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(Continued.)

Our thanks are due to His Honor the
Chief Justice, for numerous copies of

Once more he paused, and his fine
eyes were full of bitter and self reproach

“Mother, that was the turning point in
my destiny. Looking back to that time
now, I can wish I had been struck dead
sooner than have hurried, as I did, that
impulsive, warm-hearted girl, into that
fatal marriags. Then, in all the burning
ardor of youth, I thought of nothing bus
the intoxicating happiness within my
grasp. I thought only of the present—
of the Soy, too intense, almost to be
borne—and I steadily shut my eyes to
the future. Had she known who I really
was, I knew she wonld have considered
me unworthy to touch even the hem of
her garment. All that day she remained
in her room; while I rode off to a neigh-
boring town to engage a clergyman te
unité us at the sppointed hour. Mid-
night found me waiting at the trysting-

place; and true to the hour eautiful
bride, brave in the ¢ of her love
and woman's faith M my honor, met me

there, alone.
“Two liorses stood waiting. I lifted
her into the saddle, sprung upon my own
_ horse; and away we dashed ata break-
ieck pace,to consummate our own future
nisery. She did not ufter a word; but
her face was whiter than that ‘of the
dead when I lifted her from her saddle
and drew her with me into the church.
“The great aisles were dimly lighted
by one solitary lamp, and by its light
we beheld the clergyman, standing in
full icals, to our mad
marringe. Robed in a dark, flowing
dress, with her white face looking out
from her damp, flowing midnight hair
I can see her before me as she stood
there, shivering at intervals with a strange
presaging of future evil.
“It was an ominous bridal, mother;
for as the last words died away, and
we were pronounced man and wife, the
harsh, dreadful croak of araven resound-
‘ed through the vast, dim church, and
the ghostly hird of omen fluttered a
moment over our heads, and fell dead at
ourfeet. Excited by the
that she was doing wrong; the solemn,
unlighbe:l, old church; the dread, mystic
hour—aJ proved too much for my little
child-wife, and with a piercing shriek she
fell fainting in my arms. Mother, the
unutterable reproach ot that wild, agon-
i ery will haunt me to my dyingday.”
o, words can describe the bitterness
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of his tone, the undying self-reproach

that filled his dark eyes as he spoke.

“We bore her to the vestry; but it was
long before she revived, and longer still,
before, with all. the seductive eloquence
of passionate love, I could sonthe her
“iet.” o,
agir have (done wrong—I
1" was her sorrowful,

w0 all'T could say.”
the clergyman, and rode
7psy youth and the high
ited for life now by the
of marriage. Now that
orate step was taken, even
aoment appalled at what I

ut I did not repent.

ks longer we continued in<’|

rly Hall; and no one ever
. that we* met other than as
casual acquaintances. Looking back
now on my pst life, those are the only
days of unalloyed sunshine I can remem-
ber in the course of my life; and she—
she, too, closed her eyes to the future,
and was’ for the time being perfectly
happy. :
“But the time came when we wére
_ forced to part. She went back to
school, while I returned to London. I
met her frequently at first; but her
father after a time began to think, per-
haps, that for the son of an exiled count
I was making too rapid progress in his
daughter’s affections, and peremptorily
ordered her to di i my acquaint
ance. Butshe loved me well enough to
disobey him; and though I saw she look-
"ed forward with undisguised terror to

the time when the revelation of our mar-

riage would be made, we still continued
to meet at long intervals. -

“So a year passed. One day, wishiiig

to consult her about something—we met
at an appointed trysting-place. She en-
tered the light chaise I had brought with
me, and we drove off. The horses were
half-tamed things at best, and in the
outskirts of the little village they taok
fright at something, and started OE gike
‘the wind. I strove in vain to ¥heck
them. Onfhey flew like lightning, until
suddenly coming in contact with a gar—
den-fence, the chaise was. overthrown,
and we were both flung violently out.

“I heard a faint cry from my compan-

- ion, and unheeding a broken arm, which
was my share of the accident, I managed
to raise her from the ground, where she
lay senseless, and bear her into the cot-
tage.
ed by an old widow, to whom I had once
rendered some slight service which secur-
ed her everlasting gratitude; and more
fortunately still, my companion had re.
ceived no injury from her fall, beyond a
slight wound in the head.

“ “Leaving her in the care of the old

"Woman, I went to the nearest surgeon,
had my wounds dressed, and my horses
disposed of until such time as we could
resume our journey. Then I returned to
the cottage; but found, to my great alarm
that my wife, during my absence had be-
come seriouly ill, and was raving in the
wild delirium of a burning fever.

“There was no doctor in the village
whose skill I could trust where her life
was concerned; and, half-mad with terror
and alarm, I sprang on horseback and
rode off to London for medical aid. But
with all my haste, nearly twelve hours
elapsed before I could return, accom-
panied by a-skilful though obscure phy-
sician,

“As 1 entered, the feeble wail of an
infant struck on my ear; and the first

object on which my eyes rested as I_

went in, was the old woman sitting- with

a babe in her arms, while  the child-

mother lay still unconscious as I had left
Y her.

“Mother, what [ felt at that moment
words can never disclose. Discovery
now seemed inevitable. She must wake
to the knowledge that he for whom she
had given up everything was a gypsy;
the* her child bore in its veins the taint-

Fortunately, the cottage was own- |-

of making all the atonement in my
power.

“The doctor had pronounced her ill-
ness severe, but not dangerous; and said
that with careful nursing she would soon
be restored to health. When he was
gone I turned to the old woman, and
inquired if she was willing to undertake
the care of the child. The promise of
being well paid made her readily an-
swer in the affirmative; and then we con-
cluded a bargain that she was to take
care of the infant, and keep its existence
a secret from every one, and, above all,
from its mother. For I knew that she
would never consent to give it up, and I
was resolved that it should not be the
means of dragging her down to poverty
and disgrace. ~

“During the next week, I scarcely ever
left the cottage; and when she was suffi-
ciently recovered to use a pen, she wrote
a few lines to the principal of the aca-
demy, saying she had gone to visit a
friend, and would not return for a fort-
night, at least. Asshe had ever beena
petted child, accustomed to go and come

surprise or suspicion; and secreted in the
cottage, she remained for the next two
weeks.

“The time 1 had dreaded came at
last. My better nature had awoke
since the birth of my child; and I .re-
solved to tell her all, cost what it might,
and set her free. Mother, you can con-
ceive the bitter humiliation such a con-
fession must have been to me—yet I
madé it.. 1 told her all: how basely I
had deceived her; how deeply I bhad
wronged her. In that moment, every
spark of love she had ever felt for me
was quenched forever in her majestic
indignation, her scorn, and utter con-
tempt. Silently she arose and con-
fronted me, white as the dead and
superb in her withering scorn. All the
pride of her proud face swelled in her
breast, in a loathing tdo deep and in-
tense for words; but those steady dark-
ening eyes, that seemed scintillating
spark of fire, I will never forget.

“‘Here we must part then, Reginald
Germaine; and on this earth we must
never meet again!” she said, in a voice
steady from its very depth of scorn.
‘Of the matchless wrong you have done
me, I will never speak. If one spark of
the honor you once professed still lin-
gers in your breast, be silent as regards
the past. You have forever blighted my
life; but the world may never know
 what we were once to each other. It
.money is any object,—and her beautiful
Jip curled with contempt to intense for
words—*‘you shall have half my wealth
—fhe whole of it, if you will—if it only
buys your silence. I will return to
schoel, and try to forget the unutterable
degradation into which I have sunk.’

“Mother, mothér ! such was our part-
ing—in scorn and hatred on one side; in
utter despair and undying remorse on
the other. That day, she returned to
school; I fled to drown thought in the
maddening whirl and tumult of London;
and we have never met since. She is
unmarried still, and the reigning belle of
every gilded saloon in London; but I
know she never will, never can, forget
the abyss of humiliation into which I
dragged her down. . For her sake, to in-
sure her happiness, I would willingly
end this wretched existence, but that |
must live for what is so dear to'the
gypsy heart—revenge! With all her

ing that she is the wife of a convicted
felon, God and her own heart alone will
ever know.”

He threw himself into a seat, and
shading his face with his "hands, sat
silent; but the convulsive heaving of his
strong chest, his short, hard breathing,
told more than words could ever do,
what he felt at that moment. “

“To tell you this story, to commit my
child to your charge, I wished to see you
to-night, mother,” he said, at last, with-
out looking up. “She does not dream of
its existence, she was told it died the
hour of its birth, and was buried while
she was still unconscious. In this pocket-
book you will find the address of the wo-
man who keeps it; tell her the count—
for as such she knows me—sent you for
it. Take it with you to Yetholm, mother,
try to think it is your son, Reginald, and’
forget the miserable convict whom you
may never see more.”

Still no reply, but oh, the fixed burn-
ing gaze of those spectral eyes of fire!

“Mother, you - must leave me now,” he
said, “for the few hours that are left me,
I would like to be alone. It is better for
us both that we part now.”

“I will not go!” said a voice so hollow,
80 tural thatit d to issue from
the jaws of death. “I will notgo. I defy
Heaven and earth to tear me from you
now.”

“Mother, it is my wish,” he said, calm-

ly. :
“Yours, Reginald?’ she ecried, in a
voice of unutterable reproach. “You
wish that I should leave you? For fifteen
years I have given you up, and in one
short hour you tire of me now. O Regi-
nald, my son ! my son!”

No words can describe the piercing
anguish, the utter woe that rived that
wild ery up-from her tortured heart.

He came over, and laid his small,

delicate hand on’ hers, hard, coarse, and
black, with sun, wind and toil.
- “Listen to me, my mother!” And his
low, calm, soothing tones were in strong
contrast to her impassioned voice. “I
am not tired of you—you wrong me by
thinking so; but I have letters to write,
and many matters to arrange before to-
morrow’s sun rises. [ am tired, too, and
want to rest; for it is a long time since
sleep visited my eyes, mother.”

“Sleep,” she bitterly echoed, “and
when do you think I have slept? Look
at these sunken eyes, this ghastly face,
this haggard form, and ask when I slept.
Think of the mighty wrong I have suf-
fered, and ask when I shall sleep again!’

“My poor, unhappy mother!”

“He can sleep,” she broke out with a
low, wild laugh. “Oh, yes! in his bed
of down, with his princely son under the
same roof, with menials to come at his
beck, he can sleep. Yes, he sleeps now!
but the hour comes when that sleep shall
last forever. Then my eyes may close,
but not before!”

“You are delirious, mother: this blow
has turned your brain.”

“Delirious, am I?” she said, in her deep
bell-like tones, that echoed strangely in
the silent cell. - “If undying hate, if un-
resting vengeance, if revenge that will
never be satiated but by his misery, be
delirium, then I am mad. I leave you

sy blood. Di d and d
“ioh.born friends, she would
atrievable wrong I had
“er-was worse than

1 remorse I
ight have
me. I

now, Reginald, since such is your com-
mand; and remembér, when far away,
you leave one behind you who will wreak
fearful vengeance forall we have both
suffered.”

4Mother, Lord De Courcy is mnot so
much 4o blame after all,since he believes
me guilty. Iam not alarmed by your
oy |d threats; for I know, ia the course of
e1 1e, this mad hate will grow less.”
P ‘Never—never! May God forget me

¢

unquestioned, her absence excited no-

“Jofty pride, what she will feel in know-’

thought that man could go, to Ileaven,
and T by some impossibility could be
saved too, I would take a. dagger and
send my soul to perdition, sooher than go
there with him.”

Upturned in the red light of the lamp,
her face, as she spoke, was the face of a
demon.

“Strong hate, stronger than .death!”
he yaid half to himself, as he_ gazed on
that fiendish face. “Farewell,  then,
mother. Will you fulfil mny last request?”

“About your child?—yes.” -

“Thank you, dearest mather. If so
lost & wretch as I am dared inyoke
ITeaven, I would ask its blessings on
you.” .

“Ask no blessing for me!"” she fiercely
broke in. I would hurl it back in the
face of the angels, did they ofter it.”

Folding her mantle around her, she
knotted the handkerchief, that had fallen
off, under her chin, and stood ready to
depart. The young man went to the
door, and knocked loudly. “A moment
after, the tramp of heavy feet was heard
in the corridor approaching the door.

“It is the jailer to let you out. Once
more, good bye.”

Without a word she pressed one hot,
burning kiss on his handsome brow; and
then the door opened, and she flitted out
in the darkness like an evil shadow. The
heavy door again swung to; the key turn-
ed in the lock.

CHAPTER VIL
THE MOTHER'S DESPAIR.

‘Go, when the hunter’s hand hath wrung
From forest-cave her shrieking young,
Aund calm the lonely lioness—
But soothe not, mock not, my distress."”

7 G —BYRON.

Away through the driving storm—

through the deepening darkness of com-
ing morn — through the long, bleak,
 gusty streets—through ‘alleys and courts
and lanes, whirled on like a leafin the
blast that knows not, cares not, whither
it goes, sped the gipsy queen, Ketura.
She stood on London bridge, and, lean-
ing over, looked down on the black, slug
gish waters beneath. Oue plunge, she
thought, as she leaned over, and all this
gnawing misery that seems eating her
very vitals might be ended forever. One
hand was laid on the rail—the next mo-
ment she might have been in eternity;
but with the rebound of & roused tigress
she sprung back.

“Noj; T will live till I have wrung from
his heart a tithe of the misery mine has
felt,” she thought; and then a dark,
lowering glance, on the black, troubled
waters below, filled up the hiatus.

Dusky forms, like shadows from the
grave, were flitting to and fro, brushing
past her as they went. She knew who
they were—the scum, the off‘casts, the
street-walkers of London. While she
stood there, clutching the parapet, a
female form, in light, flowing garments,
was,borne on, as if by the night wind,
and stood gazing down into the gloomy
waters beside her. One fleeting glimpse
she caught of the pale, young face, beau-
tiful still, despite its look of unutterable
woe; and then, with a light - rustle,
something went down, far down, into
the waves beneath. There was a sullen
plunge, and the gipsy queen leaned over
to see. By the light of one of the barge
lamps she saw a darker shadow rise
through the darkness to the surface.

For an instant the white, wild face
glared above the black bosom of the

Thames, and then disappeared forever;
and with a hard, bitter smile, terrible to
see, the dark, dread woman turned awry.

Away, again through the labyrinth of
the city, leaving that “Bridge of Sigha”
far behind—away from the dark dens
and filthy purlieus to the wider and more
fashionable part of the town, sped the
gipsy queen. Clutching her breast fierce-
ly at intervals with her dark, horny fing-
ers, as if she would tear thence the an-
guish that was driving her mad, she still
flew on, until once again she found her-
self before the. brilliantly-lighted man-
sion of Earl De Courcy. Swelling on the
night air, came borne to her ear strains
of softest music, as if to mock her misery
Gay forms went flitting past the windows,
and, at intervals, soft, musical peals of
laughter mingled with the louder sounds
of gayety. Folding her arms over her
breast, the gipsy leaned against a lamp
post, and looked, with a steady smile, up
at the illuminated “marble hall” before
her. Her commanding form, made more
commanding by her free, fiery costume,
stood out in bold relief in the light of
the street lamp. Her dark face was set
with a look terrific in its intensity of hate,
And that smile curling her thin, colorless
lips—Satan himself might have envied
her that demoniacal smile of unquench-
ahle malignity.

Moving through his gorgeous rooms,
Earl De Courcy dreamed not of the
dark, vengeful glance that would, if-it
could, have pierced those solid walls of
stone to seek him.  And yet ever before
him, to mar his festivity, would arise the
haunting memory of that convulsed face,
those distended eye-balls, those blanched
lips, those upraised hands, pleading
vainly for the mercy he could not grant.
Amid all the glitter and gayety of the
brilliant scene-around him, he could not
forget the pleadings of that strong heart
in its stronz agony. He thought little
of her threats—of her maledictions; yet,
‘when some hours later he missed his son:
from the gay scene, dark thoughts of
assassination—of the unfailing, subtle
poisons gipsies were so skilful in, arose
before him, and he shuddered with a
vague presentiment of dread. But his
son had returned safe; and now the
stately old nobleman stood gayly chat-
ting with a bevy of fair ladies.

“Oh ! she was positively the most de-
lightful old thing I ever saw!” exclaimed
the gay voice of gay little Miss Clara
Jernyngham, “Just like ‘Hecate’ in
‘Macbeth,’ for all the world—the very
beau ideal of a delightful Satsnic sorcer-
ess! I would have given anything—my
diamond ring, my French poodle, every
single one of my lovers, or even a ‘per-
fect love of.a bonnet’—to have had her
tell my fortune. I fairly dote on .al-
those delightfully mysterious, enchant-
ing, ugly old gipsies who come poking
round, stealing and -telling fortunes.
What in the world did she want of you,
my lord?”

A shadow fell darkly over the brow of
the earl for a moment, as he recollected
that dark, impassioned woman pleading
for her only son; but it passed away as
quickly as it came, and he answered,
with 2 smile :

“To tell my fortune of course, lttle
bright-eyes, Am { no¢ gn epviable man?”

“And did she really tell it? O, how
delightful! What did she say, my lopd?”’

«That I was to propose to Miss Clara
Jernyngham, who was to say ‘wi.! nlea-"
sure, my lord"'—that I was to indulge her
with ‘loves of bonnets’ and French
peadles to an unlimited extent—that—"
“Now, [dou’t believe a word of it,”
said Miss Clara, pouting, while a peal of
silvery laughter arose from the rest. #[
wouldn’t be a mere countess at any price.

Il have g ducal coronet, if I die for it.

'

You know the old Duke of B———, my
lord?” she added in a mysterious whispgr
“Well, he's not quite right in his mind,
poor man, and I am going to propose to
him the first chance. The family dia-
monds are superb, and I will become
them beautifully, you know. This is
strictly entre nous, though, and if you
don’t tell, my lord, you shall have an in-
vitation to the wedding, and drink my
heslth in his grace’s old wine.”

And, with her pretty little face all
dimpled with smiles, Miss Clara danced
away to a window near, and lifting the
heavy curtains peeped out.

The earl had bowed, and with his
hand on his heart, had promised, with
befitting gravity, to preserve the young
lady's secret inviolate, when a sudden
ejaculation from Miss Clara’s rosy lips
brought him again to her side.

“Oh, my lord! only look!” she cried.
“There is that dark, dreadful gipsy we
were talking of, herself. Only look at
that awful face; it is positively enough to
make one's blood run cold. Could she
have heard us, do you think, my lord?”

At any other time the gay little lady’s
undisguised terror would have amused
the earl; but now,with that dark, stern,
terrible face gleaming like a vision from
the dead, in the fitful light of the street
lamp, he felt his very blood curdle It
rose before him so unexpectedly, as if
she had risen from the earth to confront
him, that even his strong heart grew for
a moment appalled. Her tall form loom-
ing up unnaturall, large in the uncertain
light; herunsheltered head, on which the
rain mercilessly beat, her steady, burn-
ing, unswerving gaze fixed on the very
window where they stood—all combined,
sent a thrill o terror to the very heart of
the earl.

She saw them as they stood there; for

form was plainly revealed in the large
window. Slowly, like an inspired sybil
of the darkest ‘gloom, she raised one
skinny hand, and, while her long, flicker-
ing finger pointed upward, her ominous
gaze never for a single instant wandered
from his face. So wild—so threatening
was her look that the shriek she had
opened her mouth to utter froze on little
Miss Jernyngham's lips; and the earl,
with a shudder, shaded his eyes with his
hands to shut out the weird sight. One
moment later, when he looked again, the
dark, portentous vision was gone.

Slowly and reluctantly, as though un-
willing to go, the clouds of night rolled
sallenly back, and morning, with dark
shrouded face and dismal fog, broke over
London.

The crash, the din, the surging roar of
busy life had commenced. Men looking
like spectres, in the -thick, yellow fog,
buttoned up in overcoats, and scowling
at the weather; passed up and down the
thronged  thoroughfares. On the river
barges, yachts, and boats ran against
eachi other in the gloom, and curses loud
and deep from hoarse throats mingled
with peals of gruff laughter from crowds
of rowdy urchins on the wharves. The
dark bosom of the sluggish Thames rose
and fell calmly enough, telling no” tales
of all the misery, woe and shame hidden
forever under its gloomy waves.

A large, black, dismal-looking ship lay
moored to one of the docks, and a vast
concourse of people were assembled to
witness the crowd of convicts who were
to be borne far away from Merrie Eng-
land in her that morning. Two-by-two
they came, chained together hand and
foot, like oxen; and the long, gloomy pro-

vessel's side, amid the laughter, scoffs,
and jeers of the crowd. Yet there were
sad faces in that crowd, too—faces hard,
rough, and guilt-stained—that grew sor-
rowful as better men’s might have grown,
as some friend, son, husband, or brother

last look at the land they were leaving
forever. Now and then some fair young
face scarcely past boyhood would pass in
the felon gang—faces hard to associate
with the idea of guilt; but most were
dark, savage, morose men, with scowling
eyes and guilt hardened looks.

At last came one that was greeted
with an insulting cheer that rang to the
very heavens. And “Hurrah! for the
gentleman gipsy!” “Hurrah! hurrah!
for the thief of Eton!” rang out again
and again, until the welkin rang.

Proudly erect, with his fine head
thrown back; hie full, faleon eyes flash-
ing with a scorn that made more than
one scoffing glance fall, walked the son
of the gipsy queen.

Shout after shout of derision greeted
him as he went on; for the rabble ever
hate those who, belonging to their own
class, raise themselves above them, But
when a woman—a wild, haggard, despair-
ing woman—rushed through the crowd
and greeted him with the passionate cry:
“Myson! O nyson!—my son!” a sil-
ence like that of death fell over the vast
throng, Unheeding all around her, the
gipsy Ketura would have forced her way
to hisside, but she was held back by
those who had charge of the eonvicts,
And the dreary procession passed on its
way.

All were on board at last, and the ves-
sel, with a fair wind, was moving from the
wharf. The crowd was dispepsing; and
the officer, at last, who "was guarding
Ketura, moved away with the rest, cast—
ing a compassionaté™glance on the face
white with woman’s utmost woe.

Standing there, with straining eyeballs
and clenched hands, the wretched wo-
man watched the ship that bore away the
son she so madly loved. With parted
lips and heaving breast she stood there,
as any other mother might stand, and
watched the sods piled over her' child’s
grave; and still she would not believe he
had gone forever. At last the vessel dis-
appeared thelast trace of her white sails
was gone; and then, with a terrific shriek
that those who heard might never forget,
she threw up both arms and fell, in strong
convulsions, to the ground.

CHAPTER VII]

AN EXPLANATION
‘‘His looks do argue him replete with me-
desty."”
: —BHAKESPEARE.

“Why, Mr. Harkins, it ain't possible,
now!” exclaimed a struggling, incredul-
ous voice. “Just to think we should
meet again after such a long time! I'm
sure it's real surprising.” :

The speaker, a pale young man, with a
profusion of light hair and freckles and a
gaudy hand carpet-bag, was taking a
stroll on the classic banks of the Serpen-
tine, when, suddenly espying a short,
plethoric, grufflooking; masculine indi-
yvidual coming toward him, he made a
syddep plunge at him and grasped his
hand with an energy that was quite start-
ling.

“he short individpal addressed, with a
wholesome  distrust of London pick-
pockelc before his eyes, raised a stout
stick he carried, with the evident inten—
tion of tryiag the thickness of the -pale |
young mnl},'a skull; but before it could '
come down the proprietor of the freckles

began, in a tone of mild expgstulation:

by the brilliant jets of light, his imposing’

cession wound its tortuous way to the.

went by, straining their eyes to take a |

“Why, Mr. Harkins, you haven't for
lect the young man you brought to Lon-

Why, Mr. Harkins, I'm O. (. Toosypegs!”
said the pale young man in aslightly ag-
grieved tone.

“Why, so hit be!” exclaimed Mr. Har-
kins, brightening up and lowering his
formidable weapon, “Blessed if you 'adn’t
gone clean hout my ’ead! Why, Mr.
Toosypegs, this is the most surprisingest
thing as ever was!”

“I'm_very much obliged to you, Mr.
Harkins,” said Mr. Toosypegs, gratefully.
“] knew you'd be very glad to see me,
and it's real kind of you to say so. |
hope Mrs. Harkins and your infant fami-
ly are all quite well, I thank you?”

“Yes, they’re hall among the middlin’s,
said Mr. Harkins, indifferently. “Murs.
Harkins "as been and gone and 'ad the—
what's this now?” said Mr. Harkins, paus-
ing and scratching his head in perplex-
ity.
name; it was ‘tongs,’ no—yes—it was
‘tongs,” hand something else.”

“And poker,” suggested Mr. Toosy-
pegs. :

“Mr. Toosypegs,” said Mr. Ilarkins,
facing round fiercely. “I ‘ope you don't
mean for to hinsult a cove, do you?”

“Why, Mr. Harkins!” remonstrated the
astonished and aggrieved Mr. Toosypegs.
“I'm sure I never meant any such thing:
I wouldn'’t insult you for all the world,
for—for—" Mr. Toogypegs paused fora
figure of speech sttong enough. “For
any amount of money, Mr. Harkins.”

“Well, it don’t make no matter hif you
did,” said - Mr. Harkins, cooling suddenly
down, . “But what his - this Mrs. Harkins
'ad. Tongs—tongs. Obh, yes! tongs-will-
eat-us! that's the name, Mr. Toosypegs
Mrs. Harkins had that,’’ said Mr. Har
kins, triumphantly. :

“Tonsilitis, perhaps,’’ insinuated Mr,
Toosypegs, meekly.

“Well, hain’t that wot I said?” ex-
clnimed Mr. Harkins, rousing up again.
“Hand my John Halbert, he's been and
’ad a Sarah Bell affection—"

“Cerebral,” again ventured Mr. Toesy-
pegs, humbly. 3

“Well, hain’t that wot I said?” shout
ed Mr. Harkins, glaring savagely at
the republican, who wilted suddenly
down. “Blessed! if I hain’t a good
mind to bring you a clip ’long side
the 'ead for your imperence in counter-
dicting me like this heverytime! Why,
you'd perwoke a saint, so you would.”

“Mr. Harkins, I'm sure I never meant
to offend you, and’ I'm really sorry for
your trouble,” apologized Mr. Toosypegs
in a remorse-stricken tone,

“Well, it wasn’t no trouble,” said Mr.
Harkins, testily. “Cos he got took to
the 'orse-spittle for fear hany the rest
hof the family would take:it. Mary
Hann, she got her feet wet, and took the
innflue-end-ways; wot yer got to say
again that” demanded Mr. Harkins. “Be-
cause if you've got hanything to say agin
it,” went on Mr. Harkins, “yer "ad better
let hit hout for a little hexercise, that's
all. Come, now!”

“Mr. Harkins, it's very kind of 1you to
give me permission, and 1 am very much
obliged to you,” said Mr. Toosypegs.
“But I hadn’t the remotest idea of say-
ing anything, whatever, against it. '
sure it's perfectly right and proper Mary
Ann should have the influenza, if she
wants to.”

“Ah! I didn't know but what you
might think she ’adn't,” said Mr. Har-
kins, blandly. “There wasn't hany tellin’,
you know, but what you might say a
Hinglishman's 'ouse wasn’t - his castle,
and he couldn’t 'ave whatever he likes
there, Well, the baby, he's got the
crook, which 'ad the melancholic heffect
hof turning ’im perfectly black in the
face.”

Mr. Toosypegs, though mwardly sur-
mising Mr, Harkins meant the croup,
thought ita very likely effect to be
brought about by either.

“Then Sary Jane took the brown
skeeters, Bertha kotched the mumps and
gin them to Lot, hand I ’'ad the lum-
begger hin my hown back, but on the
whole, we were all prétty well, thanky?”

. %I amreal glad tol it,” said Mr.

“I've
I'm

“Let’s see, it'y near a month, hain't it,
since the night I took you to London?”
said Mr. Harkins.

#Three weeks and five days éxactly,”
said Mr. Toosypegs briskly,

“] suppose you don’t disremember the
hold gipsy has we took hin that night—
do you Mr. Toosypegs?' said Mr. Har-
kins.

#The one with the black eyes and
short frock? Oh! [ remembgy her,”
said Mr, Toosypegs, “I've never seen
her since.” '

“No, I shouldn’t spose you ‘ad,” said
Mr. Ilarkins, gruffly, “seein’ she's as
mad as a March ' are, down there with
her tribe, Mysterious is the ways of
Providepce. ¥You blamed little rascal!
hif you do that agaip, I'll chuck you
inter the Berpentine! blessed hif |
don’t.”

The last sentence, which began with a
pious upturning of the whites of Mr.
Harkins eyes, was abruptly cut short by
‘8 deprayed youth, who, turning a course
of somersaults, rolled against Mr, Hay-
kids' shins, and the next instant found
himself whimpering and rubbing a por-
tion of his person where Mr. Harkins
had planted a well applied kick.

“The way the principals of perliteness
is neglected tb be hinstilled hinto the
minds of youths, now-a-days, is distressin’
to behold,” said Mr. Harkins with a
grimace of pain; “but has I was a sayin’
habout the hold gipsy queen, she’s gone
crazy, hand”—(here Mr. Harkins lowered
his voice to a hoarse whisper) “she’s
went and got a baby.”

“Do tell! ejaculated Mr. loosypegs,
who saw it was expected of him to be
surprised, and who, consequently was,
though he could see no ezrthly reason
for it,

%A baby,” went oan Mr. Harkins, “a
real baby, alive and kickin'?”

“Pghaw!- it ain’t possible!” said Mr.
Toosypegs, In a vaice betraying not the
slightest particle of emotion,

“Incredulous as it may sound, it's true,”
said Mr, Harkins, solemnly, “The way |
found hit hout was this; 1 was comin’
along 'ome, one night hafter bringing hoff’
a cove wot got waylaid in Lunnon, a
singin’ to mysclf that there song,’ the
‘Roast Beef hof Hold Hingland,’ a thinkin’
no more ’arm, Mr. Toosynegs, nora lot
hof young pigses goin’ to market,” said
Mr. Harkins:~ “It wasn't a dark night,
Mr. Toosypegs, nor yet a light one; the
starses was a shining like heverything,
when hall hof a suddint, a 'and was laid
on the ypins, hand a voice,so deep and
orful-like hit fairly made me junp, said:
_ %¢Will you let me ride hin your vag-
ging has far has you're goin?’

“I looked around, Mr. Toosypegs,” con-
tinued Mr. Harkins in a husky whisper,
“and there I seed that there gipsy queeny;
lookin' so dark, hand fierce, hand wild-’

?
i

]

1

don in your wagkon one rainy night? |

«Blessed! if [ hain’t clean forgot the

like, I nearly jumped ciean hout the wag- |

| then I heerd a cry from a bundle she'd |
got in herharins, hand what do you think I
T saw, Mr. "J'oosypegs?” .
| “Really, Mr. Harkins, I don't know,
P'm sure,” said Mr. Toosypegs, grasping
his carpet-bag nervously.

“A baby !” said Mr. Ilarkins; “a baby,
Mr. Toosypegs! Now the question is,
where did that there baby come from?”

“A—really, Mr. Harkins, [—a—I hain't
| the remotest idea,” said Mr. Toosypegs,
blushing to the very roots of his hair. I
hope you don’t suspect me (o

“Bah!” interrupted Mr. ITarkins, with
a look of disgust; “nobody never said
anything about you! Well, Mr. Toosy-
pegs, 1 took her hin; has she hasked, and
brought her along as far as my ‘ouse,
where Mrs. 'Arkins gave her sowmething
to eat for the little 'un, which was as
fine a little fellow has you'd wish to see.
Then she went hoff, and the next week
we heard she'd gone and went crazy.”

“Poor thing Why, I'm real sorry, Mr.
Harkins. [ dare say she was a real nice
old lady if she'd been let alone,” said Mr.
-Tooseypegs in a tone of commiseration.

“Why, who tetched her?” said Mr.
Iarkins, testily.

“Well, they went and transported her
‘son, and I'm sure it wasn't right at all
when he did not want togo. She looked
real put out about it that night, herself,
too.”

“S’pose
drowned ?”

you heered’ her son was

pegs! What will you do with all that

gotten me—have you? Don’t you recol- | gy Blessed! if I wasn't skeert! Just i here money?”

“Why, my aunt, Miss Priscilla Doro-
thea Toosypegs, and [ are going howme

| to Maryland (that's where 1 used to live,
Mr. Harkins), and we are going to fit up §

the old place and live there. Aunt Pris-

| cilla never was in America, and wants to

see it real bad.”

“Two—thousand—poun’,” still more
slowly repeated My. [Harkins. “Well,
things is 'tonishing. Just think hof ine
now,, the honest ’ard-working father
of ten children, hand you won’t catch
nobody going hand dying hand leaving
me one single brass farden, while here’s
a cove more'n 'alf a hass. [ say, Mr.
Toosypegs, you wouldu't lend me a
guinea or two, would you?”

“Why, certainly, Mr. Harkins,” said
Mr. Toosypegs, briskly drawing out his
purse. “I'm real happy to be able to be
of service to you. Here's two guineas,
and don't put yourself out about paying
it.”

“Mr. Toosypegs, you're a brick!” said
Mr. Harkins, grasping his hand with
emotion. “I won’t put myself hout in
the least, sincc you're kind enough to re-
quest it: but hif you come and dine with
me some day, I'll give you a dinner of
bliled pertaters and roast honions fit for
aking. Will yoa comne?” urged Mr. Har-
kins.

“Certainly 1 will, Mr. Harkins; and
it’s real kind in you to ask me,” said Mr.
Toosypegs, politely. “I see you're in a

“Yes; I saw it in the papers, and I was
real sorry—I really was: Mvr. Harkins, [
dare say you were too.”

Mr. Harkins grunted.

All hands was lost, wasn’t they 7" said
Mvr. Harkins after a short pause.

“Yes; all hands and feet,” Mr. Toosy-
pegs venturing on a weak joke; but
catching the stern look of Mr. Harkins
at this unbecoming levity, he instantly
grew - serious again; “the ship struck
against a coral reef, and went to the
bottom with all hands and the cook.”

“Which is a melancholic picture hof
the treacherousness hof the hocean,”
said Mr. Harkins, in a moraliziag’ tone,
“hand should be a severc warning to
hall, when they stéal, not to let them-
selves get tooken hup, lest they be
tooken down a peg or two, hafter.”

“But you kne v, Mr. Harkins, it's found
out since he wasn’t the one who stole
the plate, at all. That man they ‘arrested
for murder and are going to hang, con-
fessed he did it. I'm sure you might
have'seen it in the papers, Mr. Harkins.’

“I don’t put no faith hin the papers
myself,” said Mr. Harkins, in a severe
tone; “they hain’t to be believed, none
of ’em. Hif they says one thing, you’
may be sure hit's just hexactly the
tother. That there’s my opinion.”

“But, Mr. Harkins, look -here,” said
Mr. Toosypegs, deeply impressed with
this profound view of the newspaper
press in general, I dare say that's true
enough, and it's real sensible of you to
say so; but in this case it must be true.
Why, they’re going to hang the man, Mr.
Harkins, and he confessed he did that,
along with ever so many other unlawful
things, [ wonder if hanging hurts much
Mr. THarkins?” said Mr. Toosypegs, in-
voluntarily loosening his neck-clath as
thought of it.

“Well, I don't know,” returned Mr.
Harkins, thoughtfully, “I never was
‘anged myself, but I had a cousin who
married a vidder.” Here Mr. Harkins
taking advantage of a moment's un-
guarded proximity, gave Mr, Toosypegs
a fucetious dig in the ribs, which caused
that ill-used young gentleman to spring
back with somethine like a howl.

“You don't know how sharp your
elbow is, My, 1larkins; and my ribs are
real thin. Iain’t used to such treat-
ment, and 1t hurts,” said Mr. Toosy-
pegs. :

“I have heerd it was honly their shins
as was tender hin Hamerica;" said Mr.
Harkins. “When are you going back to
Hamerica, Mr. Toosypegs?”

“Not before a year—perhaps two,”
said Mr. Toosypegs, brightening sud-
denly up. And I-tell yon what, Mer,
Harkins Americais a real nice place,
and T'll be ever so glad to get back to it.
There was the nicest people round where
we lived that ever was,” went on Mr.
Toosypegs, getting enthusiastic.  “There
wes Judge Lawless, up at Heath Hill;
and old Admiral Havenful, at the White'
Squall, and lots of other folks. Where I
lived was called Dismal Hollow, owing to
its being encircled by huge -black rocks
on three sides, and a dark pine forest on
the other.

“Pleasant place it must "ave been,” said
Mr. Harking, with a strong sneer.

“Well, it wasn’t so pleasant as yoy
mighi think," seriously yeplied Mr. Toosy-"
pegs, on whom his companion’s sarcasm
was completely thrown away; “the sun
never shone there, and as Dismal Creek,
that ran right befere the house, got
swelled up every time it rained, the
house always made a point of getfing
flooded, and so we lived most of the time
in the attic in the spring. There weye
run-away niggers in the woods, too, wha
used to steal and do « good mauy other
nasty things, so it wasn’t safe to go out at
night.”

“Wot ever made you leave such a nice |
place?” said Mr, Harkius, with a little |
suppressed chuckle,

“Why, Mr. Harkins, [ inay tell you asa
friend, for I know you won’t mention it
again,” said Mr. ‘Toosypegs, lowering his
voice to a desply-confidential and strictly
private cadenco.

“My pa died when I was a little shaver
about so-year-old, and ma and I were
pretty poor, to be candid aboutit. ‘Well,
then, three years ago my ma died, too,
which was a serious infliction on me, Mr.
Harkins, and I was left plunged in deep-
est sorrow and poverty. The niggers
worked the farm, and I was employing
my time in cultivating a pair of whiskeys
to alleviate my grief when I received
a letter from an uncle here in England,
telling me to come right on, and
if he liked me he’d make me his heir
when he died, That’s what brought
me here, Mr. Harkins; and I'm stapping
with my uncle and his sister, who
is an unmarrjied woman of forty-five or
£0,”

“Hand the hold chap's live yet?” in.
quired Mr, Harkins.

“Mpy. Harkins, my"unclev I am happy
to say, still exists,” said Mr, Toosypegs,
gravely,

“Humph! ‘As he got much pewter,
| Mr. Toosypegs?”
| “Much what?" said the mild owner of
the freekles. “You'll excuse me, I hope,
Mr. Harkins, but I really don't under-
stand.”

“Green,” muttered Mr. Haikins.
contemptuously to himself. Then aloud:
“Ow much do you think he’ll leave
yqu?”

“Well, about two thousan1 poynd or
0™ said Mr. Toosypegs, complacently.

“[wo —thousand—poun’,” slowly ar.
ticulated the astounded Mr. Harkins, “O

hurry, so I'l bid you good-day now.
alost certainly I'll come, Mr. Harkins.
, I'm obliged to you.”
CHAPTER IX.
THE SECKET REVEALED,
“I was so young+I loved him so—I had
No mother—God forgive me!—and I fell!
—BrowxiNG.

And how fell the news of Reginald
Germaine’s innocence of the crime for
which he was condemned, and his sad
end, on the other personages :ennected
with our tale ?

To his mother came the news in her
faroft greenwood home; and, as she
heard he had perished forever in the
stormy sea, reason, already tottering in
her half-.crazed brain, entirely gave way,
and she fled, a shrieking maniae, through
the dim old woods.

To Earl De Courfy it came in his
stately home to fill his heart with sorrow
and remorse. Hauntingly before him
arose the agonized, despairing face of the
lonely woman, as on that last night she
had groveled at. his feet, shrieking for
that mercy he had refused. Proud, stern
man as he was, no words can express the
deep pity, the heartfelt sorrow he felt,
to the thought of that lonely, despairing,
childish woman, a wanderer over the wide
world.

(Ta be Con\tinned.)

A Great Problem.

— Take all the Kidney and Liver

* Medicines,
—Tauke all the Blood purifiers,
—Take all the Rheumatic remedies,
—Take all the Dyspepsia and indigestion

3 Cures,

—Take all the .4yne, Fever, and billious
specifies,

Nerve force
revivers;

—Take =ll the Great health restorers.

—In short, take all the best qualities of
all these, and the . ~best

—Qualities of allythe best medicines in the
world.@nd you.will find that —/o

—Bilters have the best curative qualities
and powers of all ~—concentrated

—In them, and that they will care when
any or all of these, singly or —combined

—Fail. A thorongh trial will give posi-
tive proof of this.

Hardened Liver,

Five years ago I broke down with kidney
and liver complaint and rheumatism. %

Sinve then { lve been unable to be abont
at all My liver became hard like wood;
my limbs were puffed up and fiilled with
water.

All the hest physicians agreed that noth-
ing could cure me. [ resvived to try Hop
Bitters; | have used seven Lattles; the hard-
ness Lns nll gone from my liver, the swellin
from my limbs, and it has worked a miracle
in my case; otherwise I would have heen
now in my grave. J. W. Morey, Buffulo,
Oct. 1,1889.

Poverty and Sufferving.

“| was dragged down with debt, povert;
and suffering for years, caused by a sic
family and large bills for doctoring.

1was completely discouraged, until one
year ago, by the advice of my pastor, I com-
menced using Hop Bitters, and in one month
we were all well, and none of us have seen
a sick day since; and 1 want to say to all
poor men, éou can keep your families well a
year with Hop Bitters, fer less than ong,doc-
tar's visit will cost.
INGMAN.

B&5"None genuine without a bunch .of
green Hops on the white label. Shun all the
vile, poisonous stuff with “Hap'" ar “Hops'
in thejr name.

HOLIDAY

—=AND—=
THIRD ANNUAL

PRESENTATION SALE !
4r8a

S.F.SHUTE

Begs to annoupce that his stock is now complete
in the following lines ;

GOLD, SILVER AND NICKEL
WATCHES,

Elegant Gold, Silver, Plated and
Jet Jewelry, Rich Solid Silver
and Electro Plated Ware,
Magnificent display of TFancy
Goods and Bric-Brac,
Albums, 'Bisquc China, Plush
Goods, Olive Wood, Cut
Glass, Parisian Ware,
Japaneese Ware,
Leather and Cabinet Goods,
Brass Goods, Chinese Cups
and Sancers, &c¢
Canadian and; Amerioan Olooks.
SPECTACLES AND EYE GLASSES.

—Take all the Brain an

I know it.”"—A Work-

As it is impossible to enumerate my stock
in the different lines I shall issue a catalogue
ryhich will give anideaof the variety in cach

mne.

I shall also present to all who purchase
goods to the amgunt of $5,00 and any addi-
tional $5.00 from Dec. Ist. to Jan. Ist., a
ticket which will entitle the holder to a
chance to receive one of the following ele-
gant Presents.

B&5"Remember Prices as low as ever.  *

Lst 1 Gold Watch, valued $30.00;
2nd 1 Silver Wateh, valued $15.00 :
3rd 1 Neck Chain aud Locket, valued $12.00 ;
4th 1 pair Gold Braclets, valued 38.00 ;

5th 1 Cake ket, valued $7.00 :

6th 1 Black Walnut Clock. valued $6.50 ;

7th 1 Card Basket, valued $5.00 ;

ith 1 Writing Desk, valued $450;

9th 1 Set Plated Forks, valved §4.00
1T 1 56t Plated Toa Smons.valuad $2.7

th 18et Pla ‘ea Spoons, valusd $2.75 ;
12th 1 Butter Kuife, vam):d S50 *

Call and examing before buying your Presents. !

S. F. SHUTE,
SHARKEY'S BLOCK,

QUEEN STREET, FREDERICTON
December 3,18%4.

THE GLASGOW & LONDON

Fire Tnsurance Co*

OF CREAT BRITAIN.
Capital

Government Deposit
Annual income

[ssues Special Famer’s Policies. ing F
Stock killed by Lightning in fl‘l);el;ilsl‘d. ko

Sun Life & Aocident Assurance Co.
OF CANADA.
Assets over.... ........ .... §1,000,000.

J. B. GUNTER

my heye!—w'y, yow'll be rich, Mr. Toosy-

reneral £,

FW/ATER.NS. [

"VINIH.LHJIS

ALSO CURES
Seiatiea, Neuralgi he Earache Toothache
Cran i LML onehs, Colds, Quin: :
lic, Croup or Rattles, Hoarseness,
rns, Bronchitis, Numbness of the Limbs re-
moving Dandruff and producing the growth of the
Hair. and as a Hair Dressing is unequalled,

$500.00 REWARD

offered for a better article, or the Proprietors of any
remedy showing more Testimonials of genuine
cures of the above diseases in the same lenght of
time. There is nothing like it when taken inter-
nally for Cramps, Colic. Croup, Colds, Coughs,
Pleurisy, Hoarseness and Sore Throat. It is pre-
fectly harmless, and ean be given according to di-
reotions without any injury whatever,

MiNarD's LINIMENT 1S Fgut SALE BY arn Drve-
G18TS AXD DEALERS. I’mrt:'f) C'z.ws. apl 30
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We have accepted the Agency of the
Charter Oak Cooking Stoves

and Ranges.
o

Charter Oak

COOKING STOVES

AND RANCES

Made on the three flue principle,
the,very best known down
to this date.

The chie’  grit of this Three
Flue constt  on is, the greatest
amount of weat zoes just where
the oven is always the coolest. -

The CHARTER [OAK is &
heavy Stove and has a double ro-
versible long center and the won-
derful Wire. Gauze Oven Door,
which permits baking, - roasting -
and broiling in the wven. The
oven door nﬁmits frecly a current

‘of YRESH AIR, which passing into

and through the oven during the
process of baking imparts to bread
a sweeter taste, and to meats the
flavor produced when. roasted bLj
the fire in opén air.

The CHARTER OAK can he
obtained in different sizes, No. 7,
8 and 9 for Waod and Coal, or for
wood only,

The CHARTER OAK RANGE
can be had in different sizes, 4, 6
and R holes, with a shelf, without

Water Tanks, with and without
Warming Closets. Each range is
supphied with the perforated gauze
door, portable shelf and oven shelf.

Perfection in Roasting and Bak-
ing is only attained by using the
CHARTER OAK STOVES and
RANGES with the wonderful wire
gauze oven doors.

Reference given here at home of
-good baking qualities, saving
. “wood and distributioir of heat of
. above stoves.

Our present stock of old style
Stoves we are offering at reduced
prices to make room for the

cumrzas OAK, the King of

TOVES.
Call and see them at

R. CHESTNUT & SONS.

Fredericton, Nov. 12, 1884.

a_shelf, with and” without Hot.




