
V

Wfcere Are Wicked Felke Boiled ?
“ Tell me, grey-headed sexton,” I said,
' Where in this field are the wicked folks laid 
I have wandered the quiet old graveyard 

through, ‘r
And studied the epitaphs, old and new :
But on monument, obelisk, pillar or stone 
I read of no evil that men have done.”

The old sexton stood by a grave newly made, 
With his chin on his hand, hid hand on a spade ; 
I knew by the gleam of his eloquent eye 
That his heart was instructing his lips to reply.

“ Who is to judge when the soul takes its flight ? 
Who is to judge ’twixt the wrong and the right ? 
Which of us mortals stall dare to aay 
That our neighbor was wicked who died to-day ?
"In our journey through life, the further we 

speed, *
The better we learn that humanity’s need 
la charity’s spirit, that prompters to find 
Bather virtue than vice in the lives of our kind.
“ Therefore, good deeds we record on these 

stones ;
The evil men do let it die with their bones.
I have labored as sexton for many a year,
But I never have buried a bad man here ”

her and for me. And yet—would I change 
places with her ? No, here be the pleasure.
mine the pain.”

She walked slowly back to the hotel, 
leaving Laurie at play with his nor-e on 
the BbeU-Btrewn beach. In the hotel corri­
dor ehe encountered some new arrivals, 
ladies and gentlemen, going to their rooms. 
Quite oblivious of their interested, admir­
ing stare, she passed on, and took no note 
of the pretty, painted blonde face that 
whitened beneath all her rouge as she 
stared aghast, and murmured, huskily :

“ Is it Laurel Vane or her ghost? I never 
saw such a terrible likeness 1”

THAT RIVER.
“ I tegret to bave awakened unpleasant 

emotions in your mind," said Laurel, 
gently, as ehe offered her card to Mrs. 
Wentworth.

“ You are little Trixy’s mother," she 
went on, smiling. “ I am very glad to 
know you [or her sake. 8he and my little 
son are great friends "

" You have a son ?” said Mrs. Went­
worth, as she exchanged cards with Laurel. 
She sighed heavily, and then Laurel 
noticed that she wore a black dress. 11 Ah,
I had a son, too, Mrs. Lynn, a baautiiul 
boy that would be as old now as yours had 
he lived, but he lies fanned in an English 
graveyard."

“You are English ?’ asked Laurel, 
gently, nerueart melting in sympathy with 
the tear that sparkled doirn Beatrix’s 
obeek.

“ No, I am American, but I have lived in 
England ever since my marriage, nine 
years ago. Little Trixy was born in Lon­
don, as also my little Cyril, dead three 
years ago. We have come home now to 
live.’’

“We?” said Mrs. Lynn, with a slight, 
interrogative accent on the pronoun.

“ I should have said Mr. Wentworth and 
myself, and Trixy. There are only three 
of us," explained Beatrix, pensively, and 
smothering a sigh.

Laurel wondered to herself whether the 
Gordons had ever forgiven their daughter ; 
ehe wondered what had become of smart, 
pretty Clarice Wells But she could not 
ask any of the questions that filled her 
thoughts, because she had decided that she, 
in her own proper identity, would remain 
ae dead to Mrs. Wentworth as she was to 
the rest of the world. They stood there 
side by side, the two fair women who had 
so greatly influenced each other’s lives, 
and gazed pensively at the sun-gilded 
waves, trying to put away the thoughts of 
the past that eaon recalled to the other, 
and to reoall themselves to the present.

“ I have read your books, Mrs. Ly»n,” 
said Beatrix. “ I think they are among 
the most beautiful of the language. I am 
proud of you as an American author."

“ You praise my poor efforts too highly,” 
Laurel said, with her slow, half-sad smile.

" I do not think io. The critics agree 
with me at least," said Beatrix. " Da you 
not fiûd it very pleasant to be laurel 
Browned, Mrs. Lynn—to win the applause 
of the world and own a name that will live 
beyond the grave ?”

“ To be
Conscious that a world’s regret 

Would seek us where we lie !" 
quoted Mrs. Lynn, with a slight, sad 
smile. “ Ah, Mrs. Wentworth, will you 
believe that I have aoaroely ever regarded 
the subject from that point cf view ? 
When I first took up literary work it was 
to win bread for my little child. Since 
success has crowned my efforts, since hard 
necessity drives me no longer, I labor on 
because 1 have need to fill au empty 
void in my life. From first to last 1 have 
had no thought of fame.”

The soft sigh of the waves blending with 
her voice made it sound very sad. Mrs. 
Wentworth looked at the beautiful, 
proud face curiously. Some kind of a his­
tory was written on it. There was a 
lingering shadow in the somber dark eyes, 
a sorrowful gravity about the lovely crim­
son lips. She wondered what that empty 
void might be. And then she remembered 
that she had heard that Mrs. Lynn was 

widow.
“It is grief for her husband," said 

Beatrix to herself.
“ I suppose we all have something in our 

lives that we are glad to forget in the 
oblivion of hard work, or even in the pur­
suit of pleasure," she said. " My little 
Cyril's death left an aching void in my 
own heart, and I have another sorrow too. 
I have been a disobedient child to my 
parente. I never fully appreciated the 
enormity of my unpardonable fault until I 
bad a little daughter of my own.”

Beatrix spoke in a tone cf dreamy sad­
ness. She did not seem to be speaking to 
a stranger, but rather to a friend. The 
subtle likeness between Mrs. Lynn and 
Laurel Vane affected her strangely.

Laurel oaught at her words quickly.
“ Your un pardoned fault," she echoed. 

“ Do you mean to say that your parents 
never forgave your disobedience, Mrs. 
Wentworth ?"

“ Never,” Beatrix answered, with a sigh 
that showed how daep her pain lay.

They were silent for a time. The 
idle loiterers on the beach, the casual pass­
ers by turned twice to look at the two fair 
women, so beautiful, so unlike in their 
beauty—Beatrix so lily-fair with her large 
blue eyes and pale-gold tresses ; Laurel 
with her rare, unusual type of beauty, her 
dark eyes, her blood skin, her burnished 
hair ; the one in her drees of deep, lustre­
less black silk, the other in something 
white and soft and clinging, marvellously 
becoming to her graceful sty le.

“ Shall you be long at the seaside ?" 
Laurel inquired, presently.

"A few weeks—that is all," Beatrix 
replied. “ Mr. Wentworth is in New York 
—business, you know, Mrs. Lynn—Trixy 
and I oannot stay long away from him.”

“ You are loud of him ?" said Laurel, 
turning her large, wistful eyes on the 
other's tender face.

The tenderness deepened in Mrs. Went­
worth’s sweet blue eyes, and around her 
gentle lips.

“ You would think so if you knew the 
story of our marriage,” she said. “ Ours 
was a real love-match, Mrs. Lynn. It was 
most romantic. Some day, when I know 
you better I will tell it to you. It would 
furnish you a plot for a novel.”

Laurel turned her head aside and set her 
lips in a tense, hard line. She remembered 
how toe Btory had been told her a few 
weeks ago in that green oity of the dead 
biside the grave where the unknown waif 
lay under the name of Laurel Le Roy.

“ God forbid that I should have to hear 
the Btory told again,” she murmured to 
herself.

She looked back at Mrs. Wentworth and 
■aid, calmly, and even smilingly :

“ It is very pleasant to bear a real love- 
match in real life. I suppose you are very 
happy, Mrs. Wentworth ? ’

" Yes, I am very happy with my noble 
husband," Beatrix Bald, thoughtfully. 
" But my happiness was p jrchaeed at bit­
ter cist to another. I know wbat it is to 
feel the sharp sting cl remorse. Mrs. Lynn."

Little Trixv came up with a beautiful 
shell and claimed her mother’s attentiou. 
They went away together presently, and 
left Laurel to her own reflections. They 
were very sweet and noble ones. She was 
thinking of the Gordons—longing to recon­
cile them to their daughter and her hus­
band.
“Iam glad that she is happy with her 

husband," mused Laurel. “ Ob, bow dif­
ferently our girlish conspiracy resulted (or

CHAPTER LIX.
Was it chance or fate that brougn rlr. 

Gordon down a few weeks later, to co-oult 
with Mrs, Lyon atout the publication of 
her new book ?

She was down on the shore with her 
little Laurence and his playmate, Trixy 
Wentworth. The little girl’s mother had 
promit ed to join her presently. She and 
Mrs. Lynn had become quite lutmate 
friends by this time. They were fond of 
each other, as two young, pretty, noble 
women like Beatrix and Laurel are apt to 
be when thrown together. Beatrix had 
told all her romantic story to Mrs. Lynn 
and Laurel had heard it silently, and made 
no sign. She paid to hereelf that tha" 
unhappy girl, over whose fate Beatrix 
drowned her blue eyes in regretful tears 
must remain as one dead to all the world 
She would not confess her secret. She 
would remain Mrs. Lynn to the end of the 
chapter.

She eat still ou her low camp-chair, with 
her large parasol held open over her bead, 
and waited for Beatrix to eome She had 
a book open in her lap, but she was not 
reading. Her large, dark, thoughtful eyes 
wandered from the pretty children at play 
with their attentive nurses, to the billowy 
foam capped waves rolliug in to her feet 
with a hollow, mystical murmur full of woe 
and mystery. «

Mr. Gordon c me out to her there, and 
he was puzzled, an be always was, when be 
saw Mrs. Lynn, by her subtle likeness to 
some one ne had seen or known, and whom 
he could not now recall,

“ Have I ever told you how strangely 
you affect me, Mrs. Lyon ? ’ he said. “ You 
are like some one I have known whom 1 
oannot now reoall. If I could briug myself 
to believe in theories I have beard advanced 
I should say I bad known you in some other 
previous world.”

She knew where he had seen her. It 
was at Edin that fatal night that bad 
struck her down from hap p.uees to the 
keenest despair. Her fica grew pale, her 
limbs trembled beneath her.

“ Some day the truth will break upon 
him with the anddeuuess of the lightning's 
flash. He will recignizi me aa Laurel 
Vane, the girl he refused to forgive and 
p.ty that fatal night. He will kuow that 
the scorn of proud, rich people did not 
quite crush me, that I survived .t all,” she 
said to herself with the pride that had 
become a part cf her nature.

But she did not mean that be should 
recognize her if ehe cold help it. Certainly 
she would never own the truth even if be 
taxed her with it ; so she answered with a 
careless smile :

“ The world is full of chance resem­
blances that puzzle and amaze us, Mr. 
Gordon. You see that little girl playing 
with my son there ? Well, when I first 
saw ber I had the oddest fancy that ehe 
was like some one I bad seen or known. 
The likeness was haunting and troublesome 
at first, but I have grown used to it now. It 
does not trouble me any longer Do look 
at her, Mr. Gordon. Is she not a lovely 
child ?"

He looked and a sudden cry of wonder 
came from his lips The years rolled 
backward, and in the face of little Trixy he 
seemed to see bis own Beatrix io her tender 
childhood—his beautiful, beloved daughter, 
who had been so willul and disobedient, 
and to whose sin he bad refused his for­
giveness.

“ She is like some one I have known, 
too. Ah, so like, so like 1" he said, in a 
strange voice. “ Who is she, Mrs. Lynn ?”

“ Her name is Trixy Wentworth, Mr. 
Gordon. She is an American child, but 
she was bora in England. Her parents 
lived there nearly nine years. They have 
come back to New York to live now. Mr. 
Cyril Wentworth is in business there 
Trixy is here with her mother for her 
health."

He stifled something like a groan upon 
hi-lips. Laurel saw how pale he bad suddenly 
grown, and followed up her advantage by 
calling the little one to her and setting her 
on Mr. Gordon’s knee.

“ Give the gentleman a kiss, Trixy," she 
said to the lovely little golden haired crea­
ture. “ He is very lonely ; he has no little 
girl of hie own. ’

Trixy’s ready sympathies were instantly 
enlisted by that, to her mind, pathetic 
statement. She gave Mr. Gordon a fastidi­
ous look-you-over stare, and, seeing that he 
was pleasant to look upon, put her round, 
dimpled arms about his neck and gave him 
a bear-like hug and a resounding kiss.

" Is it true that you really have no little 
girl?” she asked him, bending back her 
pretty head to look into his face with 
eyes that pierced his heart with their like 
ness to Beatrix—Beatrix, bis little girl 
whom be had put away from his heart, 
hated and unforgiven, because she had dis­
obeyed him.

He could not speak for a moment, and 
Mrs. Lynn said, gently, looking away at the 
restless sea the while :

“ This little girl has a grandpapa in New 
York, Mr. Gordon, who has never seen her. 
Her mother made a marriage that dis­
pleased him, and he has never forgiven her. 
He has missed a world of love by his hard­
ness and sternness—do you not think so?”

The dark-eyed little L mrence came run­
ning up before be oould frame a reply.

“ On, but, Trixy, you shouldn’t be sitting 
on ttaat gentleman’s lap, you know,” he 
exclaimed, “ for you promised to be my 
little wife I"

The childish jealousy provoked such a 
laugh from tne elders that it quite drowned 
the sound of a light, quick step that came 
up behind them. In a moment more 
Beatrix Wentworth came round in front of 
the group.

The smile died on her lips as she saw 
her little daughter sitting on the lap of the 
stern father she had not beheld for more 
than nine years. Poor Beatrix looked 
frightened and dismayed. The pretty 
rose-tint faded from her face, her lips trem­
bled, and the words she strove to utter 
died silently upon them.

Laurel rose with an encouraging smile 
and drew bar friend forward.

" Mr Gordon,' she said, " this is my 
friend, Mrs. Wentworth. She is little 
Trixy’s mother.”

Beatrix looked up into the face of her 
father through blinding tears and put out 
her hand.

“ Papa, forgive me,” she murmured, 
sadly.

There was a moment's dead silence. Mr. 
Gordon had put the child from his knee 
and risen, but be did not answer bis 
daughter. She went on, in gentle, pleading 
tones.

“ Papa, I have written to you so often 
and begged you to forgive me, and every 
time my letters came back to me unopaced. 
Papa, 1 oaunot say I am sorry for my fault, 
because Cyril is so good and kind, and he 
makes me very happy. But I have grieved 
sorely for you and mamma, I have longed 
to be reconciled to you. Oh, surely you 
will not refuse to forgive me now that we 
are face to face ”

“ Forgive her, Mr. Gordon,” cried Laurel, 
impulsively.

The two fair faoee, their pleading voices, 
the wonderiog eyes of the little children, 
were too muoh for Mr. Gordon’s calmness. 
His pride and sternness melted into love 
and remorse. Laurel gave one glance at bia 
quivering face end turned gently away.

She knew that the end was won—that love 
bad conquered pride. He would forgive 
Beatrix.

Bat ebe did not know that at this 
moment when the ioe melted around his 
hard, cold heart and be forgave his disobe­
dient daughter, new light had broken upon 
hia mind. The sight of Beatrix had sup­
plied the miesieg link that connected Mib 
Lynn bo subtly with the past Like a flash 
of lightning it dawned upon him that this 
was Laurel Vane.

That night at Eden rushed over bii 
mind, freshly as though it were but yester­
day. He saw again the beautiful impostor 
who had personated his own daughter and 
married the master of Eden.

While he gave Beatrix the tender 
embrace of forgiveness, he seemed to see in 
fancy the kneeling, suppliant girl to whom 
he had refused his forgiveness, whom no 
one had pitied, whom all bad forsaken and 
ignored. Even in his anger that night he 
had been struck by the wondrous beauty of 
the girl. This was the same lovely face, 
with its charm only intensified by time : 
this was the same sweet voice asking him 
to pardon Beatrix that had begged forgive­
ness vainly for herself. He was full of 
wonder over his sudden discovery.

“ They said that Le Hoy’s wife drowned 
herself bus it oann it be true. There is 
some terrible mistake, some unexplained 
mystery This is L ?uis Vane’s daughter, 
and t-he has inherited all the genius of her 
erratic father,” be said to himself.

He did not kuow what to do. He wa • 
frightened at his own discovery. He won­
dered if Beatrix knew the truth. He 
iueliued to believe that she did, but when 
he found au opportunity and questioned 
her he was rather sta-gered t j find that 
Mrs. Lynn had resolutely denied her iden­
tity with Liurel Vane.

I do not believe her. She is 86. Leon 
La Roy’s wife, and the child is his It 
bears its paternity on its face. What is 
your opn.i n, Beatrix?” asked the great 
publisher, thoughtfully.

“I believe that >ou are right,” ehe 
replied; “ I have believed that she was Mr.
Li Hoy’s wife ever since I first met her 
several weeks ago. Her assertions to the 
contrary bad no weight with me, although 
I held my peace and respected her reserve.
I have been silent, but I have not been 
convinced.”

“ What is her object in this Etrange 
denial of herself ?” he asked, though fully.

“ Pride and wounded feeling,” Beatrix 
answered, with the unerring instinct of a 
woman.

When he remembered that night long 
years ago he did not blame her much. They 
had scorned and ÜDUted her cruelly among 
them —they had no pity on the erring girl 
— they had driven her to desperation, for­
getting how young and friendless she had j 1 
been. He wondered much what had been 
the history of the intervening years, and 
how sue had come by her name Mrs. 
Lynn.

“ Only her nom de plume, perhaps,” he 
thought ; and then he said, aloud : “ Bea­
trix, do you think I ought to write to 60. 
Leon Le Roy to come down here ?"

“ I think it would be perfectly proper,” 
she replied.

her to-night you will be very sure to see her 
on the shore in the morning.”

* What are we to do it it he really Laurel 
Vane ?” a’-ked Powell, musingly.

Her pale eyes flashed with subtle mean­
ing

‘ We must do anything to prevent her 
from meeting Mr. Le Roy again—I could 
not endure their happiness,” she replied, 
bitterly.

CHAPTER LXl.
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CHAPTER LX.

Mrs. Wentworth and Mr. Gordon were 
not the only persons at the seaside who 
suspected that Mrs. Lynn was other than 
she seemed.

The curiosity of the pretty, faded widow, 
Mrs. Merivalt, had been aroused by the 
first sight of Mrs. Lyon. She scared no 
pains until she obtained an introduction to 
the noted writer, over whose charms of 
mind and person all the best people at the 
seaside were enthusiastic in admiration. 
When bhe had done so, she was almost 
frightened by the astonishing likeness of 
Mrs. Lynn to Laurel Vane.

“ It is the dead alive !" she said to her­
self. “ 1 can no longer believe that bt. 
Leon’s wife drowned herself. There has 
been some great mistake. She went away 
and hid herse f from all who knew her, 
and she has reappeared as Mrs. Lynn. 1 
I wish I knew the history of those inter­
vening years, and what she intends to do. 
Will she returu to Bt. Leon ? Will he fur- 
give her and take her back ? ’

Bne was bitterly chagrined and angry at 
the thought that L*urei lived in the person 
of the beautiful, and gifted, wealthy Mrs. 
Lfnn. Sue had been glad when she heard 
that Laurel was dead. She began to feel 
now that fate had played her an unkind 
trick in resurrecting her hated rival from 
the grave, where she had deemed her rest­
ing all these long years ; not that the wily 
widow had any hops of winning St. L .-on. 
Bhe had understood that long ago. She 
knew that he was proof against her faded 
charms, her rouged and powdered beauty, 
that ho thoroughly despised her. Bhe had 
known it ever since that night at Eden, 
when he had flung back her offered heart 
on her hands in supremest scorn and sar­
casm. The knowledge had aroused all the 
littleness and spite of her malicious nature. 
Bhe had bated Bt. Leon from that moment 
—hated the beautiful girl who had won him 
even more. She would gladly have done 
both an ill turn if she could, but Laurel, 
dead in her grave, was secure from her 
vengeance, and St. Leon, in his proud 
position and calm reserve, beyond her 
reach. For several years she had not seen 
him ; but she knew that be had returned 
from his wanderings and was at home 
again. The thought that Laurel still lived, 
the bare possibility that she might yet be 
reunited to her husband, filled her with 
jealous anger and dread. Ou the spur of 
the moment she penned a letter to one who 
hated Bt. Leon and Liurel with as deadly 
a rancour as her own -one whose love for 
L turel had changed to hate, even as had 
Mrs. Merivale’s for St. Leon—no less a per­
son than the villain, Rose Powell

Mr. Powell’s animosity against the rich 
man who had won Liurel had not been 
lessened by the fact that Mr. La Roy had 
secured the dismissal of the villain from 
Mr. Gordon s employ in the week imme­
diately following the expose at Eden. Mr. 
Le Roy's resentment had followed him 
steadily from one place to another in New 
York, until he found that it was useless to 
expect to retain employment in that oity, 
and was forced to seek a livelihood in a 
more distant one, beyond the reach of his 
enemy’s anger.

The villain was well punished for his 
unmanly persecution of an innocent, help 
less girl, but it did not add to the sweetness 
of his temper to receive this merited retri­
bution for his wickedness. He swore 
revenge upon St. Leon Le Roy, and 
patiently bided his time, pledging himself 
the faithful ally of Mrs. Mentale in her 
hatred of her whilom friend and lover.

The time for his revenge seemed come at 
last, when ho received Mrs. Merivale’s 
letter, urging him to come to the seaside, 
and help her to identify Laurel Vane in 
the beautiful, courted woman queening it so 
royally in circles where Maud Merivale 
could barely find a footing He lost no 
time in obeying her mandate, feeling as 
anxious as the wicked widow herself to 
prevent a reunion of the long separated 
husband and wife.

He reached the hotel on a lovely evening 
in the last of August, and was shown at 
once to Mrs. Merivale’s private parlor. 
They had never mat but once before, but 
there was no embarrassment in the meet­
ing. Both were alike at heart—crafty, 
evil, unscrupulous - ready to do their best 
to dash down the possible cup of happiness 
from the lips of the man and woman they 
hated with all the venom of their little 
souls.

*• And you are sure that she is Laurel 
Vane ?” he said, in wonder.

“ I am sure—quite sure in my own 
mind,” she replied. “ But you will see her 
very probably this evening at the usual 
hop if she deigns to honor it with her pre­
sence. It is not often she appears, being 
very exclusive and reserved, but if you miss

Contrary to her usual habit, and to 
humor a caprice of Mrs. Wentworth’s, 
Laurel decided to make her appsarauoe in 
the hotel parlors that evening. Beatrix 
and her child were going back to New 
York with Mr. Gordon the next day. He 
had | remised his daughter to take her 
home to her mother—promised her Mrs. 
Gordon’s free and full forgiveness both to 
herself and her beloved Cyril. Beatrix was 
very happy in the réconciliation with her 
father—so happy that Laurel could not 
bear to cloud the brightness of her sky with 
a single shadow, so she did not refuse when 
Beatrix asked her to go into the parlors 
that evening.

“ Papa wishes it,” sail Mrs. Wentworth,
“ and Cyril is coming, tx>. He has read 
your b )okti, aud he ia very anxious to see 
you. He can tcracely credit my written 
statement that you are so youug still, in 
i-pite of your brilliant literary fame. He 
imagines you an old lady in cap and spec 
taoles ”

Laurel laugbe 1 auo p < m d to be intro­
duced to Mr. Went vurcb Sue had a vivid 
remembrance of the fair handsome youug 
fellow who had been so kind and pitiful to 
her that day ia L mdou, when Beatrix and 
Clarica had so scolded and frightened her. 
Bhe felt grateful to him still, and was not 
averse to seeing him agaio, herself 
unknown

Bhe chose an evening dress of pale-pink 
brocade, with cream-white Spanish lace. 
The raiubiw fire of opals shone on her 
arms and neck, aud her beautiful burnished 
golden hair was arranged on the top of her 
head in a queenly fashion. Though she 
had scarcely given a thought to her p r- 
houal appearance, she had never looked 
more lovely. Tin re was not a single 
woman at the seaside that night who oould 
at all compare with Mrs. Lynn for grace 
and beauty.

B ;me one else beside Ross Powell had 
arrived that evening—no less a person than 
St. Leon Le Roy.

He was rather puzz.ed to know why Mr. 
Gurdoj had sent bun that mysterious sum­
mons ; but when they met, aud he frankly 
inquired the reason, he received au evasive 
reply. Mr. Gordon promised to tell nim 
after a while, but just now he had promised 
to Gfccort his daughter, Mrs. Wentworth, 
iuto ihe ball-room, where the lively strains 
of the band were already in progress.

Would Mr. Le R iy wee Beatrix and for­
give her for her share in hia past trouble ? 
Bhe was so sorry, no ashamed. She had 
never dreamed how it would all turn out.

The publisher was a little nervous aH he 
thus pleaded for his daughter, bhe bad 
told her father the story of her unanswered 
letter to Mr. Le Rjy. He could not tell 
whether time had softened his resentment 
at the girl’s conspiracy that had ended so 
disantruusly.

Mr. La Roy grew very pale for a 
moment aa he was thus brought face to 
face with the past. Then he remembered 
Mrs. Wentworih’s letter with something 
like shame It had been so kind, and sweet, 
aud womanly—bo truly repentant.

“ I was rude and churlisü to slight it so, ’ 
ha said to himself, remorsefully.

“ I bhall be very glad to see her, and 1 
hope she will forgive me for my ohurlish- 
ue“H,” he said,

Mr. Gordon conducted him to hia daugh­
ter a private parlor. Beatrix waa there, 
looking very lovely in a simple eveniug- 
dress of black aud white. Tears crowded 
thickly to her azure eyes as she confessed 
her fault aud bagged him to pardon her.

“ If I had known that you were at Eden, 
Mr. L i R oy, I should never have sent poor 
little Laurel there,” said Beatrix. “ 1 was 
a y oui g and billy girl enough, 1 own, but I 
should have been too wise to have sent that 
lovely, ignorant child into the way of temp 
tation.’

“ Tnat lovely ignorant child !”—some­
how those words seemed like a tacit 
reproach to him. Yes, that waa what she 
had been—a 
unversed ia the

Up to the 10th instant the British Gov­
ernment has chartered seventy transports 
in connection with the Soudan campaign. 
This ia the largest business of this kind 
since the Crimean war. The number has 
not yet reached its limit, however, and it 
may not improbably reach a hundred 
before the demands of the campaign are 
satisfied.

The late Gen. Gordon’s sisters have 
declined the annuity which Mr. Gladstone 
offered to them. The General left three 
sisters, one of whom is unmarried, and 
they are all residing at Southampton. He 
had two brothers one of whom, Enderby 
Gordon, died many years ago. The survivor 
is Sir Henry W. Gordon, K.C.B. Gen. Gor­
don’s sisters last heard direct from Khar­
toum in November.

In a recently published volume entitled 
“ Biographical Sketches,” by the Hon. L. A. 
Tullemaobe, the writer records the opinion 
of tbe late Lord Lansdowne, a distinguished 
orator himself, and for many years leader 
of the Liberal Party in the House of 
Lords, that Mr. Bright, as an orator, was 
fully equal to Charles James Fox, and that 
none of Mr. Fox’s contemporaries were 
equal to Mr. Gladstone.

Time was, and not so long ago, when the 
use of the thermometer was comparatively 
occasional, but now it ia employed to such 

i good practical pur[ o*e and iu so many 
ways, that it is becoming almost as imp pri­
ant an instrument as a time-piece. Uni­
formity iu these heat pieces is, therefore, 
essential in their cheapest forms. Iu 
Germany the Government has been asked 
to establish a legalized standard, the 
peticioners citing the frequency of accidents 
caused by badly-const rue ted instruments.

NOttawa y County, Virginia, the region 
inhabited by the fmt i-ettl rs, and made 
interesting bv remiuLooi.ee-. ..f Capt. John 
Smith aud Pocahontas, is fast rtturuing 
to its primeval ojnditiou. “ In twenty 
years it will be a wilderness,” prophecies a 
visitor. The residents are old and sad. 
The young have gone to mure promising 
regions. Daer brows*-. WLcre cattle fed 
and the oak aud pine cover great planta 
tiOLS where the negro once cultivated corn 
and tobacco.

Germany continues to deserve its repu­
tation as the best educated country in the 
world. Statistics which have just been 
published show that out of 150,000 Germans 
who in the course of last year became 
liable to military service, considerably less 
than 1 £ per cent, were illiterate. Of the 
Wurtemburg recruits, every one, without 
exception, could both read and write ; and 
it was only m the eastern provinces and 
districts of Prussia that anything approach­
ing to an unsatisfactory educational 
average was observed.

The question whether money found in a 
shop belong! to the keeper of the place or 
the finder is often disputed. A writer in 
the Pharmaceutical Record relates that a 
customer m a drug store once picked up a 
dollar note from the fl >or between two 
parallel counters. He inquired if any one 
in the store had lost it, aud, finding they 
had not, he appropriated it. Hia claims 
to it being dit-puitd, tbe case waa submitted 
to a lawyer, wbo said : “ The open pat-sage 
between the two counters waa dedicated to 
the public, not ia fee simple, but as a high­
way which they were mvited to occupy for 
purposes of truflio.” So the finder kept the

and diffuse themselves. The London 
Lancet thinks that some such study would 
be useful now to teach British soldiers, and 
especially British politicians, the useless­
ness of waging war against the overpower­
ing forces of nature. It is an exciting 
political question just now whether the 
Soudan should be permanently occupied 
or not. There will be ample British 
blood shed, aud slaughter enough 
of the eemi-civilizsd races of the 
Soudan low struggling with religious 
fanaticism over this question. Our con­
temporary does not doubt the ultimate 
triumph of British arms in the field, but it 
does doubt the possioility of any perma­
nent occupation of the Soudan. No Euro 
pean r&oe has y et succeeded in colonising 
the valley of the Nile. All attempts to 
propagate Europeans in this district have 
failed, though every civilising nation has 
tried it in turn. The people now are the 
same as in the days of tbe Pharaohs, and 
bo they will remain, whatever statesmen 
and warriors may desire to the contrary. 
Natural laws affecting the diffusion of races 
will not yield to military or political exi­
gencies. The sooner this truth is realiz.d 
the better. It was an axiom of the great 
Napoleon after his Egyptian campaign not 
again to wage war with a desert.

Woman’s Suffering nod Belief.
Those langui 1, tiresome sensations caus­

ing you to feel scarcely able to be on your 
feet ; that constant drain that is taking 
from your system all its former elasticity 
driving the bloom from your cheeks ; that 
continual strain upon your vital forces, 
rendering you irritable and fretful, can 
easily be removed by the use of that mar­
vellous remedy, Hop Bitters. Irregulari­
ties and obstructions of your system are 
relieved at once while the special cause of 
periodical pain are permanently removed. 
None receive so much benefit, and none are 
so profoundly grateful and show such an 
interest in recommending Hop Bitters as 
women.

A E*<»6ial Card «tory,
I was affected with kidney and urinary 
Trouble—
** For twelve years 1”
After trying all the doctors and patent 

medicines Ï oouid hear of I used two bottles 
of Hop

“ Bitters ;”
And I am perfectly cured. I keep it 
“ All the time !” respectfully, B.F. Booth, 

Saulsbury, Tenn.—May 4, 1883.

Tree# in the Far North.
Popular impressions are often far from 

the truth, and m regard ta the arctic 
regions they are undoubtedly so. A tree­
less land would be, in the opinion of mobt 
people, the idea which would suggest itself 

regard to tne regions in question. 
Yet this, though true, id not all tne truth. 
Within the arctic oiicie are found trees 
often forming considerable, though stunted, 
forests. In eastern Siberia pines and 
other trees come down almost to the 
water’s edge, while all over western Siberia, 
arctic Russia aud Lapland the tree limit 
runs within the arctic circle ; trees extend 
even to tne North Capa. In Greenland 
we find, even in the most southerly part 
of it, no herbage more worthy of the 
name of tree tuan the stunted hired 
which, in the more sheltered valleys of 
that country, equally inappropriately 
named with Iceland, attains the propor­
tion of little shrubs ; and it is not until we 
come to the milder latitude of the Pacific 
that the tree line, which has described a 
southerly curve iu the cold regions of cen­
tral North America, again rises to the 
north, and until we reach the shores of 
Behring Strait we find nothing which we 
can dignify by the name of trees. The 
wooded banks of the Yukon River in 
Alaska touch the arctic circle, and forests 
of white spruce are formed on the Noatak, 
a river which infringes cu the arctic circle. 
Iu Lapland the spruce ceases at the 68th 
parallel, and Scotch fir at the 69th ; but 
in Norway, probably owing to the
warm gulf stream, which sweeps
along the coast and into the arctic sea, 
at least as far as Nova Zambia, we find 
forests of Scotch firs 60 feet high as far 
north as Altenfjord, and birches 45 feet 
high in an equally northern latitude. In 
latitude 70 deg. 28 min. the hardy Scotch 
fir still maintains its ground, though the 
spruce fails a degree or so further south. 
In the vicinity of Hammerfest, in Lap- 
luna, in 70 deg. 45 m. N., there are dwarf 
alders and aspens, t ird cherries, rasps and 
currants. Iu the Scandinavian peninsula, 
probably also owing to the warmth which a 
tea in addition to a current of higher 
temperature affords, barley io cultivated 
as far north as the 70th parallel, the 
latitude of Cisco Island on the Greenland 
coast.

California prejud.ee against the heathen 
Chinee is latest illustrated in a cruel trick 
played upon Mr. An Gjw, or, in more ele­
gant English, Mr. Alphonse, who is a 
genuine Chinaman playing a part in the 
*■ Danites ” iu a San Francisco theatre. In 
the second act, when pursued by the miners, 
he attempts to hide by pulling a barrel 
over hia head and shoulders and squatting 
upon the floor. When extricated tne blood 
was streaming down his face from an ugly 
scalp wound caubed by a projecting nail. It 
was found that some one, supposed to be a 
stage hand, had driven three sharp-pointed

beautiful simple child, all I ict0 tbe bafrel in e“ob a tbat tbe 
world's ways, ignorant of !LbmamaQ could scarcely eeoape serious

the enormity of her fault, or believing 
that her great ,'ove condoned it. How 
hardly, how cruelly he had judged her, the 
girl-wifd he had taken before God, “for 
better for worse.”

“ I have not kept my vow,” he said to 
himself, and Beatrix, who thought him 
hard and stern, wondered at the softness of 
hie voice as he replied ;

“ I forgive you freely, Mrs. Wentworth, 
and, indeed, I sometimes wonder if there is 
anything to forgive. My wife made me 
very happy. I erred when in my hardness 
I refused to forgive her. Bui for my hard, 
suspicious nature that made me impute 
mercenary motives to her, I should have 
pardoned the child’s fault. But I was 
cruelly hard. It ia uo wonder she refuses 
to forgive me.”

“ Refuses I” Beatrix echoed, with a start 
of wonder, aa she gazed into hia pale, 
agitated face.

" I spoke in tbe present tense, as if 
Liurel really existed. A mere slip of the 
tongue, Mrs. Wentworth,” he said, with 
assumed carelessness.

“ Ah ! if only he knew the real truth ! 
But I can see that he is deeply repentant, 
and I foresee ajoyful reconciliation between 
him and bis beautiful g.fted wife,” said 
Beatrix to herself, hopefully.

In a little while Cyril Wentworth came 
in. It was but a distant greeting the two 
gentlemen gave each other. Cyril thought 
that Mr. L 3 Roy had treated hia erring 
bride hardly and unjustly, and he could 
not be cordial to him, for pretty Laurel’s 
sake—and on the other hand St. Leon 
remembered how jealous he had been of 
this handsome young mau in the days before 
he learned the truth about his wife. The 
old dinlike and resentment lingered with 
him unconsciously still. He took leave 
very soon after Cyril’s entrance, promising 
to meet them later in the ball-room or the 
parlors.

“ Now, I am going to introduce you to 
Mrs. Lynn,” said Beatrix to her husband. 
“ You will escort her to the ball-room, and 
papa will take me.”

She led him to Laurel’s apartment, and 
watched him closely as he bowed before 
the gifted authoress whose writings he 
admired so muoh. Cyril was almost dumb 
with surprise and admiration. It was 
some time before he recovered himself 
sufficiently to ffer her hia arm to conduct 
her to the ba., room.

“ Well, Cyril, what do you think of her?” 
Beatrix asked him eagerly, as soon as she 
found a chance te hang U(cn his arm apart 
from the rest.

He looked fondly down into the fair 
face.

“ You must not be jealous of my opinion, 
my darling,” he said. “ Of coarse you are 
the sweetest, fairest woman on earth to 
me. But Mrs. Lyon is the most beautiful 
as well as tbe most gifted one I ever met.”

It was eloquent praise, but somehow 
Beatrix looked disappointed. He read it 
plainly on the fair mobile face.

“ Is there anything more that I ought to 
say about your favorite ? ’ he inquired, 
laughingly.

(To be ooutlnned.)

One of the longest courtships on record 
was happily terminated with a marriage at 
Harrisouvilie, N. J., a few days ago, the 
parties being Hiram J. Cheeaeman, of that 
place, and Miss Eve M. Thomas, of Clay­
ton. The couple had been 41 keeping 
company” continuously for twexUy-eight 
years.

Lord Wolsiley ii » teetotaller.

injury. And while Mr. Gow was in agony, 
McKee Rankin, his manager, was justly 
indignant.

Miss Sartorius, in her book on the Sou­
dan and Egypt, says : “ Every village has 
its pigeon houses, looking like great mud 
cones, and in the evening the owners go cut 
and call them m. But when a man wants 
to get hold of extra pigeons, instead of call­
ing them be frightens the pigeons away. 
They do not understand this, keep circling 
above and swoop down now and then 
toward their boutes. Oiher pigeons, see­
ing this commotion, join them, and as soon 
an the man sees there are enough he hides. 
The whole of the birds, old aud new, then 
go into the house, aud the man returning 
shuts them in. This would be a fine busi­
ness if it were not that all of them do the 
same thing, and, therefore, each gets 
caught in his turn. They know this per­
fectly well, but no Egyptian fellah oould 
resist the temptation of cheating his 
neighbor."

People who lay down carpets across the 
pavement for the convenience of their 
guests will do well to note the case of 
Watson against Ellis, decided in England 
by Lord Coleridge and Mr. Justice A. L. 
Smith, on appeal from the Bloomsbury 
County Court. Colonel Ellis gave a dinner 
party in Portland place, and laid a strip 
of carpet from his house to the roadway 
for the benefit of those bidden to the feast. 
Mrs. Watson fell over the carpet and hurt 
herself, and a jury awarded her £50 
damages. The Colonel appealed, but the 
decision was upheld, the Lord Chief Justice 
remarking that the public had an uncon­
trollable right to use the highway, and that 
those who laid down carpets thereon must 
tike the consequences. As Lord Coleridge 
observed, this adds a new terror to dinner 
parties, or rather to the responsibilities of 
those who give them.

Practical jokes are oat of d»„e, and gen­
erally exhibit a great lack of originality, as 
well as of a sense of propriety, in their 
perpetrators ; but an exception to this 
general disapproval may fairly be made in 
favor of the individual at Warwick whose 
fun took the form of a government injunc­
tion against all time-pieces, large and 
small, which persisted in bearing twelve 
figures on their faces instead of twenty-four. 
He issued a bogus notice headed, “ The 
Clocks and Watches Act, 1885,” and bear­
ing the royal arms, warning tbe public that 
all persons exhibiting a clock or timepiece 
in any public place, hotel, inn, etc., must 
within fourteen days from the date hereof, 
have the dials and works altered to the new 
code, under certain serious penalties. War­
wick is one of the most old-world towns in 
England, though connected with civiliza­
tion, in tne shape of Leamington, by a 
tramway, and tbe indignation aroused 
among tbe honest burghers by this high- 
handed proceeding is said to have been 
considerable. There is no doubt that Mr. 
Gladstone came in for a full share of their 
objurgation.

The year before the Franoo-Prussian war 
General A. von Rood, Prussian Minister of 
War, caused to be published and jointly 
edited with Oscar Pesohel a treatise on 
ethnology. He had been mainly instru­
mental in the creation of the new German 
military system, and desired to cultivate in 
the German army a knowledge of the 
natural lawi by wh&oh races tend to spread

Bradford, Pa, May 8,1875.
It has cured me of several diseases, such as 

nervousness sickness at the stomach, monthly 
troubles, etc. I have not seen a sick day in a 
year since I took Hop Bitters. All my neigh­
bors use them. Mrs. Fannie Green.

$3,000 Leal.
‘ A tour to Europe that cost me $3,000 done 

me less good than one bottle of Hup Bitters ; 
they also cured my wife of fifteen years’ nervous 
weakness, sleeplessness and dyspepsia.”

R. M., Auburn, N.Y.

So. Bloomingvidle, O., May 2, ’79. 
Sirs,—I have been suffering ten years, and I 

tried your Bop Bitters, and it none me more 
good than all the doctors.

Miss S. S. Boone.
Baby Saved.

We are so thankful to say that our nursing 
baby was permanently cured of a dangerous 
and protract* d constipation and irregularity of 
the bowels by the use of Hop Bitters by its 
mother, which at the same time restored her to 
perfect health and strength.

—The Parents, Rochester, N.Y,

IS" None genuine without a bunch of green 
Hops on the white label. Shun all the vile, 
poisonous stuff with “ Hop " or " Hops ” in their 
name.

Successful Experiments have been re­
cently made at Cinciunati with the new 
electric railway brake. The trial was made 
with a heavy coal train of ten care, each cat 
weighing, empty, about eleven tons and 
having a tonnage capacity of 40,000 pounds. 
The loaded train, with fall steam on, was 
put to a speed of 48 miles per hour on a 
down grade of 68 feet to tbe mile, and 
brought to a dead stop in 37J seconds after 
putting on tbe brake, the instance run in 
that time being 445 yards, exact measure­
ment.

.{iiRck Advertise menl*
Are rapidly beoctiling a nuisance, and we 
think it be hooves publishers to examine 
into the merits of many articles puffed up 
in their columns. We do not deny that 
many meritorious remedies are properly to 
ba classed under this heading. Take tbe 
hundreds and thousands relieved from 
severe suffering by the use of Poison's 
Nerviline, would it not be unreasonable to 
expect them to oo-demn that far-famed 
remedy ? Now we know for a fact that 
Poison’s Nerviline is without exception the 
most powerful, pleasant and certain remedy 
iu the world for pain. It oannot fail, for it 
goes right to the bottom of paio, penetrates 
to the nerves, soothes them into quietness, 
and affords prompt and permanent relief. 
Nerviline is sold by all druggists. Sample 
only 10 cents. Try it.

Surf bathing has commenced in San 
Diego, Cal., and the whole town bathes 
every day in the tea.

Slow Pale Vou Are Ï

is frequently the exclamation of one lady 
to another. The fact la not a pleasant one 
to have to mention, but still the act may 
be a kindly one, for it sets the one addres­
sed to thinking, apprises her of the fact 
that she is not in good health, and leads 
her to seek a reason therefor. Pallor is 
almoet always attendant upon the first 
stages of consumption. The system is 
tnfee’ led, and the blood is impoverished. 
Dr. Pierce's “ Golden Medical Discovery” 
will act as a tonic upon the system, will 
enrich tbe impoverished blood, and restore 
roses to the okeek.

Maine proposes to go for the drinker as 
well as the seller and to punish him by 
imprisonment for the first offence.

Cîorn Kai.lug.

It may surprise the good people of Can­
ada to learn that the a >ru crop has been 
immensely increased iu Canada. No doubt 
the N. P. people will claim this as 
product of protection, lu’ Putnam's Pain­
less Corn Extractc r «loi e is entitled to 
all the credit. It iai=e more corn to the 
acre than anything else the world can 
supply. Safe, sure end painless. Take no 
eubstitute. Only 25 cents. Try your hand. 
A good crop guaranteed. Beware of flesh- 
eating substitutes. N. C Poison & Co 
proprietors, Kingston,

General Grant's physicians have decided 
not to perform the difficult operationwhioh 
has been contemplated on account of the 
patient's lack of vital power.

“ * l.ove Her Belter than Idle."

Well, then, why don't you do something 
to bring back the rosee to her cheeks and 
the light to her eyes? Don’t you see she 
is suffering from nervous debility, the 
result of female weakness ? A bottle of Dr. 
Pieree's “ Favorite Prescription" will 
brighten those pale cheeks and send new 
life through that wasting form. If you 
love her, take heed.

The natural gas companies of Pittsburg 
have spent $3,500 000 on their plant and 
bava pipa lines extending 210 miles ; but 
with all this redundant enterprise they 
have not the sharpness to discover a way 
to prevent their odqrless commodity from 
leaking out of the pipes and to stop the 
daily explosions.

-----Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com­
pound strengthens tbe stomach and kidneys 
aud aids digestion. Is equally good for 
both sexes.

New York tradee people, says Town 
Topiet, complain that they have greater 
Difficulty ttia year in collecting their 
accounts agsiist delinquent fashionables 
than they had dating the year just closed. 
A bright man at one of the clubs the other 
evening summed the whole matter up by 
ssyiog: “ A member of Nsw York society 
must either have wealth or the appearance 
of is.”

If you have oatarrb, 
remedy—Dr. Sage’s.

use the sures

The British brewers last year paid $45,. 
000.000 in taxes and exported more than 
17,800,000 worth of beer.

LYDiA E. PINKHAM’e
* VEGETABLE COMPOUND
* » * „ * IS A POSITIVE CURF * . * , '
For all of those Painful Complaint# no*
* * Weaknesses so common to our beet * ‘
* ♦ * « * FEMALE POPULATION.* # # x

Ir WILL CURE ENTIRELY THE WORST FOR* OF Fl
male Complaints, all Ovarian troubles, 1* ‘
F L ANIMATION AND ULCERATION. F ALUNS AND Dit 
PLACEMENTS, AND THE CONSEQUENT SFINAL WlAF 
NESS, AND T9 PARTICULARLY ADAPTED TO TB*
Change or Lite. *,**•**„
* It will dissolve and expel Tumors from th« 
Uterus in an early stage of development. Te>
TENDENCY TO CANCEROUS HUMORS THERE 13 CHBCXXT 
VERY' SPEEDILY BY ITS USB. # 4 * * #
* It removes F.MXTNE99. Flatulency, destroy!
ALL CRAVING FOR STIMULANTS, AND RELIEVES Wea*
ness of the Stomach. It cures Bloating, Hea? 
aciie, Nervous 1 ‘rostrayion.-General Debiliti 
Depression and Indigestion. * * * * -
* That feeling of Bearing Down, causing Pais 
Weight and Bacrache, is alway's permanent^ 
cured by its use. ******#-
* It Will aï all times and under a?.t. circus
STANCES ACT IN°IIARMONY WITH THE LAWS TEA* 
GOVERN THE FEMALE SYSTEM. * * # • f
* PURPOSE is SOLELY FOR THE LEGITIMATE
HEALING OF DISEASE AND THE RELIEF OF PAIN, AJTD 
THAT IT DOES ALL IT CLAIMS TO DO, THOUSANDS 01 
LADIES CAN GLADLY TESTIFY. "C& * * * *
* * Lon the cure of Kidney Complain** nr
EITHER SEX THIS REMEDY IS UNSURPASSED. • « 
e LYDIA E. PINKHAM’S VEGETABLE COMPOUND k 
prtparvd at Lynn, Mass. Price $1. Six bottles for Si 
Soid b<j all druggists. Sent by mail, postage paid, in for» 
of Pills or L-zonges on receipt of price s» above. Mît 
Pin:cham’s “Guide to Health” will be mailed free to to? 
Lady sending sti-mp. Letters confidentially ansWertd.1 
rrin.'Sl'vnyTQh®Tid 1x1 wItJKV,t LYTUA F.‘ PINKHUPI 

Torpidity of ^e Liver. 2d cents pw box. * r ♦ ç
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WINCKLER
PATENT

SELF-VENTING PGUP FAUCET
The simplest and best in the market. Price $ 
Address 68 Hugh son street south Hamilton.

RENNIE’S SEEDS are TNE BEST!
! Illustrated Catalogue for 1885 I
■ Containing description and prices of the choicest I
I FIELD, GARDEN & FLOWER SEEDS!
g Mailed free. Every Pirnirr and Gardener should I 

i copy before ordering seeds f< r the coining!
vanada In

EYE. EAR AND THROAT.
T)R. G. 9. ryerson.l.r. o.p.
-J-y 8. 8., Lecturer on the Bye, Ear and Threat 

College, Toronto. Oculist and 
to the Toronto General Hospital, late 

RnSiféiîi A?!lstan.1 goynl London Ophthalmic 
ShEJi ia1, Moorefield s and Central London 
Throat and Bar Hospital. 17 Cburoh titrer t 
Toronto. Artificial Human Eyes

COKSUiPTSON.I haw -I po« -Its rea.edy for the show diaoMe; hr It.
Indeed, »o ttroig to'mÿ SttLIn Its efficacy, that I will send TWO BOTTLES FREE to- 

* VALUABLE TREATISE on t h i s 
*ny bofferer. Give Sxptvss and P. O. addres.

DR. T. A. fc>LOCUM, 181 Pearl St.. New To*

R. U. AWARE
THAT

Lorillard’s Climax Plug
bearing a red tin tag ; that Lorillard’s 

.. It o»e Leaf fine cut, that Lorillard’s
5 lipping#, and that Lorillard’s Snuffs, are 

tne;ixj£,t and cheapest, quality considered ?

PLAf ’E to seorre a Basins is 
Bdncatton or Spencerian P* n 
manehip at the SMsHt KB
IAS nm.) x, %

f’ttvwrile.a-e ?*•«.»

LECTURERS

* • >. .
Uv. *•

.'•* * 4
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