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  A very pretty girl was Kate Copland with large, dreamy, blue eyed, a clear complexion, an expressive mouth and a small, shapely head covered with short, crisp, golden curls.


  Every day of the working week, wet or dry, she could be seen passing through Sixth Avenue, so punctually that the clerks at Dixon, Baxter & Co.'s declared that they could their watches by her.


  »I wonder who she is and where she is going«, observed John Brookbank, putting his inquisitive face close to the window, and giving the girl an insolent wink as she passed by one morning her dress held up to avoid the mud, unconsciously revealing a pair of pretty feet.


  She noticed the wink and the grin that accompanied it, and her face flushed with indignation.


  Some of the clerks employed her in this way, and she set them down as rude, uncultured fellows, little thinking that more than one in the manner in which their fellow clerks went on.


  »What matters who she is«, returned Edgar Rennie. »All I know is that she is very pretty.«


  »Best-looking girl I have seen for some time.» said Brookbank. » Wonder where she goes every morning.«


  »Goes to some situation very portably«, returned Edgar Rennie, »or she wouldn't pass by every day at the same hour.«


  »Yes, but she never comes back this way,« said Brookbank.


  How do you know that?« asked two or three voices.


  »Because I've waited for her in the evening after we shut up, and she never comes,« replied Brookbank.


  »Waited for her«, said Edgar Rennie, »Has she won your Heart?«


  »Won my heart? No, only my fancy,« cried Brookbank, with a smile. »She is what I call a darling. I should like to make her acquaintance.«


  And he gave an admiring look at himself in the office mirror.


  »You don't mean to say that you would waylay and speak to the street,« cried Frank Fairmond, a good looking young fellow with, honest, gray eyes. »I don't think it the right thing to do.«


  »Of course I would; why not?« asked Brookbank.


  »Because I don’t think it is the conduct of a gentleman,« cried Frank.


  »Do you insinuate that I am not a gentleman?« cried Brookbank, turning very red and looking very spiteful.


  »My words are sufficiently clear, I should think,« remarked Frank, unabashed. »How would you like your sister to be waylaid and spoken to in the street?«


  »My sister!« cried Brookbank, angrily, »My sister are very different from her, very different indeed.«


  »So I should think,« thought Frank, who knew them to be very plain, like their brother.


  He said aloud:


  »Tell me the reason why the young lady who has just passed should be less entitled to respect than your sisters.«


  »She is not a lady,« replied Broobank quickly: »she has to go to business every morning.«


  »Does a woman forfeit her position as a lady if she goes to business?« ask Frank. »Are all the women in our big department stores not ladies?«


  »They are ladies; but she is not in a very remunerative position«, said Borokbank. »Look how shabby she is. She wears mended gloves, and her boots are in need of repairs.«


  »She may have come down in the world through misfortune, poor girl,« cried Frank, pityingly. » She is in mourning: probably she has lost her father, and has thus been thrown on her own resources.«


  »That's your idea, is it?« said Brockbank, sneeringly; »perhaps she is a princess in disguise. I believe she is employed at Altman's.


  »Very likely; they employ a great number of attendants,« returned Frank. »It is surprising how many girls earn their living now. It is better than sitting idly at home. Competition is so great now, and every girl cannot got married, so they, are wise who make provision for themselves by becoming self-supporting. Honest work is no disgrace, and a girl is thought just as much of by sensible people when she earns her own living.«


  »For Heaven's sake, don't give us a lecture, old man«, cried Brookbank, and then he stopped short, for a member of firm and entered the room.


  »Gentleman«, said Mr, Baxter, with a disagreeable smile, »you do not appear to have much to do. If you have so much time to waste, we can do with fewer hands.«


  Instantly all the clerks were busily employed, and for a long time did not look up from their ledgers.


  But, although the conversation was thus abruptly brought to a close, pretty Kate was not so quickly forgotten by her admirers.


  John Brookbank had mentally sworn to make her acquaintance before the week was out. He felt that it would give him an advantage over his companions if he could contrive to be seen walking with the golden-haired girl. It never occurred to him that she might resent his advances, for John had a vast idea of his own attractions and a very poor opinion of womankind.


  He was doomed to disappointment that evening, for, although he watched, and waited for quite an hour at the nearest, corner in the, hope af seeing Kate go by, his patience was unrewarded.


  The young girl always selected another route on her way home, for some instinct told her that she passed their windows in the early morning.


  She was a modest, unassuming, little creature with only one ambition, and that earn enough money to purchase necessaries for her widowed mother.


  Her face was sweet, and pure, and true. If ever a woman's face told a story of goodness and innocence hers did. People as they gazed at her forgot her shabby dress, which yet so daintily revealed the outlines of her delicate bust and pretty, rounded Arms.


  Of course, she would have appeared to better advantage in silks velvets, but in her plain garments she managed to look fresh neat and attractive being endowed with the wonderful gift of making the best of everything, which belongs to some women.


  One fair summer evening she left the store where she had been tolling so wearily all day long and turned her footsteps in the direction of her home, walking more slowly than was her wont, for her strength and patience and had been sorely tried, and tears wre very near her large, blue eyes.


  She never told her mother anything disagreeable, and her lips must wreathe then themselves in cheerful smile when she reaches home, lest her annoyances should increase the burden the poor invalid had to carry: and she had quite enough. Heaven knows, in the remembrance of her dead husband and the dear, old home which had been lost to them when he passed away.


  Kate's life was a lonely one for a young girl; but she never uttered a complaining word, and every morning showed her mother the same bright, uncomplaining countenance. Like most girls, she had her dreams; but it seemed impossible that they could ever be realized, for she was quite friendless and very proud, in spite of Mr. Brookbank's assertion that she was not a lady.


  Not a lady, indeed, with those sweet, engaging manners and soft, well-modulate voice. She was true a lady as ever stepped, and she knew it, too, and held her graceful, little bead high, though she was employed in a department store.


  »If I were only rich how happy I could make poor mamma«, she thought, with a sight, paying no heed to the many glances leveled at her by gentlemen returning home from business.


  Kate turned down a side street, were the hum and roar of city live grew subdued by distance, and was going along with her thoughtful gaze directed toward the fair evening sky, when she was brought to a standstill by some one in her path.


  »I beg your pardon,« she said, thinking she was in fault.


  But when she would have passed on, a hand was laid on her arm, and a voice she did not: like said insinuatingly:


  »Not so fast, pretty one; I want to speak to you.«


  She looked the person who had thus accosted her full in face for the first time, and recognized him instantly as one of Dixon. Baxter & Co.'s clerks-the one with the most disagreeable leer and smile, and the one to whom she had taken the greatest aversion at the first sight.


  »Will you be good enough to let me pass?« she said, coldly.


  »Come, now, don't be cruel«, remonstrated Brookbank. »You look very pretty in a temper; but those ruby lips were made for smiles and kisses.«


  He bent forward as he spoke with the evident intention of snatching one; but at that instant some one caught him by the collar and swung him off the pavement as easily as if he had been an infant.


  »That will teach you to insult a lady«, cried a clear, manly voice, as Mr. Brokkbank picked himself out of the gutter, with a very ugly cut on his by no means prepossessing countenance.


  »Can't you mind your own business, Fairmond, instead of spoiling sport?« he demanded, sulkily as he brushed the mud off his hat, which had a great dent in it, and looked none the better for the tumble.


  »It my business to protect a defenseles woman from insult,« retorted Frank, with contempt for his fellow clerk written on every feature of his flushed, handsome face.


  He offered Kate his arm as he spoke and walked away with her, while Brookbank looked after them in no enviable frame of mind, knowing that he would be the laughingstock of the office if Fairmond chose to tell the story. But he was not great greatly troubled on the store. He knew that he would say nothing, if only for the girl's sake.


  »How con I thank you?« said Kate, thinking what a handsome fellow Frank Fairmond was, and longing to ask his name.


  »Don't try to thank me at all«, he returned, pressing the little hand that lay so trustfully upon his strong, young arm.


  And then he turned the conversation in his pleasant, genial way, and she soon knew everything he had to tell about himself, for Frank was as candid as a child, and liked to talk as much as Kate liked to listen.


  »I haven't a friend in the world«, he said, »for I don't call those fellows in the office friends.«


  »And I have only my mother«, said Kate.


  »I wish you would let me be your friend«, he cried. Frank by name und frank by nature. »I know it is not exactly the regular way of forming an acquaintance, but I suppose we are not going to drop each other simply because we have not been properly introduced. It isn't as if we were fashionable people, Miss —«


  »My name is Kate Copland,« said the girl, while a bright blush suffused her face.


  »Kate is the prettiest name I know«, cried Frank, enthusiastically. He had been about to add, »and you are the prettiest girl«, but checked himself abruptly. »Well, Miss Copland, shall we friends in spite of the rules of social etiquette?«


  She hesitated for a moment, and then, meeting the steady gaze of his clear, honest eyes, gave him the answer he wanted, feeling a strange, new happiness at her heart as she did so, for she had found a friend.


  She told her mother what had happened when she reached home and sat down to the evening meal.


  »And you accepted the young man’s escort,« said the poor lady, leaning back in her easychair, with a look of dismay on her pale face.


  She seemed almost as trouble at the idea of Kate’s haying accepted Frank’s escort as she was at the insult she had received from his fellow clerk.


  »He is a gentleman,« returned Kate. »Won't you let me bring him home? He would be delighted to make your acquaintance, I am sure.«


  »It was very foolish of you to let him escort you home-very foolish, but it can't be helped now. Yes, you may bring him, Kate. I should like to know what he is like. You are very friendless, child, and, if he is a gentleman, it may be all for the best.«


  And so Frank came by invitation, and drank tea with the widow and her daughter, and wondered at the look of comfort Kate's busy hands had given to the shabby sitting room.


  His fellow clerks heard of it-such things always leak out-and chaffed him terribly, with the exception of Brookbank, who was sullenly silent. But Frank was above their gibes and laughter. He quietly attended to his own business, armorproof against all sarcasm.


  Evening brought him his sweet reward, and arm in arm with Kate, he would stroll in the direction of her home, sometimes going in to spend a few happy hours with her at the corner of the street, and sometimes standing still to watch her until the door of the plain-looking house hid her from his eager gaze. For he had learned to love Kate Copland although the secret was all his own.


  He was her friend as yet, and no world of love had ever passed between them. They had never given voice to the thoughts, tender and beautiful, that filled their hearts. And yet they were happy, with a deep, absorbing happiness which seemed to lift them far above this mundane sphere.


  One evening, when he went to meet Kate, she was not at the usual trysting place, and he waited for her coming with rather a troubled look upon his face, for he had not seen her pass Dixon, Baxter & Co.'s office that day, and he feared there was something amiss at home.


  When an hour or more passed, and still she came not, he decided to go and see what was matter, and started of at a quick pace, which soon brought him to his destination. He was almost breathless as he knocked at the door.


  Kate let him in herself, with a flush on her pretty face, and he saw at once that something unusual had happened.


  »How glad I am to see that there is nothing wrong!« he said, when they entered the sitting room, and he saw Kate's mother standing by the window with a letter in her hand.


  »Wrong!« cried Mrs. Copland, in tones of heartfelt joy. »We have had good news, Mr. Fairmond. My daughter is an heiress!«


  Frank put out his hands almost blindly and groped, his way to a chair. He looked as one suddenly stricken with illness.


  Every vestige of color had left his face. He had never felt the bitterness of poverty until that moment.


  Kate was an heiress, and that fact seemed to place her far above his reach as the stars above the earth.


  He had not spoken before: he could never speak now. She was lost to him forever, and all his sweet dreams of future happiness were at an end.


  What would the world say if he proposed to her now?-and, what was more important to him, what would she think?


  »You are ill«, said Kate, with a cry of dismay.


  »It is my—the heat partly«, he returned, looking at her with a deep, voiceless sorrow which would never find expression.


  Perhaps Kate guessed what was passing in his mind, for she, too seemed subdued, and the flush began to fade from her cheeks and the brightness from her eyes.


  Had she gained a fortune, to lose a friend?


  With sudden distaste, she looked at the letter which contained the news. Was her wealth to rise up a barrier between her and Frank after all the happy hours they had spent together?


  Perhaps she had never quite realized how dear he was to her until that moment.


  Would he let his pride part them forever, she wondered, for, as she glanced at his pale face, she guessed intuitively that to him she was the dearest thing on earth, and that no other woman would ever take the place he had given her in his noble heart.


  She had never thought of this when the promise of wealth had delighted her so much.


  »Won't you congratulate us, Mr. Fairmond?« said the widow, with a pink flush on her thin cheeks. »It is such a happy change after all the proverty we have known.«


  »I do congratulate you most sincerely«, returned Frank, trying to smile.


  He carefully avoided Kate's gaze. He could not bear to look at her, knowing that she was lost to him forever.


  He was a poor man, and his proverty was a barrier he could not overstep. They were parted forever by Kate's wealth. She would learn to forget him, but for Frank-Heaven help him!-there was no such word as oblivion.


  She would be seen now, and some day he would hear of her marriage, but no other face would ever usurp the place of her image in his heart.


  She would wear the beautiful dresses and gleaming jewels he had often heard her admire, and there would be no room in her life, with its many interests, for the friend who had learned to love her far too well for his own peace of mind.


  He almost wished that her wealthy, old uncle had left his money to a hospital, but next moment despised himself for the selfishness of the thought.


  The money meant so much to those poor ladies, with their refined tastes.


  »You will, of course, stay to tea?« said Kate, when the tea tray was brought in.


  She did not wait for him to answer, but merely busied herself at the table in her pretty, womanly way, making him think of the time when he had thought of her as his wife, the beautiful mistress of his modest home.


  Ah, such dreams were over now. They would come to him no more. What had he, the poor clerk, in common with an heiress?


  He would have taken his leave when tea was over, but Kate asked him so coaxingly to take her for a walk, that he could not refuse. It was for the last time, he told himself, as they left the house together, and turned in the direction of the suburds.


  He did not talk much till they reached a little park, where they sat down on a bench to rest and enjoy the beauty of the summer night.


  »How pleasant it is here«, said Kate.


  »Pleasant indeed«, returned frank; »I shall often think of this moment when you, my friend are far away.«


  »Far away?« she repeated. »We shall not go too far for you to see us. You are not going to let us drop out of your life because of that hateful money?«


  She was crying, really crying, and Frank was half beside himself when he saw her tears. He longed to take her in his arms and kiss them away, and would have done so if it had not been for her wealth, for they were in a very lonely spot.


  »Don't cry, for Heaven's sake«, he said, irritably. »What in the world have you to cry about? You are a lucky girl, Kate, and ought to wear nothing but smiles on such an auspicious occasion.«


  He had little idea regarding what be was talking about, but he felt he must say something, or give way to his feelings, and put his arm round that pretty, trembling figure and throw pride to the winds. He loved the girl so dearly, and she was doing her best to make him forget the obstacle between them. But he would not forget it, he told himself, with a frown.


  »Don't talk nonsense, Frank; you know it is not an auspicious occasion. I wish my uncle had died without making a will.«


  »Kate!«


  »So I do; what will the money bring me but misery? I shall lose my friend, and I prefer him to all the riches in the world.«


  »Kate!«


  »What is the use of saying »Kate«? You know it is true. You know you have taken a dislike to me since you have heard about this money. I believe, if I were to muster up courage to ask you to marry me, you would say no.«


  »My darling!« cried Frank, »my own Kate, why do you tempt me? You know what people would say? They would call me a fortune hunter.«


  »And you care more for the opinion of the world than for mine?«


  »You know I do not.«


  »Then marry me«, she said, drooping her head on his shoulder.


  This was how Kate won her husband, and threw down the barrier that might have divided them all their lives; and it was not leap year even, as Frank often remembered in after days. They were a very happy couple, however, and neither of them had cause to regret the day when Kate plucked up courage to pop the question.


   


  -End-
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