grow reconciled in time,”

- Lo r T

= HEARTHSTONE.

would be, It tested his phillosophy somewhnt
sorely, and he loft her with singulur reluctance.

“If I had any faith in presentimonts,” he
thought, as he tovk the traltt ut Parls for the
stage of his Journey. 1 xhould nlmost think I
had left my darling in some danger; but it cun
be nothlug except that L am dopressed by the
possibllity of what nuty have happened to Ku-
geue.”

Strangely enough, whien he was some twenty
miles on the way, he recollected the reeent
meeting with Everard Grantley, and wans trou-
bled by it for n moment., Then he smiled nt
Mmself for glving 1t o second thought.

Julln shed n few tears when Laurence wns
gone. It wus childish, perhnps, but then she
was a chiid In her wtlection; and It was the tiest
time since shie beenme bis wife that bhe had
cver left her fora day. The maore she thonght
of it the more strange L seemed that he should
undertiuke u journey to Euglund, and leave lier
bebind in n strange pliuce, whore she had.scear-
cely a speaking aequaintunce.

#We dan’t Like tt, do wo, Hruatus?” she sald
taking the hingo brute lnto her contidence 5 sand
he shndl not have bis dwan way anuther time.
We will go with htn."”

Brutus guve her his hairy paw by way of us-
setit, und looked ns Lhough he thoroughly syme-
pathized with her uuder the elrcumstanees. She
tritled away an hour or two over same gold
braid and purple velvet, which was by degrees
taking the shape of & smoking-cnp, such as no
man In hls senses could buve ventured to wear,
and then she laid it aside in tuvour of & book.

While she was deep In the middle ofn chapler,
Rachel enme In with & telegram nddressed to
Mrs. Drayton,

¢ It was brought by one of them commission-
arys, and I couldn’t understand a word of him,’”
sald the sturdy Sussex girl, « Why cenn’t they
talk English like o Christian, fustend of saying
slvoo pluy, and grinning and bobblng thelr
hewds down © Is it for you, plerse 2

Julln opened it, and clapped hor hands with
delight,

#Oh, yes, dear Rachel; get me my thick
travelling dress and my boots,  Mr. Drayton is
not golng without me, after all.  Ie missed the
train, and §s walting for the next; and he says
if I am quick I shall bein time to join him.”

s But you won't go by yourself, miss

Itachel, though she tried ber best to get ne-
customed to the change, used the old famihur
phrase as frequently as the other. It was dinl-
cult to realize thit her sweet young mistress had
attaltied the dignity of wifchood, und the title of
mpdam.

o iy myzelf: Why, yes, you simple girl; it
Is not an hour's journey in the brond daylight,
and my husband waiting for me in I'nris,”

The telegram contained just o few words, and
wias directed from Mr. Druyton, 23, Rue de Valle,
Turls,

s Misacd the irein,” 1 ran,  « Wil wait for you
heres Ifin time, we will yo together.”

‘Never did w lady make so rapid o toilet. The
Irench maid, upon whom Xachel looked as a
uatural and hereditary rival, gave little puthe-
tic shricks of dismay. She had no time for those
subtle fluishing touches in which the true femi-
nine artist delights, Jullu was thinking too
much of her husband to enre for the exact full
of 4 fold, or the position of a tlower.

Had she not been so preoccupled by the
thought of accompunying Laurence after all, 1t
might have oceurred to her us strange that the
telegram wasdelivered by o cemmissivnaire, The
message ltself, oo, was written ingood IEnglish,
and the writing done with a pencil, in n large,
reguatur, hand, did not scem ontirely unfumiliar;
but she did not dwell upon these detalls. Hav-
ing no suspicion of fraud, she went In perfeet
funoecence to her peril.

There was a porter at the door of the house to
whiah the message direeted her—n fuded thin
old man, with a wrinkled fuce, and a morsel of
ribbon on the breast of his shubby coat,

When Julin asked bim for Mr. Drayton he
hesitated for an instant, and then, appearing to
recolleet, gulded her to o door at the head of the
grand stalrease.  She knocked timidly, wonder-
tng what friends Lourence had in Paris, for she
had never heurd him speak of any.

The dvor was opened by somne one who stood
behind i, and closed agnin before she had taken
two steps fnto the room.  She looked round; ex-
pecting to seu her husband, and found hersolf
confronted by lverard Grantley.

In that single instant a eonviction that she
had been entrupped came upon her, and ghe
was overcome by a deadly fear. She trembled
at the passionate gaze he east upon her—the
pitylug, yet cruel, triumpli In bis eye.

¢ Mr. Grantley,” she faltered, « [ did not ex-
pect to see you here.” ’

“ I know you did not,"” was the qulct reply.

* Where is my husband 7

“By this time,” said Grantley, looking at his
watceh, « he must be nenr Calnjs, on his way to
England."

“RBut he sent for me.” .

sYour pardon. I sent for you. I wrote that
telegram, Julln, and saw 1t delivered. T wanted
to see you, and 1 knew there was no other way.
You must forgive me, my dear cousin, If I could
not forget you so castly as you did me. Come,
come, do not bu frightened. Yuu never found
me otherwise than gentle, and you never will,”

# Oh, Everard, et me go baek home,”

¢ My dearest Julla,” hie suld, with intense for-
your, ¢ youn must have a little pity on me. You
knew years ngo, chlid ay you were, how pas-
stonately 1 loved you, It was Iu your power
then to have turned the whole current of my
destiny, and T belleve you wonld have been
mlne, had not Laurence Drayton come between
us. Ile was my rival and my cnemy from the
first. “Had he never come in my way I should
never have buen tempted into such desperate
sin, for at the bottom of all that I have done
there was one purpose, one motive—love for
)'Oll."

“But,” she sald, with an appenling glance,

“though I liked you very much, you know, I-

could not care for you like that.”

“Fora loug time I hoped otherwise, It is
and was an ensy thing for you to say you liked
me very much, and did not eare for me ns Y
cared for you, You had your klo! in another—
I had no other then yourself. There is nothing
50 merciless ns an inditferent rogard ke yours.
When you gave ycursolf up to your love you
cnr(;:l veory Httlo for the torture you infiicted on
me. ’

*Why did you bring me hore, Everard,
me this now that it is too lute?”

s It is not too late.”

* Can I Huten to this now that I am Laurenco
Draytou's wife?” .

“8ay rather that you wuere,” ho sald, In a
volee as inexorably calm as the volce of destiny,
“for yon will nevor see him agaln. I have
risked too much for this to let you go now that
You arc here; and long bofore ho can return
from the false quest I have sont him on we
ahall be on our way to another land. :You are
mine, Julla now, my beautiful ndored one—youn

are mine for everi”

Terriblo - us was her danger, tho thought of
Laurence Drayton made ber brave, and she did
not faint or ory now that sho knew Grantley’s
purposo ; but he saw a -wblito look creep to her
very lips, and In his heart ho pitied her. :

* She loves him,” he thought; bitterly, sand
it will go hard with me at first; but she must

to toll

«Ifmore than earthly love or worship ean
muke you happy in the time to come,” he snid,
tenderly,  you will be very huppy. Iknow all
that you wouldsny. You wounld plead to me for his
suke, axk me to give you biek to him who has
heen my bitterest foe, aml in nothing so bitter
s that he hns robbed me for six whole maonths
of you. 1 count the yeurs before as nothing, for
yon were not his wife then "

“ You sny you love me,” she said, with prond
reproneh, ¢ und yet speak to e like this, with
shame it every word.”

“The world might say so, but I am too far
ottstde it, ton fur buyoud the prle of sorlely to
eare much, sinee the power to mako my own
happlness 1s in my grasp. There are many
places where a rleh Englistiman and his beauti-
ml young wife can lve unquestioned ; and a
woman is more the wife of him to whom she
belongs than to bim to whom she Is married,
It 1s peedless to look towards that door, Julla,
It 1s locked, atnd [ have the key in my pocket.
If r.nurence Drayton were on the threshold, he
could nat take you from me, for I would kiil
him.”

And he meant it every word, for there was
murder In Wis eye at the very thought,

« e will never find you,” he went on, ¢ or if
he does it will be at xome thne so far distunt
thut he eould not take yon back. I do not want
to tell you these things, Julle, except that you
may see how hopeless it is to think of returning
tohin, I want you to love me, and it will be
your own fault if I cannot win you with the ten-
derest devotion,”

s No more,” snld Jnlia. ¢ Ng more, in merey.
Oh, heaven save me from him, or let moe die!”

«1TIs it 80 hard u fate to be loved by me? You
know men’s nature better than you did, and
you must understand what depth of passion it
Is that made me take this step to win you.”

« I never thought you could be such a coward,
Everard. Think of the many years when Eu-
gene trented you as If you were hils brother, amd
now you take a poor revenge on n defenceless
girl.”
¥ « [ learned to tove you in those yenrs, Juilwe,
and on my soul no thought s further from me
than revenge at this present moment,”

Laurence Drayton's wife lookerd round the
chamber in despalr. I'roin the window there
was a view of the wide anil stately street, but
Grantley stood between that window and her.
self, The Arst stiock of terror had pussed, and
she had time to collect her thoughts. On one
thing her whole energles were centred. She
must escape.

« You must let me go,” she said, beating with

her small hand ngainst the door before he was
nware of her Intention, < I will not stay here.
Help!"
He sprung towards her with a muttored oath,
and lifting her ns if she wore » ¢hild, took her
Into the next room, where Margaret, who had
heard every word, sat In sorrowful silence. Julin
had fainted when he put her down,

«Tuke care of lier,” he sald, giving her to his
sister with one llngering kiss.  « I shall be gone
two hours making preparations, Sec that she
does not escnpe. Mark me, if you let her gomy
death will be at your door.”

{70 be eomtinued.)

ON ;BONNETS.

BY A SENTINENTAL YOUNG LADY.

Oh the bonnets of my girlhood—the kind I wore at
sehun

Iroally thought thom pretty—[ must have boona

vol,
And yet 1 used to think mysolf on hats » jaunty migs:
Porhaps 1 was, as fushion wont—but what was that

to this?

Oh, the lovely little paneake—the chnrming little mat.

1t makex my hend #o level, and o very, very fiat.

Oh « sistor’s love i charming. as everybady knows:

Auda Imud)sumu cousin's lovoe is uice (that is Lsup-
puose ;

And theloveof ntrue loverisn love thatennnot pnll—

But the luve of anow bonuct is the dearest love of all.

(R RGI81KRED in accordunce with the Cupyright aect
of 1863.]

IN AXTER-YEARS;
OR

FROM DEATH TO LIFE.

BY MRS, ALEXANDER ROSS,

CHAVPTLR XXV,

They walked along, the old man and Mar-
garet, the latter feeling on that lovely autumn
morning as she used to in her sweet spring
thue; to her the sky was more pure, the aic
purcr; the very sidewalk had an clastic spring
init.  Adam looked in admiration at the fuir
radiant face, and thought there was never one
50 beautiful; the old man sighed and  wished
in his heart Ernest De Vere would come back
ngnin,

All of a sudden, first one and then another
great boom of cunnon reut the air, the gay
Leat of drums, the sweet buglest call, the elash
of cymbals, came with sound and flush ; ove
all, the bells rung out loud and clear gleeful
notes of triumph; and the people shouted
cheer on cheer, hurmh! hwrrab ! for the con-
queror of India.

One of the regiments which had won such
world-wide honours in saving, not only Fng-
lund’s territory and honor as a nation, but her
people, had returned from Tudia, and the sol-
diers were riding down the street.

The street was filled with soldiers, pressing
the enthusiastic people, who were waving their
hats in the afr, to the sidewalk. Margaret
took refuge on the upper doorstep of one of the
shops, and stood there, with Adum’s tall Ggure
on the low step in front, keeping off the crowd.

On the soldiers came, amid the loud drums
and bugles, and the fluttering of flags, the Bri-
tish Lion, shot through and through, Laptized
with the deadly dew of Lattle.

Margaret looked up in the face of their
lender to meet the smiling: eyes of Ernest Do
Yere, outflashing in swift glad surprise her own
;;iplliftcd face, white and crimson from sheer de-

ght. - : :
- How swift it came, like & sudden flash, that
smile to her, only to her!
In every window along the street fair faces
beamed upon him, and Ince handkerchiefs were
freely waved; but what were theit beautiful
faces.to the conqueror riding there. Heo turned
away from their sparkling gems and radiant
oyes to the graceful head bent amid its pale
brown . curls, blushing to meet the flnshing of
the smiling eycs that looked on her, only her.
Margaret dwolt in dreamland, and lived on
that flashing look of glad surprige until—
whon ?—ayo—whon ?

CHAPTER XXYVI,

Arthnr Lindsay had not perished when the
#Sword " was Jost,  Two others berides hime
sulf were saved on that wild sea, each clung to
rome slight spur, Lut for which they too would
have found & namcless grave amid the corml
cuves, beneath the blue waves,

A Chinese privateer was the menns of saving
them, and foratime their lives were littie bet-
ter than that of slaves, until at first one made
his vrenpe and then another, Arthur Lindsay
buing the Inst. It wasa fnll yenr after hie vet
#ail from Britain that he found himself in Mel-
hourne, baving worked his wuy thither on a
Dutch ship, to which he had made his ercape
during the night. - On arviving at Melbourne
he at once sought the British Consul, who pro-
mised to assist him in obtaining employment
in Mclbourne or to advance him money to
bring him home.  He preferred remaining in
Melbourns,  The situntion he obtained wus a
Goverument one, and he now wrote to his
wife telling her of his eseape from both ship-
wreek and pirates, and asking her if she would
come out to Australin, where he felt sure he
would soon be able to retrieve his broken for-
tune, This letter she never received, but
Catchem did, who, after Mres. Lindsay's depar-
ture from the Isle of Wight, again assumed
his clerienl dress, and came in that costume
regulurly every week to ask for any letters
uddressed to Mrs, Lindsay and Miss Cuning-
hame, being at Inst rewarded for his persever-
unce by receiving the one Colonel Lindsay had
written from Melbourne,

To this Catchem replicd in a sorrowful
strain, telling Colonel Lindsay that a few
months after his departure for China, Miss
Cuninghamo was drowned by falling over the
side of the gangway of the steamer in coming
from Southampton, where she had only gone
fur a day or two; that her sister, whose health
had been very fecble rinece his departure, had
died of & broken heart in a few weeks after
Miss Cuning' ame's body had been found, and
both had been buried in one gravo: that the
furniture of the house t ad been sold to pay the
expenses of the funeral ; and thatboth the ser-
vants had gone to London.

Catchem signed the rhodomontade # Robert
B. Brown," giving the address ¢ Honeysuckle
Cottage ;" oficring to do anything in the way
of putting up a monument, or, in short, in any
way obliging Colonel Lindsay by correspond-
ence with him or otherwiso.

A courteous reply was received by Catchem
in the character of Robert B. Brown, Honey-
suckle Cottege,and there the matter ended.

Arthur Lindsay was now without hopein the
world, a weary-hearted man.  He possersed a
portruit of & girl jurt budding into womanhood,
a face of perfect beauty, the auburn hair, even
in the portrait, shining with gold.

At the back of the portrait, enclosed in
glass, were two curls of shining hair, the one
dark auburn, the other fuir and soft, as of &
child.

Arthur Lindsay would sit for hours gazing
on those locks of hair, that pictured fuce, until
his own durk hair way strenked with silver, and
deep furrowed lines of sorrow marked his
brow; the lines on bis heart ploughed far
deeper.  ,

A life among his kind was hateful to him :
and at Inst, to be away from human kin, he
purchased a great sheep-walk and went to live
on it himself, secing no one from year to year
but his own shepherds, or oceasionally n stray
truveller, who wus always sure of a hearty wel-
come,

He was no misanthrope, but he felt himself
glone in the world, and he cared not to mingle
among men with whom it scemed he had not
one feeling in comanon,  All others had & mo-
tive for their enterprise ; he had none.

His herds and mons-y inereased, until after
five year¥ residence in Australin he could
count the Intter by tens of thousauds,  Each
yenr scemed to dotble his wealth, wealth he
cared not for,  Those whom he bad loved and
wonld have Jubored for, he believed to be
above his power {o please or comfort.

Arthur Lindsay's sheep were the finest in
the district, und men came from far to pur.
chase part of his stock to improve their own.

A man who had been a settler in Australin
before Arthar Lindsay, but from one cause or
another, had never been able to do more than
live and keep a large family of children, came
to buy sheep,  Onc of those sudden hurricances
peculiar to the country came onj and Mr.
Duncan (such was the man's name) was fain to
accept of theinvitation tendered him to remain
a few days until the storm was over and the
roads again in o fit state to travel, R

The host and hiy guest became friends in
those few days; and as the evening of the
third day closed in calm and red, giving pro-
mise of line wenther and dry ronds in the mor-
ning, both telt loath to puart, Arthur Lindsay
saying:

@ I will fecl my solifary life more solitary
now, since I linve enjoyed a few days’ converse
with one of my own education, und more than
all, my own bent of mind *

® Why don't you turn your cffects into
mouney and go howme 2

¢ Becnuse [ am happicer here than 1 could be
at home,"”

« Then If you are determined {o pass your
life here you must marry.”

# 1 cannot do that cither.”

[ “'l,), '-)"

Arthur Lindsny took from his bosom his
wife's picture, and putting it into Mr. Duncan’s
hands, said :

& Beeause that is my love.”

« What & benutiful fuce,”

« 8.0 is dend.”

Mr. Duncnn raised his eyes to tho speakery
face. He was answered ; the man that looked
so could never marry another,

He turned the portrait over, looked at the
hair and then read, ¢ Agnes Cuninghame,
Haddon Casile,” which words were engmvcd
on the gold rim of the picture,

« Agnes Cuninghame,” repeated he aloud, I
have a curious reminiscence of a name like
that ; one of the gr atestunhanged villaing in
Scotland bears that name, Sir Richard Cuning-
hame of Haddon Castle, I once gave him a
fright and have oft n b ing sorry since I did
not warn .those he was plotting against, of his
villany.”

_« You are speaking of my wife's grandfather
will you tell me what you allude to 2
t I will,” snid Mr. Duncan, and he then de-
tailed all the reader js already aware of having
prssed between Mr, Duncan, vditor of the Pe.
teratown Journal, and Sir. . Richard Cuninghame
on tho occasion of the Baronet's visit to Poters-
town.

Arthur Lindsay seemed transfixed with hor-
ror.
# Oh I that I had known this nine years ago.

Trat wretched old man with his printed lics

has desolated my home and killed these two

girls

He now told his own story to Mr. Duncun

adding :

* I sh.Il go home nnd take this aspersion oft
my wifu and sister in law's memory ; you suy

you have not succeeded, will you take my sheep

farm on profits until I return, we cun then

make other armngements which will be satis-

ractory to both. 1 will return, 1 like this soli-

tary ‘life, it suits wmy isoluted sulitary posi-

tion.”

The arrungement was made, and in four
months and 1wo weeks from that time, Arthiur
Lindeny was in the Isle of Wight, asking the
clergyman who had shown him such kindness
when his child was lost, to shew him the
grave of his wife and sister,

# Your wife and sister did not dic here, 1
have never heard that they were dead.”

# Where then are they 7"

% Phey left this upwards of three yenrs since
and went to Southampton, 1 used to hear of
them occusionally through Doctor Hargreve,
the clergyman whose ininistrations they at-
tended there”

Southampton was reached by the next
steamer, and to Doctor Hargreve Colonel
Lindsay next betook himself.

That gentleman had left Southampton for
Canada two months previous.

He spent o week in Southampton going from
oue place to another, he found several who had
knowan them, some who now that they were
gone felt ashmned at having bern influenced
againat them by one whom they knew less of
than those he aspersed : and.all were anxious
‘tn aid him in his search ; noone knew whit':er
they bad gone, by the advice of Doctor Har-
greve they had not told their destinution to
anyone.

Do tor Hargreve was an unmarried mnan, he
had gone on a tour through Canudn and the
States, his curate was desirud to write to him
once a month and address his letters to New
York.

Colonel Lindsay wrote to Doctor Hargreve
requesting him to give information of his wife
and sister, and to wnd an answer to Colonel
Lindsay, St. James’ Club,

He now went to 1 ondon, and carefully ine
serted advertisements in all the leading news-
papers,such as either Agnes or Marguret would
at ouce understand and answer,

Having done this he went to visit Lady Mor-
ton in St. James' Square, she wasin Scotland,

His uext visit was paid to his six months
home where he had passed the happicst part
of his life, the villa at Bayswater ; there he
met Ernest De Vere, now Lord Crunstoun, who
himself was in search of Mrs. Lindsay and her
sister ; he told Arthur of his having scen Mar-
paret just for an instant, in Re.ent stecet,
guarded by Adam, of her looking more lovely
than ever,

This was three months aga, he had never
been ableto trace them yet ; although he had
made it his every day work.

Four mounths passed ¢re an answer came from
Doctor Hurgreve,—when it came Arthur Lind-
sny accompanicd by Ernest De Vere went to
Dukestreet, Oxford Street,

A stranger was in the house, Mr. Churchill
and her Jodgers hwd gone to the eountry to
live six months ago, she did not knew where.

¢ Did she know the lodgers 77

# No but she had seen them, two lndies, one
ubout twenty cight or thirty, the other & fair
onu about nincteen or twenty ; they bad two
servants, o maid and an old man ; they werein
the house a night aud aduy aftee Mres. Churchill
lett ; she bought the furniture Mrs. Churchill
left in the house, she understood Mrs. Church-
ill went first, to prepare the place in the coun-
try for her lodgers.

# Have you any iden to what part of the
country they went 7"

o I have not,” the woman answered spreaking
sharply as if she was tired of being questioned,
# T dud not speak to the ladies, their mun see-
vant waited on their table and their muid on
their chnmber work, the man paid me when
they went away ; the yonng ludy bade me good
bye and wished me prosperity in the house, the

widow did not speak ; 1 bave told you all [
know about taem.”’

The womun guve a little push to the duor
which she held in her hand all the thue she
wpoke, she wanted to be rid of tucm, she had
nothing to tell.

They, I say they beeause Frnest De Vere

wits a8 anxious to find Mrs. Lindsay and her
sister asthe husband and brother was, they now
resortetd to & new system of ndvertising as their
only r souree, advi rtiscments which would tell
their own wle to Apnes and Margaret, and to
them only, were inserted in every provincial
paper within & hundred miles of Loudon, but
duys and weeks pussed without cliciting o re-
oly.
! Arthur Lindsay made many jotrneys, en-
quiring at eaeh Hotel If such people or of such
names had passed ihat way, all with like suc-
CUSK.,

He went through Eaton Sutton, spent the
nightin the Hotel, walked over the village, nnd
inanswer to all his enquiries was assured there
were no such namnes as Lindsay or Cuninghume
in the place.

When he and Ernest De Vore first  apoke on
the subject, he smiled at what he called the
fnint efforts made Ly the latter to find Margaret,
saying : .

« Beforo T am a mooth in England, T will
be in n house of my own with Agnes and Mar-
garet to keep me compauy.” .

Three months had passed and he knew as
little about their whercabouts as when he ar
rived in Xngland, :

They were at their wit's end, a5 a Inst re—
source they determinded to go to Inchdrewer
to sco Adam’s sister, it was possible she might
know his address ; the thought once engender.
od it scemed o certainty that they were now
upon the right track, and they asked each other
how they conld have been so stupid as not to
think of t*.is before,

To Scotland and Inchdrewer they went,
their first care being to see Adamn's sister, who
with her children still dwelt on the hill sheep
farm in Lord Crunstoun's deer forest.

The woman conld tell them nothing excopt
what thoy already know ; sho had not heard
from her brother for overa year, she fuared he
was dead. - o,

Hor nieco Mary Simpson was also in Mra,
Lindsay's service, she had not heard from eithor

of them, they had never been longor than six
months without writing before . -
Shedid not ask who her visitors were, and
they did not say, only begging of her when she
received a letter from her brother to shew it to
(Ii..luly Hamilton, which she promised to do, ad-
ing :

‘¢ I never expect to hear from Adam or my
niece cither agnin, if they had been alive they
_won,l,d never have been so long without writ-
ing.

*“ But if you do hear you will send the letter
to Ludy Hamiltou ™

“ Pll do thut if I ever get o letter, but I'm

sore afraid, [ never will,?
The womnn's words spolcen with a soft rad
eadence fell on the ears listening to her like a
departing knell, they fenred some sudden and
terrible calamity had overtuken both mistress
aud servants,

To Lady Hamilton and her sister, Arthur
Lindsay repeated what Duncan of Pe'erstown
Journat had told himself, they listened with
finces telling too well the self accusation which
his story produced ; Lady Hamilton clasping
her hunds together ejaculated ¢ May the merci-
ful Lord forgive me.”

CHAPTER XXVII.

Margarot had been hard at work since the
day she sold her drawings, she had now several
others and during th - past day she had searcely
given herself o moment for repose in order to
finish a hend of Portin which she expected
would bring her in asum from which she could
atférd to deduct sullicicut to purchase an addi-
tion to her sister's wardrobe ; Margaret required
no new dress hers 1f, the dresses she had were
more than suflicient, but the widow's weeds
which Agnes wore required a renewal  oftener
than their slender menns could afford.

She was very tired when after ten o'clock she
put on thu dressing gown and sat down toread
in her own room buefure going to bed.

A light tap al the deoor and then it opened
just cuough to admit Mrs, ChurchiilP’s head.

* May I comu in Miss IFarquharson 2"

« Curtaiuly, come away.”

The good woman sat down and told her trou-
ble to one ever rendy to sympathize,

I come to tell you something, will pechaps
put you a little sbout, as 1 said to you before
I'm muking little or notting of the house, I
have not enough of reom, and rents in London
are such a heavy item, I am going to the coun-
try, down to Fuaton Sutton where my  sister's
and their fumilies live, 1 have a house of my
own there and all I make will be found money ;
here it tukes nenrly all 1 make to pay iy rent
and tuxes.!!

“ 1 am very sorry you are going away, we
like so much to live in your house, it is so or-
derly and quiet we have been more comfortable
since we cume here than ever we were sinee
we purted with our little cottage in the Isle of
Wight.”

“ Well now 17 exclaimed the woman in a
tone of pleased surprise, as her eye fell on a
portrait of littlo Willie which Margeret con-
stantly wore aud in undressing bad taken oft
and placed upon the toilettable il this is not
my nicee Mury Brown's little Master Willic ns
shie cully him,” she lifted the picture as she
spoke examining it closely, and Inughing asshe
continued 4 deed it's just his own self, white
hat, red featherant all”

Margaret was strangely agitated ns the wo-
mun spoke and asked ;

“ To whom du you allude, what Master Wil-
lie do you speak of

# 1¢s n little boy—deed he's a nice big boy
by this time, he must be nearly seven years old
—that my nicve Mrs. Brown got from s geu-
tlemnan in London to take care of, over four
yeurs ago, and when I last saw her sister three
weeks ago, he hud uever come to see after the
child or ns much as sent a letter to ask if he
was dead or living and this picture of yours is
as like Master Willic as two pins, the very
sume embroidered body to bis white frock, the
same benutiful loug curls, the very eyes he has
in his head, ivs just Master Willie and no one
else 3 poor Muary is sure he's o Lord's child aiml
she would go cruzy with anger it auy one would
call him Willie withuut putting the master to
it ; bnt we think th: father is dead, and he
told her when he gave ber the cuild, that the

mother was dend, and that was why he gave
him to her to tuke enr of § 5o if that's the way
fie'll bea poorman like oursclves.”

* What is his Fathers nutne 2
i % That's more than we can tell, Mary never
saw him until she met him in the street, and
very curious hie did not tell her his name, or (he
child’s cither for that matter, only just asked
her if she would take care of him and take him
to the country 5 hegave h ra good litte sum
of money then but she has never s en the
colour of his coiu since, and i he's dead she
never will?

¢« This is & most extraordinary story,” said
Murgaret 4 yousuy the child was dressed exact-
ly like this portrait amd the face exactly like:
this also 2"

# Yus everything the very same; I was there
the morning Mary came home in the mail
couch, and the child’s face couldn’t be liker to
that picture than it was that day, when she
took him out of the gentleman’s plaid he was
wrapped up in; und that’s just the very smme
white hat und loug red feather aud the loug
curly hair ; there couln'’t be two children liker
to cach otherin this world than Master Willie
and that picture,”

# Now tell me how the child was given to
her P

“ Just by o man or the street as I told you
before ; she never saw or heard of him after?

Murguret's heart beat hard und quick.

“ Do you kuow tie time of the year she got
the child ™

« I do that very well, Mary cume homeo with
the boy the very day before L left Iinton Sutton
to scttle in London, she came liome on the
twenty-second of May early in the morning
with the mail conch, and sho started at cight
o'clock the night before ; the gentleman puid
for her teain a restaurant, and brought the
child in a cab and took Mary and him both to
the coach and put them in, so that wason the
twenty first of May four years ago and this is
the end of July, so that makes four years aud
twomonths. .
Margavet's heart almost stood still, on the
twentieth of May in the aamo year their own
darling little Willie was lost ; lost, could it be
he was only lost, notdrownctf as evory one be-
lieved he had been,—if ho had only been lost
or stolen, and some one brought him to Lon-
don there would have been timo to do 5o be-
foro the evening of the twouty-first ; but why,




