“BEACON LIGHTS”

BY EMILIT S1ARCHFIRLD,

STORM AND SUNSHINE,
* Giather thistles, expect prickies ™

T was a dull day in November, and out at sca a fog was
I coming on. .\ group of tishermen stood by the door of
tho Threa %50”6, 8010 t:s?king, some listeninvg, »ll interested
in tho theme of their discourse. Ol in the distaace, n vessel
had boen dis-

BEACON LIGHTS.

somothing painful in the way in which she listered, something
cqually painful in the strained gazo of her eyvs, as she
watched, ag it wore, the words from the men's mouthy,
"That she was a woman of deep passion you conld not doubt ,
for thore was an intensity in her very attitude, which could
not he mistaken.

““Constance ! Why, you are not cven dressed, and the
ong has sounded these live minutes or more ! 1 have heen
coking for you everywhere,” and a tail, fair man advanced
to where she sat, and raising her head m both his Lands,

gazed fondly down upon her troubled countenance, Then
, the light camo back into the full, dark orbs, and the colour
'la‘\ﬁ] llpnn

cernod In the
earlior part of
the day; it
had not then
passed a dan-
ger us point
which lay in
itscourse,and
the qnestion
now was —-
would ft cast
anchor and
wait for the
maorning, or
would it goon
its w-y—on,
to certain
death, for
with the fog
enciroling the
rocksnoother
result could
scarce be ima-
gined ? True,
the red gleam
of the light-
house would
burn all the
night, in fact,
it was vurn-
mgnow ; but,
then, vessels
hael been lost,
and they saw
noreasonwhy
this one
should pass
in safety, pro-
vided the
crewgstill
willed to let
her move on-
ward, Oppo-
site the Throe
Bells stood a
tall, red
houes, a man-
sion in size
and appoint-
ments, with
trees and
shrubs grow-
ing in grace-
ful profusion
here and
there about
the grounds

her check;
for was not
this the hus.
band  whom,
Gad helpher*
she was lov.
irg, cven het.
ter than her
own sl

CShall
not do as 1
am”” and
riging, she
shoak out the
folds of her
heavy velvit
robe, and
looked proud-
ly into his
face.

N e, yeo,
come along,”
and with one
arm  encir-
cling her
waist, he led
her away.,

Reginald
Westbrook
was a light.
hearted man,
and as he
chatted on
during  dm.
ner, he scarce
noticed that
Constance
seemed
strange anil
pre-occupied:
true, she di!
not § talk a
great deal,
but these
light-hearted
folks, 1 the
wmatn, care
only for good
listeners, and
so her silence
passed nuuob-
served by
him. But
when the ser-
vanis were
gone  away,
and she stole
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which sur-
rounded it.
The sea washed up in front to the very boundary wall,
on a part of which a small observatory had been formed,
open on all sides to the mighty sea winds, and with
only iron chains to prote # those who stood upon it
from being, in times of tempest, blown down upon the
sands below. The left side of the house was very near to
the road—the road, 1 mean, in which the fishermen atood
talking—and at onc window, which was slightly raised, so that
the men's voices floated even into the room beyond, sat a
lady, Constance Westbrook, the rightful mistress, as was

“A group of fishe.men stood by the door of the Three Bells.”

"been his highest aim to malie her so.

softly to his
side, he fan-
cied from her manner that there war something amiss. She

' laid her head upon his shoulder so -vearily, and sighed so

heavily too, that he was almost alarmed ; for, till now, he
had fancied her so supremely happy, and, indeed, it had ever
¢ (Vhat 13 it, darling?” o

¢¢ Nothing,” and she laid he. cheek against his. He turned
her face with his hand towards his owp, and kissed over and
over again the dainty lips which locked so inviting and sweet,

! and the colour once more flashed upou her chieek and the light

deemed, of the house itself and its surroundivgs. There was | of love and youth shone out from her inmost soul. “* Nothing,



