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THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE.

. —_—

BY

MARY KYLE DALLAS

" N the land of tea-plants and pago-
daa, joas + houses and lire-
erackers, of moon-faced mandarina
andalmond-eyed maidens, n young
Englishman sal writing a love
letter.

A big bamboo screen shielded
him froix observatiom. Hin ink.
stand was a curious device that
wight have been made to order
for his satanic majesty, and ita
eontents were a solution of India

ink.
A big blue china_dragon, all
elaws and tail, standing upon s
edestal at his elbow seerued to
ook down approvingly on his
labour of love. A lantern of rain-
bow pattern swong overhead,
swayed by every breath of air that foated in at the little
window ; and across the botterily-haunted garden, which
was planted in a regnlar gradation of colours, came the
tink-tink-ti, tink-tink-ti of & Chinesa lute, with the twang-
ing of which some Chinese lady was solacing her solitude.
Despite all these celestial anrroundings, however; the
young Englishman's love letter was not addressed bo any
dasmsel of the Flowery Enipire. The name upon the enve-
lope, which had been carefully directed and laid ready, waa
¢ Miss Susan Pettibone.! And this is what he wrote upon
the erisp Chinese paper under his hand :

DEAREST SusaN.—Refore I left you I told gnu how I loved yon,
and your swect mise to be my wife some day has been withme
eversinee to make e hnpp}'.

But oven when I spoke I conld sce very little prospest of any-
thing that warranted me in asking you tobe my wife, and I blamed
mysell bitterly for having been 5o selflsh sa to have bound you to
an unlucky mortal like myself.

You know my story, and bow I dreamed of being a great
dramatist. and how if was not until three managers and =even
stars of the theatrical firmament had refused my tragedy. and
twire as many my comedy, that Tyielded tothe urgent persiasions
of my relatives and did something ' sensible.’

I had no belicf in my own business talent. and even as I held
your hand in that last adieu, felt that it was quite probable that
the respectable finn of Chung Fmghnnd Tompkins Brothers would
shortly return me to the agents who had forwarded me to thewn,
labelled *incompetent,’ .

Eventa, however. prove that athers knew me better than T knew
myeelf. I have won the favour of Tomkins Brothers; Chung
Fing besams upon me with an adorable smile whenever we meet.
andg_l am oiffered a permanent position beyond all my hopes—a
position that means present. prosperity and fature fortunc.

To Tmr.e my cousin William, ' Unjucky Jack has got there at
last, if he onlly hae sense enough to hold on.’ William's slang {»
expressive. Lintend to ' hold en.’ N

n order to do se I must stay ih China; I ust live here in Hong
Kong, and I must ask you to spend many of the best, {eam of your
life in this strange land, far from all your kindred, all your old as-
gociations. I do not doubt that you love me well enough to do so,
as to me your presence would make any spot on eatth eem & Para-

180,
it I resign this position I am sure that I throw away my last
chance of g:ing one daya rich man; and let men talk of ‘' dross’
and ‘filthy Incre " as they will. 1 know from sad experience That
when Poverty comes in at the door, Love goes out al the window,
We an:lroung. we can endure a litrle trial in the present for the
sake of future good. You will come to me, darlibg. will yeu nat ¢

And then followed many tender words, such as all lovers
write, and at the end he sipned hinself :

Yours only and forever,
Jack VARLEY.

Shortly this letter weat upon its way acroes the ccean,
and from that moment the young man who had written so
confidently waited in tremors of suspense for his_answer;
for he kuew that this sweet little Smsan Pettibone
had a horror of heathen and heathen lands, and eapecially
of the pig-tailed Mongolian, that passes description, and
that this that he asked of her was the greatest teat to which
he could have put her love for him.

The tea-chests and China jars, the fans and umbrellas,
the lacquer-work snd the wonders in ivory, the English
citizens returning to their aative land, the Chinese gentle-
man of rank about to visit our phores, and meekly peasick
despite the red paper his friends have burned in his behalf,
the missionaries’ orphan children (there are always a few on
board), the wail-bag, and ali the miscellanecus freight of a
merchant steamer from Hong Kong arrive in Eogland at
last quite aafe, despite of muech bad weather, and Cupid
watches over Jack's love letter until it reaches the little old
postmaster at Dodd's Corner, who looks at it through his
glasses, and eays: * A Chany letter fur Susan Pettibone !
It's from her bean ; he want there some time age,” and
places it in the division of the glazed letter-box marked * "
where Susan sees it with rapturons eyes when she comes in
that afternoon, fresh and cool, io her pale-blue muslin, with
her pretty Eongee parasol over her head.

¢From Chany,' says the old man, with a knowing smile,
and Susan blushes and runs away, bat not guite home
BEain.

She knows s little nook of the cld farm-house orchard
where an aocient pear tiee shades a rustic beoch. To this
retreat she hies, and, sitting down, kisses the letter before
she opeas it, then cuts the ends with a hairpip, and draws
the paper forth and reads what Jack has written; and as
she teads her heart sinks within her, and at the last word
she czsta the letter on the grass, and, hiding her face in her
handkerchief, sobs a8 though her heart would break. Ia
all her life she has pever wept so bitterly,

China ! Jack wants her to come to him iu China! To
come to him ! That of iteelf was dreadful enough, To ge
to be married! 1f it were only to France or to America?

Susan can but feel thin & coarse and common proceeding, It
doea not seem deceroun to her to 4o to her betrothed ; but
if she shunld make that concession what fate awnited her?

Susan could ot think of China as & residence with any-
thing like composure. She felt sure that roasted rats and
hird's-nest wur and a little rice must wake up the bill of
fare. She eould never feel safe for & moment ; she conld
never aleep au hour in peace.  She should die of terror and
mirery. Uh, it was cruel of Jack to wials her to do such a
thing 1 It proved that he did bot love her.

She woald have nureed him through the emall-pox or the
yellow fever, but she conld vot live amoug idolaters for bis

sake. Oh, the visions of dirt and synalonr, of koavery and
leproay, and of being made to attend *joes-house ' ina

of ‘meeting ' that rose befure little Busan Pettibooe’s fancy
as alie sat subbing noder the old pear srect

You would bardly have known her me abe went home in
the twilight and stule softly np to her room, ber cvuntesince
wha 80 woe-begone.

Hev married sister, with whom she lived, ran npetairs
witer her, Sussn was lying oo ber bed, with ber {ace hidden
in the pillow,

¢ What is the marter? Hannah asked.

*Oh, don't talk to me ¥ sighed Susan,

* Teaa ia getting cold,’ said the sister,

*Let it I' replied Susan, sharply.

* Bomething has happened, and of course it is something
abont Jack,' Hannah said, aa she took her seat behind the
tray ; *but it is not sickness or death, or she would not have
been so anappish.’

*Very weli,' said Hannah's hnsband, warningly : * don't
yow say anything. Nobody can ever help sweethearts out
of their troubles ; they've got to do that theniselves.” And
though Susan showed unwonted tokens of misery for & iay
or two, no notice was taken of her.

The girl grew calmer very soon; but the idea of China
was none the fers revolting, and at last she sat down and
wrote to Jack Varley as follows:—

Dras Javk,—Ido cabe for you. But how ewa you ask me to
live in Chinn? How can yourrcam of living there yoursclft It
Beems (o me that to do sa—unle«s it were ax A minslonary—would
be to peril both bexly and =oul.  And how vould Ileave Hunnah,
or even olamina, thongh she ia married a secowd tinw to Professor
Pratt. Ob, Jack Jack, you must come home yousself. There
st be a thousand places yon can have. he iden of choosing
one in China! I cannet come to you there: it is sunply impossible
allogether.—Your unhappy s

UsIE,

She wrote this on Saturday evening and said to herself
that she would pout it on Monday, and on Sunday she went
to church. The more unhappy & woman is the more certain
she is to be found in her place in the house of woarship on
the Sabhath,

It was a big, bare church ; the pews were not too full.
The vld clergyman took for his subject the holy catate of

matrimony, pointing out how bushand eand wife had fre-
quently to leave fiiends and relations to live in distant
lande. He said that a wife shoulil cleave to her hushand

through everything, shonid be willing to endure anything
for his sake.

Dorothy’s heart grew softer.
to Jack.

Ounce at home again she re-read the ernwmpled letter that
she had cast from ber in anger, and saw how thoroughly
Jack explaiped everything. He could not do otherwise
than o8 be did. Her heart grew all soft and warm once
meore.

* Dear Jack,” she said to herself, ‘ poor Jack ! how you
love me !’ and on the impulse of the moment she drew pen
and paper to ber, and wrote as loving a letter as she kuew
how, promising to come to him, and ¢nveloped it and sealad
it with the old Pettibone seal that had been her father's, and
went to bed happier than she had been for many days, and
in the morning gave the letter to her brother-in-law to
post, and went about her daily tasks, singing.

Toward evening it occurred to her that she had mot torn
up that first crnel letter, and she went and broughs it from
the red plurh box in which she kept her stationery, and,
just to pive herself a lesson, decided to read it over before
she burned it in the kitchen fire. She tore it from its en-
velope disdainfolly and looked at it with contempt. Ina
monent more she was paling and Hushing and tremnbling.
She had made one of those horrible mistakes that some
people are apt to make in moments of exciteent—she had
sent the wrony letter to Jack, the dreadful first letter. Ia
her hand lay the good, loving, tender one that she had
written under the influence of that sermon.

Ab first she felt as if she could do nothing to bLlot out the
deed ; but Bhortly the thought came to her that if Jack
really loved her he wounld be glad to forgive ber.  But ouw
the second letter would not do, she must write another,
And it could rot be long it she wished it to po on the same
steamer, and =0 sha bastened to put the words on papaer.

DEAR--DEAR Jack. —Don't mind that first wicked lotter of mine,

I do ot mean a word of {3, 1 aw sorry for it, and 1 will vometo
you whenever you ask wie to do s0.—Your loving

It was her duty to go ont

Suark.

Then how she sped down the road with it. More than
one head wae thrust out of the windowa past which she tew,
aud some opined that one of Hannah's children had the
croup, and that Susie was going for the doctor. Hut the
girl stopped to apeak to no one. If the mail shonld have
gone before she arrived at the post office she felt that she
must faint.

There was plenty of time, however. The boy had nnt
come for the bag, and Susie sat down to rezain her breath,
and the postmaster’s daughter turned to her wich a laugh
and a shrug of the shouldera.

' Here am I coaxing father to get a new counter,’' she paid,
N nEul father iz as obstinate as ever. Look at Lhe cracks in
it.

* The cunnter is good enough for me,’ esaid the old man.
'T gin't goin’ to get no new one, Scripture sez yon can't
pateh old coats with mew cloth, and & new counter in the
old shop would be just as unsecmnly. Got a letter, Miss
Susy?! Seemsto me two @ day for & beau that's in Chany
is more than his share.”

He took the letter from Susan juat as & lady entered the
place who had evident intentiona of patronising the dry-
goods department of the general store, which, 88 ia nsunl in
country places, was kept by the post-master, and the atten-
tion that the speech liad drawn upon Susan was3 unendur-
able,

She hastily left the place, and did not know that old Mr
Trickett laid her precious letver down upon the cunnter
while he rearched in the glasa case upon it for pale blue
ribbon, and that an unconscious movement of the customer's
armduwepb it into ooe of the great cracke in the walnut
wood.

Suran watched from a distance nntil the boy eame for the
mail. Her heart was light once tiere.  She even langhed &
little to hereelf an she thought how Jack wonld read that
firat Jetter in diepair, And be at once astonished and cum-
furted by the second. Dear old Jack !

And then eame days of waiting—at first hopefully, with
wmilea anid blushes, then anxiously, then dempairingly, and
at last Susie did not wmit at all.  Summer had faded,
sutumn had gone, the deep snow of winter lay upon the

Emnml. and po letter had come from Jack Varley. bhe
new now that he would never write to her again, and she
feit that she did not deserve it, if even in the Grst Hush of
terror and surplise she conld have written as she did to one
tu whow she had given ber promise, and who had said to
her that har presence wonld make of any place on sarth s
Puradise.

Duodd's Corner waa a quiet place, from which young men
went out carly, and where most of the heads uncovered in
church were gray or white. XNpinsters abonnded—praise-
worthy ladies who did wonderful things in the needlework
line, and were nut uncumely, bt who had naver had an
offer of marriage—and a wedding was an nnurual event.

Busie hal two oflern within ten years, both from elderly

widowers. She declined them with thanke. Nbe bad
sattled down into the houschold aunt. Her eldest niece, a
mere child when .Jack had ypone to Chios, had been away
on a visit, and had won a heart. She was tv be warried
noon,
Susie was helping to make the wediling-dres~, and had
ﬁune down to the stare to get some sewing silk.  Mr Trie-
‘ett, not grown much older in appearance, haud the place
sti]l.  There waa the post-otlice as of yore. Miss Martha
Trickett yet kept house for her father, and lhad not eon-
trived to persuade hini to get a new counter.

To-day, however, as Susie entered tla door she smaw no
ecounter whatever. A pile of splintered wood lay in the
centre of the tloor.

Miss Trickett, with her arms akimbo, surveyed the wreck
witk g eertain miid trinceph, and the postmasier stood ex-
plaining matvers to & litile cirele of auditors.

' Yon see,’ he was saying, * Squire Wacklord and General
Johnston is bosh hefty men, and they hadn't both orter got
onio the counter 1o onct,  But seems as of Lhe squire coulin’t
give Lis opinions vn any important subject mowlere elae,
and the lar'l General Johnston usually takes for his seat
warn’t there, and this_here question come up, nnd both of
then waa dilatin' on it from ditfferent poiats of view—one
jest here and one jest hara—when kerswash | down it cowe.
Jest a wonder all their bones waan't broke; and 1den't
know but the cat i under it som’'era now.’

‘ You've Leen loosing things down under it for years, ever
sinee you closed it in to keep it from keelin' uver,’ said the
daughter, kneeling among the «fbriv. *Why, here is a
letter ! Louks as old as the hills.’

A letter? Suean Pettibone turned at the word and saw
that Miss Martha Trickett held in her land an envelope
diogy with dust but soniehow familiar to her, It was the
pale-green tint sne had once used coostantly. It was
fastened with wax, which was unusual at Dodd's Corner.
Was not that the impression of the Pettibone seal?! She
:ihrusl: her hesd over Martha's shoulder and 1ead the ad-

Tess : .

' Mr J. Yarley,
*'With the firm of Chung ;:ing and Tompkine Bros,
' Canton, China.’

And she knew it was the letter she had written to Jack—
the second letter, which was to mnke all right. The cruel
one had gone to bim. Fate had kept this back, and Jack,
for all she kpew, might have died ont there iz China durirg
these ten long years, At least, if he were living he bad
married some one else long ago.

Sbe stood petrilied for a moment, and in that space of
time Mr Trickeit had snatched the letter froin his danghter’s
hand and added it to the package ready for the mail-bag,
and there before all the strangers Susie could not bring
herself to ery out, * Give it te me 1" 1f she did Mr Trickett
might Lelluw forth his old joke: *One of them you writ to
youv bean in Chany, eh 7

S0 she boepght her sewing silk and zaid to herself as she
walked homeward :

*1 brought & judgment upon myself, and must not rebet
that 1t is (ind's will to punish me ; and perhaps aiter all the
letter may pet to Jack, and he will know thay [ was not so
bad ae he has thought me.’

Ap she walked homeward, hope grew atronper, and she
began to feel sure that Jack had loved her allthese years
snd thiat sll would come right asit did in the romances,
sad that sorue day she should open the coitage door to tind
Jack standing there with outstretched arms.

At that hour, though broad daylight at Dodd's Corner, it
was evening in Chins, and Jack, in dress-coat and white
gloves had just entered the drawing room of one of the best
English residlences, and baviog presented himsellf to his
hostess, had erossed the roon to greet a lady who advanced
aniling and holding out ber hend. It was Mrs Stanforth,
the young widlow of 8 rather well-kbown diplomat, Jack
Varley had for sotme tite been making up his mind that he
liked her and that she woull be & snitable wife for him,

He had a general impiession that most iadies wounld re-
fuce to live in China. Mrs Stanforth declared slie liked
the place. He bad some ides also that she liked Lim.
Now she etartled him by saying :

“I am =0 glad to see you, My Varley ; it is a good chance
to say gooid-bye. I am going honie by the next steanier,’

" Going home ¥ asked Jack, * not pasitieriy?

* Nathing ia certain in this world,’” the lady answered.
" But [ intend to po, at this moment.’

Jack felt that if he did not speak that eveniog, he might
forever after hold his pence.

! Let me try to persunde you to stay with ws,’ he raid.
He oftered ber hin arm aml led Ler toa quiet sent in the
far earner of the room.

'Won't you ethy for my eake, Mra Stanforth *' he said.
‘T have been hupinp;z that you would o loog, huping, yet
atill afraid to spenk.

* Renlly, Mr Varley,' the lady said,
me, and yat—'

T am auare you will not be s cruel aa to go,’ said Jack,

* Mr Varley,” said Mes Ntanforth, * not & wonl more now ;
I will write to you to-morrow.’

Some nne approached ; there was nn more time for serious
talk. Jack feit, however, that he need not dewpair.

It was early the next morning that Le seated lirnself in
the self-same rooin wnd At the self-=nwme desk &t which he
har written lis ofler to Snsan Pettibone.

Jack had nn iden that sentiment and romance hind buth de-
parted from bis sonl, but imemory wan busy with him that
dny'. Heo thought of Suran, as he liad drenmied of her all
night,

He nighed once or twice hefure he pat forth his hanl and
drew to him a lacquersil box, which he unlockel, anil 1aKings

*No,' he said, * l shal] never be a0 fond of any one auain :
in fact, I shall never be in Jove weain. 1 seppose all that
goes with youth. Ah, Buaie, you should heve come to me I

* You nuite agitate



