of the nextinage.

“My, my,” shesmply said asAnn Elizaended. “Keep still
now, Arthur: Miss Bunner don’t want you to jump up and
down on her foot to-day. And what are you gaping at, Johnny?
Runright off and play,” sheadded, turning sternly to her el-
dest, who, because hewastheleast naughty, usualy borethe
brunt of her wrath against the others.
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“Well, perhapsMr. Hawkinscan helpyou,” Mrs. Hawkins
continued meditatively, whilethe children, after scattering at
her bidding, returned totheir previouspursuitslikefliessettling
down on the spot from which an exasperated hand has swept
them. “I’ll send him right round the minute he comesin, and
you cantel himthewholestory. | wouldn't wonder but what
hecanfind that Mrs. Hochmuller’ saddressinthed' rectory. |
know they’ ve got onewhere heworks.”

“I'dbered thankful if hecould,” Ann Elizamurmured, risng
from her seat with thefactitious sense of lightnessthat comes
fromimparting along-hidden dread.

X

MRr. Hawkins proveD himsalf worthy of hiswife'sfaithinhis
capacity. Helearned from Ann Elizaasmuch asshe could tell
himabout Mrs. Hochmuller and returned the next eveningwith
ascrap of paper bearing her address, beneath which Johnny
(thefamily scribe) had writteninalargeround hand the names
of the streetsthat led therefromtheferry.

Ann Elizalay awakeall that night, repeating over and over
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again the directions Mr. Hawkins had given her. Hewas a
kind man, and sheknew hewouldwillingly havegonewith her
to Hoboken; indeed sheread in histimid eyethe half-formed
intention of offering to accompany he—but on suchanerrand
shepreferredtogo aone.

Thenext Sunday, accordingly, she set out early, and without
much trouble found her way to theferry. Nearly ayear had
passed sinceher previousvigtto Mrs. Hochmuller, and achilly
April breeze smote her face as she stepped on the boat. M ost
of the passengerswere huddled together inthe cabin, and Ann
Elizashrank into itsobscurest corner, shivering under thethin
black mantlewhich had seemed so hot in July. Shebeganto
fed alittle bewildered as she stepped ashore, but a paternal
policeman put her into theright car, and asin adream she
found hersalf retracing theway to Mrs. Hochmuller’sdoor.
Shehad told the conductor the name of the street at which she
wished to get out, and presently shestood in thebitingwind at
the corner near the beer-saloon, where the sun had once beat
down on her sofiercely. At length an empty car appeared, its
ydlow flank emblazoned with thenameof Mrs. Hochmuller’s
suburb, and Ann Elizawas presently jolting past the narrow
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brick housesidanded between vacant lotslikegiant pilesina
desol atelagoon. When the car reached theend of itsjourney
shegot out and stood for sometimetrying to remember which
turn Mr. Ramy had taken. She had just made up her mind to
ask the car-driver when he shook thereinson the backsof his
lean horses, and the car, still empty, jogged away toward
Hoboken.

Ann Eliza, |eft alone by the roadside, began to move cau-
tiously forward, looking about for asmall red housewith a
gableoverhung by andm-tree; but everything about her seemed
unfamiliar and forbidding. One or two surly looking men
douched past with inquisitive glances, and shecould not make
up her mind to stop and speak to them.

At length atow-headed boy came out of aswinging door
suggestiveof illicit convividity, andto him Ann Elizaventured
to confide her difficulty. Theoffer of fivecentsfired himwith
aninstant willingnessto lead her to Mrs. Hochmuller, and he
was soon trotting past the stone-cutter’syard with Ann Eliza
inhiswake.

Another turnintheroad brought themtothelittlered house,
and having rewarded her guide Ann Elizaunlatched the gate
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and walked up to the door. Her heart was beating violently,
and she had to lean against the door-post to compose her
twitchinglips shehad not knowntill that moment how muchit
wasgoing to hurt her to speak of Evelinato Mrs. Hochmuller.
Asher agitation subsided she began to notice how much the
appearance of the house had changed. It was not only that
winter had stripped the elm, and blackened the flower-bor-
ders: the house itself had a debased and deserted air. The
window-paneswere cracked and dirty, and one or two shut-
tersswung dismally onloosened hinges.

Sherang severd timesbeforethedoor wasopened. Atlength
an Irishwoman with ashawl over her head and ababy in her
armsappeared on thethreshold, and glancing past her into the
narrow passage Ann Elizasaw that Mrs. Hochmuller’s neat
abode had deteriorated as much within aswithout.

At the mention of the namethewoman stared. “Mrs. who,
didyesay?’

“Mrs. Hochmuller. Thisissurely her house?’

“No, itain't neither,” said thewoman turning away.

“Oh, but walit, please,” Ann Elizaentreated. “| can'tbemis-
taken. | mean the Mrs. Hochmuller who takesin washing. |
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came out to see her last June.”

“Oh, the Dutch washerwoman isit—her that used tolive
here? She's been gone two months and more. It's Mike
McNulty lives here now. Whisht!” to the baby, who had
sgquared hismouth for ahowl.

Ann Elizalskneesgrew weak. “Mrs. Hochmuller gone? But
where has she gone? She must be somewhere round here.
Can'tyoutdl me?’

“Surean’ | can't,” said thewoman.  Shewint away before
iver wecome.”

“Dalia Geoghegan, will ye bring the choild in out av the
cowld?’ cried aniratevoicefromwithin.

“Pleasewait—oh, pleasewait,” AnnElizaingsted. “ You see
| must find Mrs. Hochmuller.”

“Why don’t ye go and look for her thin?’ the woman re-
turned, damming thedoor in her face.

She stood motionless on the door-step, dazed by theim-
mensity of her disgppointment, till aburst of loud voicesinsde
the house drove her down the path and out of the gate.

Eventhen shecould not grasp what had happened, and paus-
ingintheroad shelooked back at the house, half hoping that
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Mrs. Hochmuller’s once detested face might appear at one of
thegrimy windows.

Shewasroused by anicy wind that seemed to spring up sud-
denly fromthedesolate scene, piercing her thindresslikegauze;
and turning away shebegan to retrace her steps. Shethought of
enquiring for Mrs. Hochmuller at some of the neighbouring
houses, but their look was so unfriendly that she walked on
without making up her mind at which door to ring. When she
reached the horse-car terminusacar wasjust moving off to-
ward Hoboken, and for nearly an hour shehad towait onthe
corner inthehbitter wind. Her handsand feet werestiff with cold
whenthecar at length loomed into sight again, and shethought
of stopping somewhereontheway totheferry for acup of teg;
but beforetheregion of lunch-roomswasreached shehad grown
so sick and dizzy that the thought of food wasrepulsive. At
length shefound hersdlf ontheferry-boet, inthe soothing stuffi-
nessof thecrowded cabin; then cameanother interva of shiver-
ing on astreet-corner, another longjoltingjourney ina® cross-
town” car that smelt of damp straw and tobacco; andlastly, in
the cold spring dusk, she unlocked her door and groped her
way through the shop to her firelessbedroom.
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The next morning Mrs. Hawkins, dropping into hear the
result of thetrip, found Ann Elizasitting behind the counter
wrapped inanold shawl.

“Why, MissBunner, you' resick! You must havefever—
your faceisjust asred!”

“It'snothing. | guess| caught cold yesterday ontheferry-
boat,” Ann Elizaacknowledged.

“Andit'sjestlikeavaultin here!” Mrs. Hawkinsrebuked
her. “Let mefed your hand—it’sburning. Now, MissBunner,
you' vegot to go right to bed thisvery minute.”

“Oh, but | can’'t, Mrs. Hawkins.” Ann Eliza attempted a
wan smile. “You forget thereain’t nobody but meto tend the
sore.”

“I guessyouwon't tend it long neither, if youain't careful,”
Mrs. Hawkinsgrimly rejoined. Benegth her placid exterior she
cherished amorbid passion for disease and death, and the
sght of Ann Eliza ssuffering had roused her from her habitual
indifference. “ Thereain’'t so many folks comesto the store
anyhow,” shewent onwith unconsciouscruelty, “and 1’1l go
right up and seeif MissMellinscan’t spare one of her girls.”

Ann Eliza tooweary toresist, allowed Mrs. Hawkinsto put
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her to bed and make acup of teaover the stove, while Miss
Médllins, dwaysgood-naturedly responsiveto any apped for
help, sent down the weak-eyed little girl to deal with hypo-
thetical customers.

Ann Eliza, having so far abdicated her independence, sank
into sudden apathy. Asfar asshe could remember, it wasthe
firsttimein her lifethat she had been taken care of instead of
taking care, and therewasamomentary relief inthesurrender.
Sheswallowed thetealike an obedient child, allowed apoul-
ticeto be applied to her aching chest and uttered no protest
when afirewaskindled intherarely used grate; but asMrs.
Hawkinsbent over to“ settle” her pillowssheraised herself on
her elbow towhisper: “ Oh, Mrs. Hawkins, Mrs. Hochmuller
warn’tthere.” Thetearsrolled down her cheeks.

“Shewarn’t there? Has shemoved?’

“Over two monthsago—and they don’t know whereshe's
gone. Ohwhat’ll | do, Mrs. Hawkins?’

“There, there, MissBunner. You lay still and don't fret. 1’1
ask Mr. Hawkins soon asever he comeshome.”

Ann Elizamurmured her gratitude, and Mrs. Hawkins, bend-
ing down, kissed her on theforehead. “Don’t you fret,” she
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repeated, in the voicewith which she soothed her children.

For over aweek Ann Elizalay in bed, faithfully nursed by
her two neighbours, whiletheweak-eyed child, and the pale
sewing girl who had helped tofinish Evelina swedding dress,
took turnsin minding theshop. Every morning, when her friends
appeared, Ann Elizalifted her head to ask: “Istherealetter?’
and at their gentlenegative sank back inslence. Mrs. Hawkins,
for several days, spokeno moreof her promiseto consult her
husband asto the best way of tracing Mrs. Hochmuller; and
dread of fresh disgppointment kept Ann Elizafrom bringing up
thesubject.

But thefollowing Sunday evening, asshesat for thefirst time
bolstered up in her rocking-chair near the stove, while Miss
Méllinsstudied the Police Gazette benegth thelamp, therecame
aknock on the shop-door and Mr. Hawkins entered.

Ann Eliza sfirst glanceat hisplain friendly face showed her
he had newsto give, but though she no longer attempted to
hide her anxiety fromMissMélins, her lipstrembled too much
tolet her speak.

“Good evening, MissBunner,” sald Mr. Hawkinsinhisdrag-
gingvoice. “I’ vebeen over to Hoboken al day looking round
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for Mrs. Hochmuller.”

“Oh, Mr. Hawkins—you have?’

“1 made athorough search, but I’ m sorry to say it wasno
use. She's left Hoboken—moved clear away, and nobody
seemsto know where.”

“Itwasreal good of you, Mr. Hawkins.” Ann Elizasvoice
struggled upin afaint whisper through the submerging tide of
her disappointment.

Mr. Hawkins, in hisembarrassed senseof being thebringer of
bad news, stood before her uncertainly; then heturned to go.
“Notroubleat dl,” he paused to assure her from thedoorway.

Shewanted to speak again, to detain him, to ask himto
advise her; but the words caught in her throat and she lay
back silent.

The next day she got up early, and dressed and bonneted
hersalf with twitching fingers. Shewaitedtill the weak-eyed
child appeared, and having laid on her minuteinstructionsas
to the care of the shop, she dlipped out into the street. It had
occurred to her in one of theweary watches of the previous
night that shemight go to Tiffany’sand makeenquiriesabout
Ramy’spast. Possibly inthat way she might obtain somein-
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formation that would suggest anew way of reaching Evelina.
Shewasquiltily awarethat Mrs. Hawkinsand MissMéllins
would be angry with her for venturing out of doors, but she
knew she should never feel any better till she had news of
Evdina

The morning air was sharp, and as she turned to face the
wind shefelt so weak and unsteady that shewondered if she
should ever get asfar as Union Square; but by walking very
dowly, and standing still now and then when she could do so
without being noticed, she found herself at last before the
jewdler’sgreat glassdoors.

Itwasdtill soearly that therewereno purchasersinthe shop,
and shefdt hersdf the centre of innumerable unemployed eyes
asshemoved forward between long lines of show-casesglit-
teringwithdiamondsand silver.

Shewas glancing about in the hope of finding the clock-
department without having to approach one of theimpressive
gentlemenwho paced theempty aides, when sheattracted the
attention of one of the most impressive of the number.

Theformidable benevolence with which heenquired what
he could do for her made her almost despair of explaining
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hersdlf; but shefindly disentangled from aflurry of wrong be-
ginningstherequest to be shown to the cl ock-department.

Thegentleman considered her thoughtfully. “May | ask what
styleof clock you arelooking for?Would it befor awedding-
present, or—7"’

Theirony of thedlusonfilled Ann Eliza'sveinswith sudden
strength. “1 don’t want to buy aclock at all. | want to seethe
head of the department.”

“Mr. Loomis?’ Hisstare still weighed her—then he seemed
to brush aside the problem she presented as beneath hisno-
tice. “Oh, certainly. Tekethedevator to the second floor. Next
adetotheleft.” Hewaved her down the endless perspective
of show-cases.

Ann Elizafollowed thelineof hislordly gesture, and aswift
ascent brought her toagreat hal full of the buzzing and boom-
ing of thousandsof clocks. Whichever way shelooked, clocks
dretched away from her inglitteringinterminablevistas: clocks
of dl szesand voices, from the bell-throated giant of the hall-
way tothechirping dressing-tabletoy; tall clocksof mahogany
and brasswith cathedral chimes; clocksof bronze, glass, por-
celain, of every possible size, voice and configuration; and
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between their serried ranks, along the polished floor of the
aisles, moved thelanguid formsof other gentlemanly floor-
walkers, waiting for their dutiesto begin.

Oneof them soon approached, and Ann Elizarepeated her
request. Hereceived it affably.

“Mr. Loomis?Goright downto the officeat the other end.”
He pointed to akind of box of ground glassand highly pol-
ished pandlling.

Asshethanked him heturned to one of hiscompanionsand
said something in which she caught the name of Mr. Loomis,
and which wasreceived with an appreciative chuckle. She
suspected herself of being the object of the pleasantry, and
straightened her thin shouldersunder her mantle.

Thedoor of the office stood open, and within sat agray-
bearded man at adesk. Helooked up kindly, and again she
askedfor Mr. Loomis.

“I"'mMr. Loomis. What can | do for you?”’

Hewas much less portentous than the others, though she
guessed him to be above them in authority; and encouraged
by histone she seated hersalf ontheedgeof thechair hewaved
her to.
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“1 hopeyou' Il excusemy troubling you, Sir. | cameto ask if
you could tell me anything about Mr. Herman Ramy. Hewas
employed herein the cl ock-department two or threeyearsago.”

Mr. Loomis showed no recognition of the name.

“Ramy?Whenwashedischarged?’

“1 don’t har’ly know. Hewasvery sick, and when he got
well hisplace had beenfilled. Hemarried my sister last Octo-
ber and they went to St. Louis, | ain’t had any news of them
for over two months, and she’'smy only sister, and I’ m most
crazy worrying about her.”

“l see.” Mr. Loomisreflected. “Inwhat capacity was Ramy
employed here?’ he asked after amoment.

“He—hetold usthat he was one of the heads of the clock-
department,” Ann Elizastammered, overswept by asudden
doubt.

“That was probably adight exaggeration. But | cantell you
about him by referring to our books. Thenameagain?’

“Ramy—Herman Ramy.”

There ensued along silence, broken only by theflutter of
leavesasMr. Loomisturned over hisledgers. Presently he
looked up, keeping hisfinger between the pages.
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“Hereit is—Herman Ramy. He was one of our ordinary
workmen, and left usthreeyearsand ahalf ago last June.”

“Onaccount of sickness?” Ann Elizafatered.

Mr. Loomis appeared to hesitate; then he said: “| see no
mention of Sckness.” Ann Elizafelt hiscompassonateeyeson
her again. “ Perhaps|’ d better tell you thetruth. Hewasdis-
chargedfor drug-taking. A capableworkman, but wecouldn’t
keep himgiraight. I'msorry to havetotell youthis, butit seems
fairer, snceyou say you' reanxiousabout your sister.”

The polished sides of the officevanished from AnnEliza's
sight, and the cackle of theinnumerable clocks cameto her
liketheyell of wavesinastorm. Shetried to speak but could
not; tried to get to her feet, but thefloor wasgone.

“I'mvery sorry,” Mr. Loomisrepested, closing theledger.
“1 remember the man perfectly now. He used to disappear
every now and then, and turn up againin astate that made him
usdessfor days.”

Asshelistened, Ann Elizarecalled the day when she had
comeonMr. Ramy stting in abject de ection behind hiscounter.
She saw again theblurred unrecognizing eyeshe had raised to
her, thelayer of dust over everythingintheshop, andthegreen
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bronze clock inthewindow representing aNewfoundland dog
with his paw on abook. She stood up slowly.

“Thank you. I’'m sorry to havetroubled you.”

“Itwasnotrouble. You say Ramy married your sister last
October?’

“Yes, ar; and they went to St. Louisright afterward. | don’t
know how tofind her. | thought maybe somebody here might
know about him.”

“Well, possibly someof theworkmen might. Leavemeyour
nameand I’ [l sendyouwordif | get on histrack.”

He handed her apencil, and she wrote down her address,
then shewaked away blindly betweenthe clocks.

Xl

MR. Loomis, TRUE TO HISWORD, Wroteafew dayslater that he
had enquiredinvainin thework-shop for any newsof Ramy;
and asshefolded thisletter and laid it between theleaves of
her Bible, Ann Elizafelt that her last hope was gone. Miss
Méllins, of course, had long since suggested the mediation of
thepolice, and cited from her favouriteliterature convincing
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instancesof the supernatural ability of the Pinkerton detective;
but Mr. Hawkins, when called in council, dashed this project
by remarking that detectives cost something like twenty dol-
larsaday; and avaguefear of thelaw, some half-formed vi-
sion of Evelinainthe clutch of ablue-coated “ officer,” kept
Ann Elizafrominvoking theaid of thepolice.

After thearriva of Mr. Loomis s notetheweeksfollowed
each other uneventfully. Ann Eliza’'scough clungto her till late
inthe spring, thereflection in her looking-glass grew more
bent and meagre, and her forehead sloped back farther to-
wardthetwist of hair that wasfastened aboveher partingby a
comb of black India-rubber.

Toward spring alady who was expecting ababy took up her
abodeat theMendozaFamily Hotel, and through thefriendly
intervention of MissMdllinsthe making of someof the baby-
clotheswasentrusted to Ann Eliza. Thiseased her of anxiety for
theimmediatefuture; but she had to rouse herself tofed any
senseof relief. Her persond welfarewaswhat |east concerned
her. Sometimes shethought of giving up the shop altogether;
andonly thefear that, if shechanged her address, Evelinamight
not be ableto find her, kept her from carrying out thisplan.
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Sinceshehad lost her last hope of tracing her sister, al the
activitiesof her lonely imagination had been concentrated on
thepossibility of Evelina'scoming back to her. Thediscovery
of Ramy’ssecret filled her with dreadful fears. Inthe solitude
of the shop and the back room she was tortured by vague
picturesof Evelina ssufferings. What horrorsmight not behid-
den benegth her slence? Ann Elizal sgreat dread wasthat Miss
Meéllins should worm out of her what she had learned from
Mr. Loomis. Shewas sure Miss Mellins must have abomi-
nablethingstotell about drug-fiends—thingsshedid not have
the strength to hear. “ Drug-fiend”—the very word was Sa-
tanic; she could hear MissMellinsroll it on her tongue. But
AnnEliza sownimagination, left toitself, had begunto people
thelong hourswith evil visions. Sometimes, inthenight, she
thought sheheard hersdlf called: thevoicewasher sster’s, but
faint withaname essterror. Her most peaceful momentswere
thosein which shemanaged to convince herself that Evelina
wasdead. Shethought of her then, mournfully but morecamly,
asthrust away under the neglected mound of some unknown
cemetery, where no headstone marked her name, no mourner
with flowersfor another grave pausedin pity tolay ablossom
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on hers Butthisvisondid not oftengive Ann Elizaitsnegetive
relief; and aways, beneath itshazy lines, lurked the dark con-
victionthat Evelinawasdive, inmisery andlonging for her.

So the summer wore on. Ann Elizawas consciousthat Mrs.
Hawkinsand MissMéellinswerewatching her with affection-
ate anxiety, but the knowledge brought no comfort. Sheno
longer cared what they felt or thought about her. Her grief lay
far beyond touch of human healing, and after awhileshebe-
cameawarethat they knew they could not help her. They till
camein asoftenastheir busy lives permitted, but their visits
grew shorter, and Mrs. Hawkinsawaysbrought Arthur or the
baby, so that there should be something to talk about, and
some onewhom she could scold.

Theautumn came, and the winter. Business had fallen off
again, and but few purchasers cameto thelittle shop inthe
basement. In January Ann Elizapawned her mother’s cash-
mere scarf, her mosaic brooch, and the rosewood what-not
onwhichtheclock had dwaysstood; shewould havesoldthe
bedstead too, but for the persistent vision of Evelinareturning
weak and weary, and not knowing whereto lay her head.

Thewinter passedinitsturn, and March regppeared withits
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gdaxiesof yelow jonquilsat thewindy street corners, reminding
Ann Elizaof the spring day when Evelinahad comehomewith
abunchof jonquilsin her hand. In spite of theflowerswhich
lent such apremature brightnessto the streetsthe month was
fierceand stormy, and Ann Elizacould get nowarmthinto her
bones. Nevertheless, shewasinsensibly beginning to take up
thehealing routineof life. Littleby littleshehad grown used to
being done, shehad beguntotakealanguidinterestintheone
or two new purchasersthe season had brought, and though
the thought of Evelinawas as poignant as ever, it wasless
persistently intheforeground of her mind.

L ate one afternoon she was sitting behind the counter,
wrapped in her shawl, and wondering how soon she might
draw downtheblindsand retreat into the comparative cosness
of theback room. Shewasnot thinking of anything in particu-
lar, except perhapsin ahazy way of thelady with the puffed
sleeves, who after her long eclipse had reappeared the day
before in sleeves of a new cut, and bought some tape and
needles. Thelady still woremourning, but shewasevidently
lightening it, and Ann Elizasaw in thisthe hope of future or-
ders. Thelady had | eft the shop about an hour before, walking
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away with her graceful step toward Fifth Avenue. She had
wished Ann Elizagood day in her usual affableway, and Ann
Elizathought how odd it wasthat they should have been ac-
guainted so long, and yet that she should not know thelady’s
name. From this consi deration her mind wandered to the cut
of thelady’ snew deeves, and shewasvexed with hersdlf for
not having noted it morecarefully. Shefelt MissMdlinsmight
haveliked to know about it. Ann Eliza'spowers of observa
tion had never been askeen asEvelina's, when thelatter was
not too self-absorbed to exert them. AsMissMéllinsaways
said, Evelinacould “take patternswith her eyes’: she could
have cut that new deeve out of afolded newspaper inatrice!
Musing onthesethings, Ann Elizawished thelady would come
back and give her another |ook at the sleeve. It was not un-
likely that she might passthat way, for shecertainly livedinor
about the Square. Suddenly Ann Elizaremarked asmall neat
handkerchief on the counter: it must have dropped from the
lady’s purse, and she would probably come back to get it.
AnnEliza, pleased at theidea, sat on behind the counter and
watched the darkening street. Shealwayslitthegasaslateas
possible, keeping the box of matchesat her elbow, sothat if
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any one came she could apply aquick flametothegas-jet. At
length through the degpening dusk shedigtinguishedadimdark
figure coming down the stepsto the shop. With alittlewarmth
of pleasureabout her heart shereached uptolight thegas. “1 do
believel’ll ask her namethistime,” shethought. Sheraisedthe
flametoitsfull height, and saw her sster standinginthedoor.

Thereshewasat last, the poor pale shade of Evelina, her
thinface blanched of itsfaint pink, the fiff ripplesgonefrom
her hair, and amantle shabbier than Ann Eliza sdrawn about
her narrow shoulders. Theglareof thegasbeat full on her as
shestood and looked at Ann Eliza

“Sister—oh, Evelinal | knowed you' d come!”

Ann Elizahad caught her closewith along moan of triumph.
Vague words poured from her asshelaid her cheek against
Eveina s—trivid inarticul ate endearments caught from Mrs.
Hawkins'slong discoursesto her baby.

For awhile Evelinalet herself be passively held; then she
drew back from her sister’s clasp and | ooked about the shop.
“I'mdeadtired. Ain't thereany fire?’ sheasked.

“Of coursethereis!” AnnEliza, holding her handfast, drew
her into the back room. Shedid not want to ask any questions
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yet: she simply wanted to feel the emptiness of the room
brimmed full again by the one presencethat waswarmth and
light to her.

Sheknelt down beforethe grate, scraped somebitsof coa
and kindling from the bottom of the coal-scuttle, and drew
oneof therocking-chairsuptothewesk flame. “ There—that’ ||
blazeupinaminute,” shesaid. Shepressed Evelinadown on
thefaded cushionsof therocking-chair, and, kneeling beside
her, began to rub her hands.

“You'restone-cold, ain't you? Just Sit till and warm your-
self whilel run and get thekettle. I’ ve got something you al-
waysusedtofancy for supper.” Shelaidher handonEvelina's
shoulder. “Don’t talk—oh, don't talk yet!” sheimplored. She
wanted to keep that onefrail second of happiness between
hersdlf and what she knew must come.

Evelina, without aword, bent over thefire, stretching her
thin handsto the blaze and watching Ann Elizafill thekettle
and set the supper table. Her gaze had the dreamy fixity of a
half-awakened child's.

AnnEliza, withasmileof triumph, brought adiceof custard
piefromthe cupboard and put it by her sister’splate.
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“Youdolikethat, don't you?MissMellinssent it downto
methismorning. She had her aunt from Brooklyn to dinner.
Ain’'titfunny itjust so happened?’

“lan’thungry,” said Eveling, rising to approach thetable.

Shesat down in her usua place, looked about her with the
samewondering stare, and then, asof old, poured herself out
thefirst cup of tea.

“Where' sthewhat-not goneto?’ she suddenly asked.

Ann Elizaset down thetegpot and roseto get aspoon from
thecupboard. With her back totheroom shesaid: “ Thewhat-
not?Why, you see, dearie, living hereall alone by mysalf it
only made onemorethingtodust; sol soldit.”

Evdinaseyesweredtill travelling about thefamiliar room.
Thoughit wasagaing dl thetraditionsof the Bunner family to
sall any househol d possession, she showed no surpriseat her
Sster'sanswer.

“ And the clock? Theclock’sgonetoo.”

“Oh, | gavethat away—I gaveit to Mrs. Hawkins. She's
kep' awake so nightswith that last baby.”

“I wishyou' d never bought it,” said Evelinaharshly.

Ann Eliza sheart grew faint with fear. Without answering,



Bunner Ssters

she crossed over to her sister’s seat and poured her out a
second cup of tea. Then another thought struck her, and she
went back to the cupboard and took out the cordial. In
Evdina sabsence cons derabledraughtshad been dravn from
it by invalid neighbours, but aglassful of thepreciousliquid till
remained.

“Here, drink thisright off—it’ || warm you up quicker than
anything,” AnnElizasaid.

Evelinaobeyed, and adight spark of colour cameinto her
cheeks. Sheturned tothe custard pie and beganto eat witha
slent voracity distressing to watch. Shedid not evenlook to
seewhat wasleftfor AnnEliza

“lain’t hungry,” shesaid at last as shelaid down her fork.
“I’monly so dead tired—that'sthetrouble.”

“thenyou’ d better get right into bed. Here’smy old plaid
dressing-gown—you remember it, don’t you?’ Ann Eliza
laughed, recalling Evelina sironies on the subject of theanti-
quated garment. With trembling fingers she began to undo her
sister’'scloak. Thedressbeneath it told atale of poverty that
Ann Elizadared not pauseto note. Shedrew it gently off, and
asit dipped from Evelina'sshouldersit revea ed atiny black
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bag hanging on aribbon about her neck. Evelinalifted her
hand asthough to screen thebag from Ann Eliza; and theelder
Sgter, seeing thegesture, continued her task with lowered eyes.
Sheundressed Evelinaasquickly asshe could, and wrapping
her in the plaid dressing-gown put her to bed, and spread her
own shawl and her sister’scloak abovethe blanket.

“Where'stheold red comfortable?’ Evelinaasked, asshe
sank down onthepillow.

“Thecomfortable? Oh, it wasso hot and heavy | never used
it after you went—so | sold that too. | never could deep under
much clothes”

Shebecame awarethat her sister waslooking at her more
atentively.

“I guessyou’ vebeenintroubletoo,” Evelinasaid.

“Me?Introuble?What do you mean, Evelina?’

“You vehadto pawnthethings, | suppose,” Evelinacontin-
uedinaweary unmoved tone. “Well, I’ ve been through worse
thanthat. I’ ve beento hell and back.”

“Oh, Evelina—don’'t say it, sister!” Ann Elizaimplored,
shrinking from theunholy word. Sheknelt down and beganto
rub her sister’ sfeet beneath the bedcl othes.
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“I’ve been to hell and back—if | am back,” Evelinare-
peated. Shelifted her head from the pillow and beganto talk
withasudden feverish volubility. “ It began right away, less
than amonth after weweremarried. I’ vebeenin hell all that
time, AnnEliza” Shefixed her eyeswith passionateintentness
on Ann Eliza sface. “Hetook opium. | didn’t find it out till
long afterward—at first, when he acted so strange, | thought
hedrank. But it wasworse, muchworsethan drinking.”

“Oh, sister, don’'t say it—don’t say it yet! I1t'sso sweet just
to haveyou herewithmeagain.”

“I'must sy it,” Evelinaingsted, her flushed faceburningwith
akind of bitter cruelty. “You don't know what life'slike—you
don’t know anything about it—setting heresafedl thewhilein
thispeaceful place.”

“Oh, Evelina—why didn’t you writeand send for meif it
waslikethat?’

“That's why | couldn’t write. Didn’'t you guess | was
ashamed?’

“How could you be? Ashamed towriteto Ann Eliza?’

Evelinaraised herself on her thin elbow, while Ann Eliza,
bending over, drew acorner of the shawl! about her shoulder.
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“Dolay downagain. You'll catchyour death.”

“My death? That don't frighten me! You don’t know what
I’ve beenthrough.” And sitting upright in the old mahogany
bed, with flushed cheeksand chattering teeth, and Ann Eliza's
trembling arm clasping the shaw! about her neck, Evelina
poured out her story. It wasatale of misery and humiliation so
remotefrom theelder Sster’ sinnocent experiencesthat much
of itwashardly intelligibleto her. Evelina sdreadful familiarity
withitdl, her fluency about thingswhich Ann Elizahd f-guessed
and quickly shuddered back from, seemed even morealien
andterriblethan theactua taleshetold. It wasonething—and
heaven knew it wasbad enough!—to learn that on€’ ssister’s
husband was adrug-fiend; it was another, and much worse
thing, tolearnfromthat sister’spallid lipswhat vilenesslay
behind theword.

Evelina, unconscious of any distressbut her own, sat up-
right, shiveringin Ann Eliza shold, whileshe piled up, detail
by detail, her dreary narrative.

“The minutewe got out there, and hefound thejob wasn’t
asgood asheexpected, hechanged. At first | thought hewas
sick—I used totry to keep him homeand nursehim. Then
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saw it was something different. Heused to go off for hoursat
atime, and when he came back hiseyeskinder had afog over
them. Sometimeshedidn’t har’ ly know me, and when hedid
he seemed to hate me. Once he hit mehere.” Shetouched her
breast. “ Do you remember, Ann Eliza, that timehedidn’'t come
to see usfor aweek—thetime after we all went to Central
Park together—and you and | thought hemust besick?’

Ann Elizanodded.

“Well, that wasthetrouble—he’ d been at it then. But noth-
ing likeasbad. After we' d been out there about amonth he
disappeared for awhole week. They took him back at the
store, and gave him another chance; but the second timethey
discharged him, and hedrifted round for ever solong before
he could get another job. We spent al our money and had to
moveto acheaper place. Then he got something to do, but
they hardly paid him anything, and hedidn’t stay therelong.
When hefound out about the baby—"

“Thebaby?’” AnnElizafdtered.

“It'sdead—it only lived aday. When hefound out about it,
he got mad, and said he hadn’t any money to pay doctors
bills, and |’ d better writeto you to help us. Hehad anideayou
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had money hidden away that | didn’t know about.” Sheturned
to her sister with remorseful eyes. “1t washim that made me
get that hundred dollars out of you.”

“Hush, hush. | dwaysmeant it for you anyhow.”

“Yes, but | wouldn’t havetakenit if he hadn’t been at me
thewholetime. He used to make medo just what he wanted.
Well, when| said | wouldn’t writeto you for moremoney he
said I’ d better try and earn some myself. That waswhen he
struck me... . Oh, you don’t know what I’ m talking about
yet!... I triedtoget work at amilliner’s, but | wasso sick |
couldn’'t stay. | wassick all thetime. | wisht I’d ha' died,
AnnEliza”

“No, no, Evelina”

“Yes, | do. It kept getting worse and worse. We pawned
thefurniture, and they turned us out becausewe couldn’t pay
therent; and so thenwewent to board with Mrs. Hochmuller.”

Ann Elizapressed her closer to dissemble her own tremor.
“Mrs. Hochmuller?’

“Didn’'t you know shewasout there? Shemoved out amonth
after we did. Shewasn’t bad to me, and | think shetried to
keep him straight—but Linda—"
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“Linda—7?'

“Well, when| kep’ getting worse, and hewas always off,
for daysat atime, the doctor had me sent to ahospital.”

“A hospitd ? S ster—sagter!”

“It wasbetter than being with him; and thedoctorswerered
kind to me. After the baby wasborn | wasvery sick and had
to stay thereagood while. And one day when | waslaying
there Mrs. Hochmuller camein aswhiteasasheet, andtold
me him and Linda had gone off together and taken all her
money. That'sthelast | ever saw of him.” Shebrokeoff witha
laugh and beganto cough again.

Ann Elizatried to persuade her to lie down and sleep, but
therest of her story had to betold before she could be soothed
into consent. After thenewsof Ramy’sflight shehad had brain
fever, and had been sent to another hospital where she stayed
along time—how long shecouldn’t remember. Datesand days
meant nothing to her inthe shapel essruin of her life. When she
|eft the hospital shefound that Mrs. Hochmuller had gonetoo.
Shewaspenniless, and had no onetoturnto. A lady visitor at
the hospital waskind, and found her aplace where shedid
housawork; but shewas so wesk they couldn’t keep her. Then
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shegot ajob aswaitressinadown-town lunch-room, but one
day shefainted while shewashanding adish, and that evening
whenthey paid her they told her she needn’t comeagain.

“After that | beggedinthestrests’—(AnnEliza sgraspagan
grew tight)—"and one afternoon last week, when the mati-
neeswas coming out, | met aman with apleasant face, some-
thing like Mr. Hawkins, and he stopped and asked me what
thetroublewas. | told himif he' dgivemefivedallarsl’d have
money enough to buy aticket back to New York, and hetook
agood look at meand said, well, if that waswhat | wanted
he' d go straight to the station with me and give methefive
dollarsthere. So hedid—and he bought theticket, and put me
inthecars.”

Evelinasank back, her faceasallow wedgein thewhitecleft
of thepillow. Ann Elizaleaned over her, and for alongtime
they held each other without spesking.

They were still clasped in thisdumb embrace when there
wasastep in the shop and Ann Eliza, starting up, saw Miss
Mélinsinthedoorway.

“My sakes, MissBunner! What intheland areyou doing?
MissEvelina—Mrs. Ramy—itain'tyou?’
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MissMdllins seyes, bursting from their sockets, sprang from
Evelina spallid faceto the disordered supper table and the
heap of worn clothes on thefloor; then they turned back to
Ann Eliza, who had placed herself on the defensive between
her sister and the dress-maker.

“My sister Evelinahas come back—comeback onavisit.
shewastaken sick inthe carsontheway home—I guessshe
caught cold—so | made her go right to bed as soon asever
shegot here”

Ann Elizawas surprised at the strength and steadiness of her
voice. Fortified by its sound shewent on, her eyeson Miss
Médllins shaffled countenance: “Mr. Ramy hasgonewest ona
trip—atrip connected with hisbusiness; and Evelinaisgoing
to stay with metill he comesback.”

X1l

WHAT MEASURE OF BELIEF her explanation of Evelina sreturn
obtained inthesmall circleof her friends Ann Elizadid not
pauseto enquire. Though she could not remember ever having
told aliebefore, she adhered with rigid tenacity to the conse-
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quencesof her first Iapsefrom truth, and fortified her original
satement with additional detail swhenever aquestioner sought
to take her unawares.

But other and more seriousburdenslay on her startled con-
science. For thefirst timein her life shedimly faced theawful
problem of theinutility of salf-sacrifice. Hitherto shehad never
thought of questioning theinherited principleswhich had guided
her life. Self-effacement for the good of othershad always
seemed to her both natural and necessary; but then she had
takenit for granted that it implied the securing of that good.
Now she perceived that to refuse the gifts of life does not
ensurethelr transmission to thosefor whom they have been
surrendered; and her familiar heaven wasunpeopled. Shefelt
she could no longer trust in the goodness of God, and there
wasonly ablack abyssabovetheroof of Bunner Sisters.

But therewaslittletimeto brood upon such problems. The
careof Evelinafilled Ann Elizalsdaysand nights. The hastily
summoned doctor had pronounced her to be suffering from
pneumonia, and under hiscarethefirgt stressof thediseasewas
relieved. But her recovery wasonly partial, and long after the
doctor’svisitshad ceased shecontinued toliein bed, tooweak
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tomove, and seemingly indifferent to everything about her.

At length one evening, about six weeksafter her return, she
saidto her sister: “I don't feel’sif I’ d ever get up again.”

Ann Elizaturned fromthekettle shewasplacing onthestove.
She was startled by the echo the words woke in her own
breast.

“Don'tyoutak likethat, Evelinal | guessyou’'reon'y tired
out—and disheartened.”

“Yes, I'mdisheartened,” Evelinamurmured.

A few monthsearlier Ann Elizawould have met the confes-
sonwithaword of piousadmonition; now sheaccepteditin
dlence.

“Maybeyou’ll brighten up when your cough gets better,”
shesuggested.

“Yes—or my cough'’ll get better when | brightenup,” Eveina
retorted with atouch of her old tartness.

“Doesyour cough keep on hurting you jest asmuch?’

“1 don't see’'sthere' smuch difference.”

“Well, | guessI’ll get thedoctor to comeround again,” Ann
Elizasaid, trying for the matter-of-coursetonein which one
might speak of sending for the plumber or the gasitter.
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“Itain’t any usesending for thedoctor—and who'sgoing to
pay him?’

“l am,” answered the elder sister. “Here'syour tea, and a
mite of toast. Don'’t that tempt you?’

Already, inthewatches of the night, Ann Elizahad been
tormented by that same question—who wasto pay the doc-
tor?—and afew daysbefore she had temporarily silenced it
by borrowing twenty dollarsof MissMéllins. Thetransaction
had cost her one of the bitterest strugglesof her life. She had
never borrowed apenny of any onebefore, and thepossibility
of having to do so had alwaysbeen classed in her mind among
those shameful extremitiesto which Providence doesnot let
decent people come. But nowadaysshenolonger believedin
the persond supervision of Providence; and had she been com-
pelled to steal the money instead of borrowing it, shewould
havefdt that her consciencewastheonly tribuna beforewhich
shehadtoanswer. Neverthd ess, theactud humiliationof having
to ask for themoney wasno less hitter; and she could hardly
hopethat MissMellinswould view the case with the same
detachment asherself. MissMeéllinswasvery kind; but she
not unnaturally felt that her kindness should be rewarded by
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according her theright to ask questions; and bit by bit Ann
Elizasaw Evelina’ smiserable secret dipping into the dress-
maker’spossession.

Whenthedoctor camesheleft himaonewith Eveling, busying
hersdlf inthe shop that she might have an opportunity of seeing
him aoneon hisway out. To steady hersalf shebegan to sort
atrayful of buttons, and when the doctor appeared shewas
reciting under her breath: “ Twenty-four horn, two and ahalf
cards fancy pearl . ..” She saw at once that his look was
grave.

He sat down on the chair beside the counter, and her mind
travelled milesbefore he spoke.

“MissBunner, the best thing you candoistolet meget a
bedfor your sister a St. Luke's.”

“Thehospitd ?’

“Comenow, you' reabovethat sort of prgudice, aren’'t you?’
The doctor spoke in the tone of one who coaxes a spoiled
child. “I know how devoted you are—but Mrs. Ramy can be
much better cared for therethan here. Youredly haven'ttime
tolook after her and attend to your businessaswell. There' Il
be no expense, you understand—"

70

Ann Elizamadeno answer. “ Youthink my sister’ sgoing to
besick agood while, then?’ sheasked.

“Well, yes—possibly.”

“Youthink she'svery sck?’

“Well, yes. She'svery sick.”

Hisfacehad grown gtill graver; hesat thereasthough hehad
never knownwhat it wasto hurry.

Ann Elizacontinued to separate the pearl and horn buttons.
Suddenly shelifted her eyesandlooked at him. “Isshegoing
todie?

Thedoctor laid akindly hand on hers. “Wenever say that,
MissBunner. Human skill workswonders—and at the hospi-
tal Mrs. Ramy would haveevery chance.”

“What isit?What'sshedying of 7’

Thedoctor hesitated, seeking to substitute apopul ar phrase
for the scientific terminology which roseto hislips.

“I want toknow,” Ann Elizapersisted.

“Yes, of course; | understand. Well, your sister hashad a
hard timelately, and thereisacomplication of causes, result-
ingin consumption—rapid consumption. At the hospital—"

“I'll keep her here,” said Ann Elizaquietly.
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After thedoctor had gone shewent onfor sometimesorting
the buttons; then she dipped thetray into itsplace on ashelf
behind the counter and went into the back room. Shefound
Evelinapropped upright against the pillows, aflush of agitation
on her cheeks. Ann Elizapulled up the shawl which had dipped
from her sister’sshoulders.

“How long you' ve been! What'she been saying?’

“Oh, hewent long ago—heon’'y stopped to givemeapre-
scription. | wassorting out that tray of buttons. MissMdllins's
girl gotthemall mixed up.”

Shefelt Evelina’'seyesupon her.

“Hemust have said something: what wasit?’

“Why, hesaid you’ d haveto be careful—and stay in bed—
and takethisnew medicinehe' sgivenyou.”

“Didhesay | wasgoingto get well?’

“Why, Evelinal”

“What'stheuse, AnnEliza?You can't deceiveme. I’ vejust
been uptolook at mysalf intheglass; and | saw plenty of ‘em
inthehospita that looked likeme. They didn’t get well, and |
ain'tgoingto.” Her head dropped back. “It don’t much mat-
ter—I’mabout tired. On'y there’ sonething—Ann Eliza—"
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Theelder sister drew near to the bed.

“There'sonething | ain'ttold you. | didn’t want totell you
yet because | was afraid you might be sorry—»but if he says
I’'mgoingtodiel’ vegottosay it.” Shestopped to cough, and
to Ann Elizait now seemed asthough every cough struck a
minutefromthehoursremainingto her.

“Don't talk now—you'retired.”

“I’ll betireder to-morrow, | guess. And | want you should
know. Sit down closeto me—there.”

AnnElizasat downinslence, stroking her shrunken hand.

“I’'maRoman Catholic, AnnEliza”

“Evelina—oh, EvelinaBunner! A Roman Catholic—you?
Oh, Evelina, did hemakeyou?’

Evelinashook her head. “1 guesshedidn’'t havenoreligion;
he never spoke of it. But you see Mrs. Hochmuller was a
Catholic, and so when | was sick she got the doctor to send
meto aRoman Catholic hospital, and thes sterswas so good
to methere—and the priest used to come and talk to me; and
thethingshe said kep’ mefrom going crazy. He seemed to
makeeverythingeasier.”

“Oh, sister, how could you?’” Ann Elizawailed. Sheknew
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little of the Catholic religion except that “ Papists’ believedin
it—initself asufficient indictment. Her spiritua rebellion had
not freed her fromtheformal part of her religiousbelief, and
apostasy had dways seemed to her one of thesnsfromwhich
the pureinmind avert their thoughts.

“ And thenwhenthebaby wasborn,” Evelinacontinued, “he
christened it right away, soit could go to heaven; and after
that, you see, | had to beaCatholic.”

“l don't see—"

“Don’'t | haveto bewherethebaby is?| couldn’t ever ha
gonethereif | hadn’t been madeaCatholic. Don't you under-
sand that?’

Ann Elizasat speechless, drawing her hand away. Oncemore
shefound hersalf shut out of Evelina sheart, an exilefrom her
closest affections.

“I’vegot togowherethebaby is,” Evelinafeverishly in-
ssted.

Ann Elizacould think of nothing to say; she could only
feel that Evelinawasdying, and dying asastranger in her
arms. Ramy and the day-old baby had parted her forever
from her sister.
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Evedinabeganagain. “If | get worsel want youto sendfor a
priest. MissMdlins || know whereto send—she'sgot an aunt
that’ saCatholic. Promisemefaithful youwill.”

“I promise,” said AnnEliza

After that they spoke no more of the matter; but Ann Eliza
now understood that thelittle black bag about her s ster’ sneck,
which she had innocently taken for amemento of Ramy, was
somekind of sacrilegiousamulet, and her fingersshrank from
itscontact when she bathed and dressed Evelina. It seemedto
her thediabolica instrument of their estrangement.

X111

SPRING HAD REALLY coME at last. There were leaves on the
alanthus-treethat Evdinacould seefrom her bed, gentleclouds
floated over it intheblue, and now and thenthecry of aflower-
seller sounded fromthe street.

One day there was a shy knock on the back-room door,
and Johnny Hawkinscameinwith two yellow jonquilsinhis
fist. Hewasgetting bigger and squarer, and hisround freckled
facewasgrowingintoasmaller copy of hisfather’s. Hewaked
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up to Evelinaand held out theflowers.

“They blew off the cart and the fellow said | could keep
‘em. But you can have‘em,” heannounced.

Ann Elizarosefrom her seat a the sewing-machineand tried
totaketheflowersfrom him.

“They ain't for you; they'refor her,” he sturdily objected;
and Eveinaheld out her hand for thejonquils.

After Johnny had gone shelay and looked at them without
speaking. Ann Eliza, who had gone back to the machine, bent
her head over the seam shewas stitching; theclick, click, click
of themachinesoundedin her ear likethetick of Ramy’sclock,
and it seemed to her that life had gone backward, and that
Evelina, radiant and foolish, had just comeinto theroom with
theyellow flowersin her hand.

When at last sheventured tolook up, shesaw that her sgter’s
head had drooped against the pillow, and that shewas sleep-
ing quietly. Her relaxed hand still held thejonquils, but it was
evident that they had awakened no memories,; shehad dozed
off almost as soon as Johnny had giventhemto her. Thedis-
covery gave Ann Elizaastartled sense of the ruinsthat must
be piled upon her past. “I don’t believe| could haveforgotten
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that day, though,” she said to herself. But shewas glad that
Evdinahad forgotten.

Evdind sdiseasemoved on dong theusud course, now lift-
ing her on abrief wave of elation, now sinking her to new
depths of weakness. Therewaslittleto be done, and thedoc-
tor cameonly at lengthening intervals. On hisway out hed-
waysrepested hisfirgt friendly suggestion about sending Evelina
tothe hospital; and Ann Elizaadwaysanswered: “1 guesswe
canmanage.”

Thehours passed for her with thefiercerapidity that great
joy or anguish lendsthem. Shewent through thedayswitha
sternly smiling precision, but she hardly knew what washap-
pening, and when night-fall released her from the shop, and
shecould carry her work to Evelina sbedside, the same sense
of unreality accompanied her, and she still seemedto beac-
complishing atask whose object had escaped her memory.

Once, when Evelinafelt better, she expressed adesireto
make someartificia flowers, and Ann Eliza, deluded by this
awakening interest, got out the faded bundles of stemsand
petalsand thelittletoolsand spools of wire. But after afew
minutesthework dropped from Evelina shandsand she said:
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“I'll wait until to-morrow.”

She never again spoke of theflower-making, but one day,
after watching Ann Eliza’slaboured attempt to trim aspring
hat for Mrs. Hawkins, shedemanded impatiently that the hat
should be brought to her, and in atrice had galvanized the
lifelessbow and giventhe brimthetwist it needed.

Thesewererare gleams,; and morefrequent werethe days
of speechlesslassitude, when shelay for hourssilently staring
at thewindow, shaken only by the hard incessant cough that
soundedto Ann Elizalikethe hammering of nailsinto acoffin.

Atlength onemorning Ann Eliza, starting up fromthe mat-
tressat thefoot of the bed, hastily called MissMellinsdown,
and ran through the smoky dawn for the doctor. He came
back with her and did what he could to give Evelinamomen-
tary relief; then hewent away, promisingtolook in again be-
forenight. MissMéllins, her head till covered with curl-pa-
pers, disappeared inhiswake, and when thesi sterswereaone
Evelinabeckonedto AnnEliza

“You promised,” shewhispered, grasping her sister’sarm;
and Ann Elizaunderstood. She had not yet dared totell Miss
Méllinsof Evelina'schangeof faith; it had seemed even more
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difficult than borrowing themoney; but now it had to be done.
Sheran upstairsafter the dress-maker and detained her onthe
landing.

“MissMdllins, canyoutell mewhereto send for apriest—
aRoman Catholic priest?’

“A priest, MissBunner?’

“Yes. My sister became aRoman Catholic while shewas
away. They werekind to her in her sickness—and now she
wantsapriest.” Ann Elizafaced MissMélinswith unflinch-
ing eyes.

“My aunt Dugan’ Il know. I’ Il runright roundto her theminute
| get my papersoff,” thedress-maker promised; and AnnEliza
thanked her.

An hour or two later the priest appeared. Ann Eliza, who
waswatching, saw him coming down the stepsto the shop-
door and went to meet him. Hisexpression waskind, but she
shrank from hispeculiar dress, and from hispalefacewithits
bluishchinand enigmaticsmile. Ann Elizaremainedintheshop.
MissMellins' sgirl had mixed the buttons again and she set
hersdf to sort them. The priest stayed along timewith Evelina
When he again carried hisenigmatic smile past the counter,
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and Ann Elizarejoined her sister, Evelinawassmiling with
something of thesame mystery; but shedid not tell her secret.

After that it seemed to Ann Elizathat the shop and the
back room no longer belonged to her. It was asthough she
werethere on sufferance, indulgently tolerated by the unseen
power which hovered over Evelinaevenintheabsenceof its
minister. The priest cameamost daily; and at last aday ar-
rived when hewas called to administer somerite of which
Ann Elizabut dimly grasped the sacramental meaning. Al
sheknew wasthat it meant that Evelinawas going, and go-
ing, under thisalien guidance, even farther from her thanto
the dark places of death.

When the priest came, with something coveredin hishands,
she crept into the shop, closing the door of the back room to
leavehimaonewith Eveina.

It wasawarm afternoon in May, and the crooked ailanthus-
treerooted in afissure of the opposite pavement wasafoun-
tain of tender green. Women in light dresses passed with the
languid step of spring; and presently therecameamanwitha
hand-cart full of pansy and geranium plantswho stopped out-
sdethewindow, sgnalingto Ann Elizato buy.
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An hour went by before the door of the back room opened
and the priest reappeared with that mysterious covered some-
thingin hishands. Ann Elizahad risen, drawing back ashe
passed. He had doubtless divined her antipathy, for he had
hitherto only bowed ingoing in and out; but to day he paused
and |looked at her compassionately.

“I haveleft your sister inavery beautiful stateof mind,” he
saidinalow voicelikeawoman's. “ Sheisfull of spiritual
consolation.”

Ann Elizawassilent, and he bowed and went out. She has-
tened back to Evdina sbed, andkndt down besideit. Evelina's
eyeswerevery largeand bright; sheturnedthemon Ann Eliza
withalook of inner illumination.

“1 shall seethebaby,” shesaid; then her eyelidsfell and she
dozed.

Thedoctor cameagain at nightfall, administering somelast
palliatives, and after hehad gone Ann Eliza, refusingto have
her vigil shared by MissMdlinsor Mrs. Hawkins, sat downto
keep watch alone.

Itwasavery quiet night. Evelinanever spokeor opened her
eyes, but inthe il hour before dawn Ann Elizasaw that the
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restless hand outsi de the bed-cl othes had stopped itstwitch-
ing. She stooped over and felt no breath on her sister’slips.

THE FUNERAL TOOK PLACE three dayslater. Evelinawasburied
in Cavary Cemetery, the priest assuming thewholecareof the
necessary arrangements, while Ann Eliza, apassive spectator,
beheld with stony indifferencethislast negation of her past.

A week afterward she stood in her bonnet and mantleinthe
doorway of the little shop. Its whole aspect had changed.
Counter and shelveswere bare, thewindow was stripped of
itsfamiliar miscdllany of artificia flowers, note-paper, wirehat-
frames, and l[imp garmentsfrom the dyer’s; and against the
glasspane of thedoorway hung asign: “ Thisstoretolet.”

Ann Elizaturned her eyesfromthe sign asshewent out and
locked the door behind her. Evelina sfuneral had beenvery
expensive, and Ann Eliza, having sold her stock-in-tradeand
thefew articlesof furniturethat remained to her, wasleaving
the shop for thelast time. She had not been ableto buy any
mourning, but MissMellinshad sewed some crape on her old
black mantleand bonnet, and having no glovesshe dipped her
bare hands under thefolds of the mantle.
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It wasabeautiful morning, and theair wasfull of awarm
sunshinethat had coaxed open nearly every window inthe
street, and summoned to thewindow-silIsthe sickly plants
nurtured indoorsinwinter. Ann Elizalsway lay westward, to-
ward Broadway; but at the corner she paused and looked
back down thefamiliar length of the street. Her eyesrested a
moment on the blotched “Bunner Sisters’” above the empty
window of the shop; then they travelled onto theoverflowing
foliage of the Square, above which wasthe church tower with
thedial that had marked the hoursfor the sistersbefore Ann
Elizahad bought thenickel clock. Shelooked at it dl asthough
it had been the scene of someunknown life, of which thevague
report had reached her: shefdt for hersaf the only remotepity
that busy people accord to the misfortunes which cometo
them by hearsay.

She walked to Broadway and down to the office of the
house-agent to whom she had entrusted the sub-letting of the
shop. Sheleft thekey with oneof hisclerks, whotook it from
her asif it had been any one of athousand others, and re-
marked that the weather looked asif spring wasreally com-
ing; then sheturned and began to move up thegreat thorough-
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fare, which wasjust beginning to waketo its multitudinous
activities

Shewalked lessrapidly now, studying each shop window
asshepassed, but not with the desultory eye of enjoyment: the
watchful fixity of her gaze overlooked everything but the ob-
ject of itsquest. At length she stopped beforeasmall window
wedged between two mammoth buildings, and displaying,
behinditsshining plate-glassfestooned with mudin, avaried
assortment of sofa-cushions, tea-cloths, pen-wipers, painted
calendarsand other specimensof feminineindustry. Inacor-
ner of the window she had read, on adlip of paper pasted
againg thepane: “Wanted, aSdedady,” and after sudying the
display of fancy articlesbeneathit, shegaveher mantleatwitch,
straightened her shouldersand wentin.

Behind acounter crowded with pin-cushions, watch-hold-
ersand other needlework trifles, aplump young womanwith
smooth hair sat sewing bowsof ribbon onascrap basket. The
little shop was about the size of theone onwhich Ann Eliza
had just closed the door; and it looked asfresh and gay and
thriving assheand Evdinahad oncedreamed of making Bunner
Sigters. Thefriendly air of the place made her pluck up cour-
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ageto speak.

“Saledlady? Yes, we do want one. Have you any oneto
recommend?’ theyoung woman asked, not unkindly.

Ann Elizahesitated, disconcerted by the unexpected ques-
tion; and the other, cocking her head on onesideto study the
effect of thebow she had just sewed on the basket, continued:
“Wecan't afford morethanthirty dollarsamonth, but thework
islight. She would be expected to do alittle fancy sewing
betweentimes. Wewant abright girl: stylish, and pleasant man-
ners. You know what | mean. Not over thirty, anyhow; and
nice-looking. Will youwritedown thename?’

Ann Elizalooked at her confusedly. She opened her lipsto
explain, and then, without speaking, turned toward the crisply-
curtained door.

“Ain’'tyou goingtoleavethead-dress?’ theyoungwoman
cdled out after her. Ann Elizawent out into thethronged street.
Thegreat city, under thefair spring sky, seemed to throb with
thestir of innumerable beginnings. Shewa ked on, looking for
another shopwindow withasigninit.

THE END
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