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SHAPTER LXXIH;%—_QOntinuEG., »

‘M ke had married Agsths ! How small,
and paltcy, and trifliog all the reatons seemed
te'be that he had once thogghb all sufficient |
For thosa who had firted with Fim-~who bad
mgt him half way io ‘thin_ terrible game of
Sw'tation, be felt no remorss, nolpity.; ba

the very lifs'a bleod of those two ‘iono- |

ewst girls were on his’batds.  :How like
they woere in simplicity, -in tenderness oi
henrt, iv ohild-like faigh-l—how;: carnestly
Shoy both believed in being good and:séeking
for heavem | FEm :

How eacnestly they both helieved in what

e bad onee thought to be trifies, but which he'
fownd new were the most solemn things in life,
Yhere-eims back to his wmind the old church
with 1ts great shady trees, the old-fashioned
poroh, the stained glass window in the east--
where the fair form of the Christian virgin
Agatha sheue, with the halo_of gold around
it—with she wind that wailed through the
#rees ; he could hear the grand cbant of the
fair Agathe; ho could hcar the sweet, clear
voioe ; ke could seo the child-like face that
lecked at him with such wonder wheo he said
there was more thin ooe Daliluh, Where
wag she! Alas! for his vile and miserable
sin, What answer could he make to the
@ross Judge, when the soula—tho lives—of
these two innosent girls bad to be aceounted
for?

And s, unable to bear the weight of his
misery, unable to besr the sting of his con-
aefenve, ke flupg himself down cn his Lnees,
the prayer of the pubdlicaa rose :a hia lips:

“Qun, God ! be mercitul to :no, Msinuer.”

Phe handiome earl, wianié eyes had lur..
%0 maay heasts gway—-tf - wealthy earls
whose richea no msa had counsed, crie ouw
In utter, abjzct sorrow for the wrong he hay
deme. Ho &» it rhure ie--the midat of the
doad laaven and ::c dry graes, aod he cried
alud for pity and fov comfoit,

e koew theo, in that supreme hour of his

“1ifé,“ibist he lared Agatha best, that the great
love ci 'y héuw = and life had gone to her, and
dhat Lo brei loved Beatrice becanse she wayso
mwoh like the girl who had believed herself
to be his wife, That wiy no excuse—it did
mot nn. o the wrong, but it was true that the
likez.cea he saw in the character of Deatrice
to thet of Agatha wasthe oae great reason
why he had been so attracted by her,

And his leve had slain her, us it had alain
Agatha before her ! Ah, if he could see her!
—%he one trwo faithfol love of his heart—if
he conld see her ! and then the pain, the
desolstion in his heart grew so great that his
prifc sll meited and he wept aloud.

Ko knelt among the dead leaves, the dry
grang, »snd wept aloud,  There are tears and
tears, bot surely some of them form jewels in
hezven. Ho heard o raatling among the
dead leaves, a sound as of something brosh-
img the long grasa : he kuew thut eome onc
was advanoing slowly toward him ; he could
not as first check his sobhs or his tears; but
Yo krow that the figure had stopped just De-
fore Mim, and he heard « faint low cry of
fear and diamay,

There was something familiar in the cry—
semething familist iu the unseea prezence.
Mo raived bis fuce ; ut lirst hesaw ouly a long
Mase dreas wod a halo of golden hair, then a
pole, awest face, with a scared, frichtened ex-

eagied, blae eyes, intc which suddan fear
eaped—n aweet red mouth parted as though
with sxrprise, and the foint sound died on the
lipe,

Por tune Arst few minutes he was paralyzed
witk fear, then he atretched out his hands te
her.

‘4 Kpatha " he oried. ‘' (ireat Henven !

@an &t be yon ?”

No other face on earth was &0 sweet—no
velce so tender—no hesrt so {rue—no love so
great—ne pity so nearly Divine !

¢ Agatha I he repeated.  ** Agatha !”
Sbe drew near ino him, and it seemed
te him thak ohe did not f{ouch the

ground, bat floated to him over the dry
grass—or—and he could have cried aloud
at the thowght— was this the Agatha from
the etaived pglass window ?—the Christian
viegln whe would rather die than olfend God ¥
—some to reproach him ? A shudder of cold
and foar oame over him.

¢ T4 is I, Vane, be not afraid,” she =aid.

" Agatha!" he repeated. ** Ah, Heaven
aand that tniz be no fancy, Agatha!”

&ka drew nearer, until he clasped thofolds

‘of ¥he blwe drees in his hands.

s« Mow shall I know that it ia really you ¥
ho oried. I am mad with grief and shamse.
Mave you risem from the dead ?”

« § am living and woll,” she replied. * 1
am mo spirih Touch my hands; they are
warm with life—not cold in death.”

He touohed them, while the tears fell from
his eyoa nnd hia lips quivered,

a Aly, they are warm and living erough,
Kind, awest hands they were-—gentle, loving
hands Ltins ministered to me. Oh, Agatha,
how shalt I look at you?" WWhat shall I say
to you ¥’

‘Pid yeu mean to do me thatcruel wrang "
she asked, gantly,

"OHAPTLER LXXIV,
THE BAKL'S ATUNEMENT.

] il not win your pardom, even by a
Me,” e answored. ‘' Ycs, at first I did mean
it. Yonm woro only a simple country girl;
but more beautiful than I had ever seen, and
I thought —ah, well, I dare not tell you what
1 thought; but I loved you. At first it wos
enly o meild, aweet, mad fancy. Ihad many
suoh befors, but I believed that it was sweet-
er, decper, and more lasting. T confess all
my ghame and gorrow to you, though your
eyes emite me with pain, I meant to take
you away with me ; but just then 1 did not
think to make you my wife, Ideceived you.
Yet, cxcept yourself, I think thera waa no
sther gir! in the world who would have be-
Heved in thut marrisge. You did, Agatha,
I koow it.” .

© Y did,"” sheeaid, I believed inis, Now
I cannot think how I was so mad oreo blind ;
hut it wae reat £o we.”

¢« know it, And then, Agaths, when
we. bad been away only a few days, I found
that I really loved you; I found that my
keart, and coul, and life were engrossed in
you, snd I would have given the whole
world to lave undone what I had done.
I ewear % yon that I loved yom
so well I would have given my life
#o bhave undone the wrong; and I
awear be yeu thatI lived in an agony of fear
lest you sbould ever know what I had done.
1 staid 80 Jong in Switzerland, always hoping
that I could invent some ecxcuse for going
through a legal form of mevriage with you.
My life is all atained with sin—I do not deny
that; but I repeat that I longed to make you
my wifs; tbay youare the caly woman whom
I 'have truly [oved or wished to marry.
But for that vile woman'a deed—
that mecursed woman who thrust her-
seolf bstween us, yon would have been
my wife, and this horror would never have
happened. But tell me, Agatha, what brings
you here? Oh, my lost darling, my lost love !
ttay hers with me always and tell me—what
brings you hers? -

The eat down on the fallen trank of a tree,
:rni;hlho dead leavee rustling around her,

he knelt ‘at  her feet while
ehe. foid him ol fhat had happened.

to her-gince the sunlit morning when
he had left her, as they both thought, for &
fow ‘short hourse—the whole loog history ; of
the kiridness of the noble French lady, the
tragedy of the unhappy Phyllis Normsan, of

| the way in which fate or Providence hed

brought her to Penrith Castle, Sbe spared
neither him or herself the ;lti:n:ls,_ and she
lingered long over the etory of Beatrice-

Her voicegwas very low and gentle, but to
him it. was as clesr ani terrible as'the voice
-of an acousing angel. . "
(! a1l the crue} de2ds of your life, Vane,
‘she énid, ‘*and some of them have boen very
cruel —this -is the.worat, That inmocent,
loviog girl=-what harm had she dene?”
“¢None: Iloved her because ahe was so
like you. - In"her face there was a lodk of
Ininioccsnt wonder and awest girlish’ surprise—
jist such a Jook as you wear-—and it was for
"that I loved her. Then I believed you to be
dead,: and I -monrned for you as few men
mourn éven for the wives thay love. ]_Z,me&nt
to make her happy, Agnths. Be just to
me; it is the punishment of my sin, my
doubt, but it was not my fault that my enemy
followed me and wreaked her wicked ven:
geance on that ipnocent head. If she dies
it will he Valerie who has slain her, no’ I
I would have been good, and kind, and true
to her. Ok, Agatheo, angel of life, come back
tome! You vule ioto life all thet was best
in me—come back (o me, and teach me the
way to heaven,  Heaven knows that if sny
one hai taught me or trained me
when | was youny, 1 should have
been & different man. - Will you forgive
me, Agatha, darling? I humble myzelf
before you—1 kneel before you, and ask your
pardon as the highest hoon that Heaven cun
grant ma.”’ .

*‘Yor did me n cruel wrong, Vane,”

T gid : but you yourself have taught me
the greater the ein the greater the repen-
taace—the greater need for mercy. Forgive
.me Agitka, even as you ask forgiven.se
yourself ! '

:And for all answer she laid her hand once
more in his, They were silent for some time,
and then the ear! in & low voice said :

“You will let me atone to yon Agatha,
for the wropg I did you—jyon will be my
wifa?”’
¢ ] bave not thought of that,” she replied,
simply.

“In justice to yourself and to me,” he
said. * Ob, my darling,” I deceived you
cnce, trust me row. 1 will epend the re-
mainder of my life in trying to atone to yoi
for the wrong.”

“] canpo: say. Yes, I own that itis
rightful restitution —nothing more. You
are Lound to give me back the fair pame
of which you raobbed me. I admit that,
but the question muat stand, While Beatrice
lives I must remain with her; if she dies, I
do not think there will be much hops left
for either of us; if she lives, I will think and
decide.”’

** Will ghe live, do you think ?” he asked,
“T have never thought her in such dnuger
as others have done. And now, Vape,”” she
continued, ¢ we must part, 1 shall stay at
Peorith Coastle. 1n six months’ time, if yon
wish), yon can write to me here, and I will
give yvou my decision.”

*“Heaven grant that it may be ®yer,’”, he
cried.

*Heaven grant thad it may be fui the
beat,” she udded.

* Agaths,” he asked, ** will you vrite and
tell me how Beatrice is? It will ease my
heart ond micd s much.”

I will write to you for that purpese,”’
the replied, * but o3 for any other;” and he
thanked her.

Beatrice did not die, The visit, which
every one thought wos the last of her
life, proved to be the turning-roint of
her illness, 'LThe ear! had left her
with, as he thought, the last bresth almos:
on herlips. ¥When she came to berself sgain,
it was with o sense of calm and rest to
which she had long been a straonger. It very
otten happensthat n atrong love dies under
the inlluence of along illaess ; suci was the
case with her, That she loved him weil
enough to dic fur him, was true; she had
expended what she thought to be
her last breath and her last degree of
strength in trylog to do him good.
He had taken the deadliest sting of
pain from her heart, and he had promisged all
she asked. For the first time for many
long months her heart was at rest, and she
fell into a deep, dreamless aleep. When
she woke she wis better, and a flatter
of hope went through the whole household,
The doctors aaid there was a chance.
¢ Ingtead of killing her,” ratd Lord Pen.
rith to his wite, ** I believe the visit of that
man has done her good.”

They took such care of this new germ
of Yife that she recoverei—mnever to be
the samo bright, happy girl agaio, never
to koow unclouded happiness, Llut t1
save the man whom she loved so much
from the deepest pain life could hold for
him.

It was a long, lingering, illoess, but it
killed the passionatz love, a3 pain and
weariness of life often do. While it
lnsted Agaths wss & most loving and
constan: nurse; she spent every ipare
moment with Beatrice — she  soothed,
calmed, and counzelled her; to the end
of her life Beatrice Penvith remembered
the lessons she learned during that
time of coonvolescence. When sbe came
back to life and health she was no longer a
bright, careless girl—she was n thoughtful
woinan, with & heart full of pity for all who
have to suffer. )

When she was able to travel she went with
her parents to Italy ; sho was alwaya like one
given tuzk from death ; she had been 8o sure
of dying, and every ome clse had heen so
sure ;: she had vever thought it possible she
could recover; she had been oouvinced that
her henrt was broken, but the young can suf-
fer much, and it takes much to kill,

She was never quite the same; she had
lost the bright spirits snd light heart—she
had lost the sunshine from her eyes snd from
her }augh ; but come of the nobleat souls have
passed through the furnace of pain,

When tha six monthe had ended the earl
wrate,and Agatha answered © Yea,” It was
a_duty he owed her, she said, and she wonld
;coept the only reparntion he could make

er.

¢ Not yet,’ she told him. She shonld
wait until the return of the Penritha
before she made any change in her life, She
had been left in charge of the children, and
she muet_fulfil her trust. I

t

and learfal

He grew jealons
seemed to him that she thought more
of reparation than of love. She mpoke

snd wrote only of tho atonement he
owed to her, and whick he Jwas bound
to make ; but in those days she sald nothing
to him of love,

To Agatha the bareidea of having to tell
her story to Lady Penrith was most painful,
but she had to do it. She waited until thas
lady returned with her husband and Beatrico
—Beatrioe well, but not strong, .

Lady Penrith'’s wonder and pain were
great, Agatha left her to tell as muoh
of the story as she liked to Beatrice, bub
Lady Penrith said she should ‘not mention it
yet, and she could only hope that for some
years, ot least; they would not meet, It was
some days before Lady Peurith could forget
her eurprise. o ‘

‘There was great dlsmay at _the ceatle when

it was known that Miss Brooke was leaving,
‘she was 80 beloved by the whole household ;
but she noticed one thing, that Lord Penrith
never smiled upon her after he knew her
story. Lo .

They were married in London, very quietly
and witlout any display ; only two witnestes
were present, distunt relatives of the earl's,

)

| and no mention was made of the marriage

except in one or two papers. If ever man
mdde ample reparation, it was Vane, Lord

so. '.Fhe firat thing hedid wasto take his
beautiful wife hoine o Whitecrofs. .

There are things that will hardly tear the
telling—this was one—what Lady Kelso foly
when she tav the old church again—when
she looked once more on the grand eastern
window her mother bad loved—when she saw
the fairface of the eaint shining on her—
when she heard once more the grand roll of
the organ—when ahe looked once more at the
grave where her young mother elept, and the
pretty village that had been her home,

1t was a sight to ses the people clinging
snd weepiug arvound her, so pleased once
more to see the kindly beautiful face that
had beon to them aa the face of an angel.
No words could tell the joy of eld Joan, To
think that her besatiful miatress - waa a
counteas, '¢ high er than my Ludy R_uth’vou e

““You told us you were merried,” she
gaid; “but, oh, Miss Agutha, you stouli
have told us to whom! We have weuried
sore after you."

Danvid Brooke, absent a3 ever, did not ex-
p-ese much surprise.

¢“I"fhught that you would come back

sme'day, my dear,” he said, ** I knew that
your mother's daughter coald not go fur
wrong ; but I am nstonished that you have
married an ear} ! "’

Lord Kelso made himself everything that
was most amiable. -

On Joen he sottled an annuity that made
her in the eyes of the village a rich woman.
He made friends with the dactar,

“Will you forgive me,” he maid, “‘for
running away with your daughter? I loyed
her so much—and there were circumsiances I
osnpnot expla.n, We bave been gelfish to re-
main away &0 long; but you ses I have
brought her safely back.”

The doctor was mnde happy for life. He
would not leave Whitecroft because his wife
was buried there, but he accepted the hand-
some income that the earl settled upon bhim,
which enabled him to give up hia profetaion
and devote bimself to the studies he loved.
He would not leave his house, although the
aarl urged him to do so. Agatha was ratier
pleased ; sho loved the little parlor, and she
loved the garden gnts whers Joan hed seen
her talking to Sir Vune.

Perhaps the most surprised was Lady Anne
Ruthven, Lord Kelee took his wife to see
her, and her surprise was almost lndierous.
Sue was honestly pleased. i.had turned ont
so much better than she had ever dared hope.
Agaths, Countess of Kalso, had ro truer
friends than Doctor” Ruthven snd his wife
Lady Anne,

What wonders the earl did in tha$ villaeg
—opvery man, woman aad chiid, was the
better for his coming into it. He built model
cottages at low rental ; he built new schools,
n pretty little hospital, a library, and overy-
thing was called atter hie wife. The Agaths
n.lm;buuws sre coneidered the best in Hong-
1lnd.

Then he toik his wife to see Madame de
Tiernay, who was delighted to welcome her.
I'he count raved for a few days in the mra
romuntic fashion, then declared that the
Lord Kelso was the finest man he had ever
met, and swore eternsl friendship with him.

In Paris they heard that Mrs. Normsn
wad dead ; and that fate had avenged hcr,
for her husband had morried again, His
second wife was a beantiful youog girl, one
of the greatest flirts in Paris, who delighted
in driving bim to the verge of madness by
jenlousy—then langhiog in his face.

“The mills of tho gods grind slowly,
Though they grira excee.ing smeall.”

Thers also they heard of the brilliant mar-
riaze of Msdemoiselle d’Envers to Luc
d’Albe. True, he was past eighty; he had
lost all his hair and all hia teeth, he wae crip-
pled and decrepit ; buv he was one of the
wealthiest peers m Krance, aad madly in
love with Valerie’s beaatiful face.

* That cxplains whv sbe did not_interrupt
our wedding, Agsthe,” said the earl. “Every
moment 1 expeoted 10 sce her.”

But Agatha, looking in bis dark, band-
some face, 8o full of love, only murmurs a
few words of pity—nothing mors, She
knows that Madame la Duchesse d’Albe
will work out her own punishment in time,
1t was not the lenst of Lord Kel:o’s plea-
sures to go to the hospital of St. Jobn and
make thers a munificent return of all tbe
charity that bad beea shown to her. And
then the ear]l and countess raturned home.
Lady Kelso pever became a queen of
fashion ; she was never presented at ecourt,
and she pever was quoen ol a London season
but no woman in lingland was more beloved
and admired, She wae {amouns for her
charities ; for her pious, gentle life; tor her
devotion to her husband and children ; for
her geodoess to the poor. Everyone knew
that there had been somo story in her life;
but no one ever snspected the truth,

Threo yeara after thelr marrisge, they
heard good newa of Beatrice Penrith. She
had murried Gorald Loigh, who was now at
tha hexd of his profession.

When Lord Kelso read the news he sighed,
then turned to hia wife and kiseed her sweet
fioe, She held her little 1on in her arms,
and he kissed the child eoitly.

Lung vears afterwurd he met Lady Leigh,
a grave, beautiful woman, with a story in her
face that hoe had written there. ‘Lhey wers
very silent when they met, each remember-
ing the lust parting. They id but little
when they did speak, and Lady Leigh avoid-
ed meeting him whenever it was yossible,
although shewns mow a bappy wife anda
happy mother.

So the story ends ; but there is a moral,
Do not believe, you who read, that a man
can do wrong with impunity—that he cen
lead an evil life, and then enjoy this life as
though he had led a good cne.
Agiatha had not sinned—she had been
foolishly credulous, but she had not donme
wrong wilfully,, The innocenf must suffer
with the guilty., She was happy, but she
could bave been happier. She did her best
to forget, but there were times when all theee
memories rushed over her, and then huppier
women coald be found than the Countess of
Kelso,

The earl har everything that thin world
can glve—a beautiful, devoted wife, beanti-
ful, loving children, boundiess wealth, per-
feat henith, honor, fame and every good
gift; ye¥' he looks sad at timee, He hears
that Lady G-——'s daughters, fine, handsome
girls though they ure, are going all wrong be
cause they haveno mather to traln, or gnard,
or take care of them, It comes home to him
then, and keep: his sins befo:e his eyes,
That is the ioner lile ; outwardly they ave
bap.y, prosperous, and beloved, ani the
wor'd lays the fairest flowera ot the foot of
ons vho bod trodden on sharp thorns before
she reached the land of roses,

THE END,
i ——————

FATHER KELLER MADE A CANON.
Dopury, April 8.—Father Keller, the im-
priconed Catholio priest, has been appoint
canon of Clerine by the bishop of the diogese,

UNCLE MAX,
CHAPTER I.
OUT OF THE MIST,
It appears to me, lcoking back over a peat
experience, that certain days in on«’a life
stand out promivently as landmarks, when

we arrive at tome finger-post pointing out
the road that we should follow. .

. We come out of some deep, rutty lane,

where the hedze-rows obscure the prospest,

snd where the footsteps of some unknown:

pusenger have laft tracks in the molet red
olay. The conlused tracery of green leaves
overhead seeme to weave fanciful patterns
against the dim blae of the sky ; the very air

ia low-pitched and oppresstve. All at once’

we find ourselves in an open spaoe ; the free
winds of heaven are hlowing over us ; there
ara four roads meeting; the finger-post
points silently, * This way to ench a place’;”
we cin tike our choice, counting the mile-
stones rather weanrily a3 wa pass them. The
road may be a little tedious, the stones may
hurt eur feet ; but if it be the right road it
will bring us to our destination, '

In looking back it alwayas seems to me
a8 though I came to a fresh lJandmark in my
experience that November afternoon when [
nvw Uncle Max standing in the twilight,
waiting tor me,

There had been the waste of great trouble
in my young life,—sorrow, confusion, then
utter chnos. I had struggled on somehow
after my twin brother's death, trying to fight
against despair with all my youthful vitality ;
creating new duties for myself, throwing out
fresh feelers everywhere; now and then
crylng out in my dieciplined way that the
task was too hsrd for me ; that I loathed
may life; that it wea impoesibled to live
auy looger without love and appreciation and
sympathy ; that so uncoagenial an atmos-
phere could be no home to me; that the
world was an utter negation snd a tmockery.

That was boforel went to the hospital, at
the time when my tronble was fresh and I
was breaking mv beart with the longing to
see Charlie's face again. Most people who
have lived long in the world, and have parted
with their beloved, know what that sort of
hopeless ache means,

My work was over at the hespital, and 1
had come home again,—to reat, so they eaid,
but in reality to work out plans for my future
life, in o eort of sullen silence, that seemed to
shut me out from all sympathy.

It had wrapped me in a sort of mautle of
reserve all theafternoon, during which I had
been driving with Aunt Philippa and Sara.
The air would dome good. I was moped,
hipped, with all thatdresry hoepital work, so
they said. It would distract and amuse me
to watch Sura making her parchases. Reluc-
tance, ailent opposition, only whetted their
charitable mool.

 Don’t be disagreeable, Ursnla, Yon
might a8 we.l help me choose my new man-
tle,” Sara hal eaid, quite pleasantly, and I
had given in with a bad grace.

Another time I might have been amused by
Aunt Philippa’s mbsjestic deportment and
Sara’s brisk importance, ber girlish airs and
graces ; but I was too sad at heart to indulge
in my usual satire, Everything seemed atupid
and tirosome ; the hum of voices wearied me;
the abow-room at Marshall & Snelgrove's
seemed » confused Babel,—everywhere strange
vuices, & hubbub of sound, tall figures in
bluck yassing aad repassing, strange
faces reflected in endlesa pier-glasaes,—~faces
of puckered anxiety repeating themselves in
ludicroue vraisemnblance,.

I saw our own little group reproiuced in
one. Thnere was Annt Philippa, tall and
portly, with her well-preserved beauty, s
little fmil-blown, perhaps, but still ¢ marvel-
lonaly ” good-looking for her age, if she could
only have nut been #o conscious of the fact,

Tl}en, Sara, standing there slim and
straight, with the fiurred mantle just
slipping over her smooth shonlders,

radiant with good health, good looks,
perfectly contented with herself and
the whole worid, as it hehooves a hand-
some, high-spirited young woman to be with
ler eurroundings, looking bright, uncon-
cerned, good-humored, in aspite of her
mother's fassy oriticiems ; Aunt Phillippa
was always a little fussy about dress.
Between the two I could just catch s
glimpse of myeelf,—a tall girl, dressed very
plainly in blsck, with a dark complexion,
Iarge, noxicur-looking eyes, that seemed ap-

pealing for relief from all tbis dallness,—a-
shadowy sort ot imnage of aiscontent and pro-’

teat in the background, hevering behind
Aunt Phillippa’a velvet mamtle and Sara’s
slim, rupple figure,

Well, Unmles,” snid Sara, still geed-
humoredly, *“will you not give us your
opinion? Does this dolman suit me, or wonld
you prefer a long jacket trimmed with
ekunk 7 C

1 remember I decided in favor of the jacket,
only Aunt Philippa interposed, a little con-
temptuoasly,—

*What does Ursula know about the pres-
cot fashion? She has spent the last
year in the wards of St. Thomay's,
my dear,” dropping her voice, and taking
up her gold-rimmed aye-glasses -to in-
spect me more critically,—s mere rabit,
for I had reason to koow Aunt Philipra was
not the least near-sighted. “I canro$ see
any occasion for you to dress o dowdily,
with three hundred a yea: to spend abrolute-
ly on yourself ; for of coarse poor Charlie's
littlo shave has come to you. You could
surely make yourself presentable, especinlly
a8 you know we are poing to Hyde Park
Mansions to see Leabia " .

This wos too much for my eguanimity,
“ Whot does it mean? I am not comiug
with you, Aunt Philippa,” I retarted, zome-
what vexed at this personality ; but Sara
overheard us, and strove to pour oil on the
troubled wuters,

** Leave Ursula alone, mother ; she looks
tolerably well this afternocon ; only mourn.
ing never suits & dark complexion—" But I
did not wulit to hear any more, [ wandered
sbous the place disconsolstely, pretending to
examive things with passing curiosity, but
my eyes were {hrobbing and my heart beat-
ing angrily ot Sara’s thoughtless speech, A
sudden remambrance seemed to steal before
me vividly : Charlis's pale face, with its sad,
aweet smile, haunted me.  *¢ Courage, Ursu-
la ; it will be be over soon.” Thoae were his
last words, poor boy, and he wae looking at
me and not Lesbin as he spoke. I always
wondered what he meant by them, Was it
his long pain, which he had horne to patient-
ly, that would toon be over ? or was it that
ocruel parting to which he alluded ? or did he
strive to comfort mo at the last with the us-
surance—alas ! for onr mortal nature, so
sadly true—that pain cannot last forever,
that even fuithfal sorrow is short-lived and
comforta itself in time, that I wss young
enough to outlive more than one truuble, and
that I might take courage from this thonght ?

1 looked down at the black dress, such as 1
had worn nearly two years for him, and
raged as I remembered Sara’s flippant words,
“ My darling, I would wear mourning for
you all my life gladly,” I said, witk an in-
ward sob that wae more anger than eorrow,
*if 1 thought you would care for me to do
it. Ob, what a world thia is, Oharlie ! surely
vanity and vexation of spirit” :

1did not mean to be cross with Sara, but

ed | my thoughts had taken a gloomy turn, and 1

could no% recover ‘my spirits ; indeod, an we

Glyn

drove down Bond Streét,:ﬁheféFSﬁn.‘.1¥:£;"ﬁ‘

some glittering ‘little toy to purchage, I "
reiterated my intention of not calling at.Hyde |- -

Park Mansions, : .

I do not want any tea,” I eaid, 'wn‘r_ilyl:,". -
Give my |-

“and I would rather go home.
love to Lesbia ; I will see her another day.”™
‘¢ Lesbia will be hurt,* remonstrated Sara.-
““What a little misanthrope yon ace, Utsuls |
St. Thomue'a hae injared you socislly ; ypu
‘have become a hermugagab u!l at once, and it
:is such nonsenss at yo e . 4y A
« ¢ Oh, let me be, Sara” 1 plended’ *I am
‘tired,. and Lesbia always chatters #c.i:and
Mre, Fullerion is worse, Besides did you
‘oot tell nie she was coming to dine with ua
this evening ™ - H T e
:“*Yee, to be sure; But she wanted s do-
meet the Percy Glyns. *’Mirrel and Winjfred-
lyn are to be there thia afterncon. Neyer,
mind, Lesbia will anderstand when:I say you'
ere in one of your ridiculo1s moods.”  And
Sara hommed 'a little tuna gayly, as though'
ehe mcant no «fience by her words and was
dispossd 10 let me go my own way.

** The carriage can take youn home, Ursala ;
we csn walk those few yards,” observed
Auot Philippa, ae ahe descended leisurely
and Sara tripped after her, still humming,
But 1 tock po notice of her words ; I had hed
enough dulpess and decornm to lagt.me for
some time, and the Black Prince snd
bis consort Bay might find their way to ther
own stables without depositing me at the
front door of the house at Hyde Park Gate.
I told Clarence g0, to his great astonishment,
and walked ncross the road inan opposite
direction to home, ns tlough my feet were
winged with quicksilver,

For the Patk in that dim Kovember light
seemed to allure me ; thore wus a red glow
of sunset in the dwstance; @ faint,
olimbing mist bletween the trees ; the
ges  lampa  were twinkling - every.
where. I could hear the ringing of
some church bell ; there was space; free-
dom for thought, a vapue, uncertain
prospect, out of which figures wera looming
coriously,—=a delightful srnse that I waa sin.
ning sgainet conventionality and Aunt
Pnilippa. ’

*¢ Halloo, Ursula ! exilisimed a veice in
great astonishment ; and thers, out of the
mist, was a kind face locking at me,—a fuce
with » browa beard, and dark eyes with a
touch of amusement in them ; and the eyes
sud the beard and the bright, welcoming
amile belonged to Uncle Max.

As I canght at his outstretohed hand with-
a balf-stifled exclomation of delight, a police-
man tuorned round and looked at us with an
air of interest. No doubt he thought the
tsll, brown-bearded clergyman in the shabby
coat—it was cne of Uacle Max’s peculiaritics
to wear a shabby coat occasionslly—wan the
sweetheart of the young lady in black. Uncle
Max—I am afraid I oftener cslled him Max
~—was only a few years older than mysell,
and had occupied the position nf an elder
brother to me.

He was my poor mother’s only hrother,
and had been desrly loved by her,—ro% na I
bad loved Chailie, perhaps; but they had been
much to each other, and hebad alwuys scemed
nearer to me than Aunt Phillippa, who was
my father’s sister ; perr:aps becaunse there was
vothing in common between us, spd I had
always been devoted to Uncle Max.

“Well, Uraula,” he said pretending to
Icok grave, but evidently far too pleased te
see me to give me a very severo lecture,
**what is the meaning of this ? Does Mra,
Garston allow young ladies under her charge
to etroll about Hyde Purk in the twilight ¥
or have you stulen a march on her, nsughty
little she-bear ?”

To be con'inued,

ANTIDOTH FOR CAXNCER.

A REMEDY WITHIN THE REACH OF ALL.
( From the Céncinnati Commereiul Gazclle. )

About thirty vears ago a womau belonging !0
the middle walks of life, suffering with b:-niar,
was pronounced beyond their skill by the phy-
sic'ans of the Strewsbury Tnfirmary, Fng'and,
the tumor being ia such close proxnnity to the
jugu'ar vein that, vather than 1isk the imperil-
ling of her life, they de: med it best not to under-
take so grave an opvration, Strasghtway afer
this announcementy was made she returned to her
bume, which was threc miles from Oswestey,
the nearest railway s‘ation in_the County of
Montgomery, North Wales., Hera she became
a grester sufferer, when one day she Lethought
herself of a neighbor, whom she saon found, snd
with all the olo«Luenco of one enthralled by an
implacable fos she oppealed to her sympathy,
¢ 1f it wero possible,” she implorod, * do, do
somothing to assuage my pain.” With that tea-
derness and wiliingness characteristic of
every true and noble woman to allay her sister’s
many pains this friend, for ske proved a friend
in necd and deed, farthwith sent her boys (nne
of whom is our informant) to gather what in the
United States is known aa sheep sorrel ; by the
people’ol England as *‘sour loaf or the cuckoo

lant ;¥ 1n the Welsh language, to the pe~pla of
Noith Wales, as * dall surionny gog.” * Ta this
timely oppertunity, avd tho efficacy of this hes b
a3 an nadidate for cancer, thia our sufferer, is in
& large meature indebted for her health and
life to.day, while not the slightect vestige of
this hitherto unconquerable disesse is to be
found. The leaves were wrapped in brown
paper ¢ tight as to make the package
impervious ¥ air. This packape wns then
placed beneath sn open grate, covered
with the hot ashes of the same, When
sufficiensly cooked it was removed, and ia
a3 hot a state as possible and not burn
it was now applied, the leanves being in
direct contact with t e ulcer, which was
firmly hold to the part affected by a
Huen baudkercbief. Strange  to  say, at
the expiration ot one manth the tumor came
away and has not since appesred.  For the first
four days the pa'n wns most excruciating, but

acua’ly decreared as it became Jo sened.

here is much to be said in favor of this method
over that of the knife.  'The naturs of its druw-
ing power in the form of poultice, though at
first very severe, still is gradual and sure, while
nsw blo.d rusbes into the vacunm, caused hy
removal, thus serving as a fit'iog helpmeet
for aiding and stimu'ating pature’s efforts,
aend in the meantime the aiteries which
feed this fell destroyer nre miven a grenter im-
pulse to move rapidly, Huw healthy and
strengthening the wenker parts as fast as it
ogeesses,  In this connection it is $o be observed
thas this metbod har none of the accompunying
nfter-wenkening effact, am caused by loss wf
blood o frequensly exhibited under the opera-
tion of the knifs, whila tha chances of a
thorough extirpation are far more SBORUINe as
to a thread remainiog than that of 4 surgicsl
operation, which many fear aod object to, Far
thnse parts not admitting of poultice we submit
another formula for the same herb, ag applied
by this same benefactress i somewhat different
COSes.

A piece of flat iron or steel is abtained with at
least one bright and s1nooth fuce. On this the
leaves are placed, which in turn is pliced on
top of thestove or within the oven until tlhie
leaves are thoronghly cooked, whence they ate
removid and spread on a picce of linen 1n the
game way as any other home'made plaster,
When coal enongh, with sufHicient heat not to
burn, it is thon applied, and, our informant
stnlg:, was productive of the same henoSeial’
resu’t,

PRISON CRUELTIES,

DopLix, April 6,.—Twenty-three moonlighte
have been arrested at Quclz Tsland, ngzt:::
Doyle, one of the Tavincibles connected with
the rlienix Park assassination,has besn released’
from gmon, the term of hia sentence having.
expired, He gives horrible detalls of . prison
life and of the" pon |

s the

'SUNDAY READING,

Vo Jedburgh Abbey.

Ot Jedburgh less .ia kpown ths

other of the large religionnvhoti's::: :; a;x!xu
8 :ottieh Lorder; It was founded by David |
of Sootland ;" but whether in 1118, during the
lifetime of his brother Alexander, as W,gng ¢
alleges, or in 1147; when™he oacupieg g?:
thrope,, aicording: to Fordun,: is not dete
iined. The;wel!-known.ncéi:rao*y'ﬂ of thr-
first-named "authof inclines" ua., to |.
on bis} stalément: i Certaln i6-Ix Showe T
that.. ]t_. \ :

! ; 8 i "-,l.-.."
t.0:18 ‘;*gnv{d.f;f_;SuBtlnnd-'_,_l.Tl‘:li]:x;;g
for ‘the inatifBtion'of the ‘reguiar. canes
St._Augustine, whose first~fhmates w.“
Kﬁrafbrongh.t"ftom‘St‘:‘ Quintin, near Bemml:‘
in France; in‘one or other ot these yeary
‘Tho'death of Abbots Osbert, the first sq iy
jor of the house, ia recorded in the *‘Chin..
"icle of Mailras,” to havs occurred jn 117:'
Restormet, in Forfarahire, and Cancnby, iy
Dumfriesshire, were cells belanging to” Jeq.
burgh; and the Priory of B'aatyre, i,
Clydendsle, ia uleo.said vo bave been g dn
pendencyof i, ' -

The Buildings were sitasted on the bypy,
of the river Jed, about two milea abov, th:
spot where it flows,icto the ailver Tweed
Tte oaly port'on ‘remaining: is the churen,
whictk was dedioated to God nnder the iny,.
cation of the Blessed Virgin, Itis greutl-
ruiced, Nearly all the walls of the mm:y
the central tower and the choir are stangjp,,
Of these the two latter are much dilapidateq.
and bear the marks of-the Engliah canpyg
duricg the investment ot the burgl in the
middle of the sixteenth century, The no
transept, - with its:  besatibul- - traceried
window, is entire, and ' is puged as
burial p'aze of the family of
the Murquis of Lothian, the descendant
and representative’ of Sir' Andrew Ker, of
Ferniherst, to whom, in the year 1622 ’the
whole of the property which had fom‘xerl
nelonggd to the canonsl was granted, gm{
erected into u- temporal lordshi i
title of Lord Jedburgh, Bs With the

Taree or four distinct styles of architectyre
are to be seen in theae rnine. The choir ¢x.
hibits massive Saxon piers, with deep splayed
circulsr arches ; over these the Nurmsn atyle
appears; and in  the sugerstructure
¢f the mnave the Qld English i
represented by the - tall, nerrow -point.
.ed windows. There are two magnificent
' Norman dvorways; one at the wert cud
apparently the principal entrsnce ; the other
in the sonth wall ot the cive, close by the
‘transept. The weat end of the nave has been
adapted in a barbarous manaer for the use of
the parish Kirk, ao as not merely to destroy
its character, buat to torm s truly uncomfort.
able piuce of meeting for the coluniste wheo
desecrate its hallowed precincts,

At the (so-called) Reformation its revenyes
were stated a8 £1,274 10s of Scotch mexey ;
2 chalders and 2 bolls of wheat; 23 ch&lderl,
of barley ; 36 chalders, 13 bolis, 1 firlet and
1 peck of meal-—measured peculiar to the
inhabitants north of the Tweed,

More minute information respectirg thia
once influential religious establichment, --the
lord of which wes a lord of purlia mert—will
be found in the elegant * Mona-tic Annals
o1 Teviotdule.,” published a$ Iidiphureh 2
1832, by the Rev. James Morton, D.D | Vir
of Holheach, and one vf the prebeniurics of
Lincoln, a gentlemun whose extensive acquire-
meats at a acholar are duly nccomparied by
the purest and moat graceful charities of
the Chrietian, Ok ! si »ic orue~!

A NEW USE FOR TRACTS,

Robert Kettle, of Glasgow, Scotland, be'-
ter known in that city as ** T:a tarian Bob,"
kaving left some tempersnce tracts at the
bouee of u friend, found them, c¢n calling 2
few daysafter, serving the purpose of cur'-
papers to one of the young fulies. ** Well,"
said he, *“I sce yvou have mude ure of the
traots ;" but immediately converted confusion
into merriment by adding, ** cnly ye I as put
them.on the wrong side o™ yer heud, Jussie,”

CURIOUSCARVING IN NORWENSTOW
CHURCH,
A GRAPIIC DOCTRINKE OF GOU THE TRINITY.
The Courch, symbolized by the tower, i
shown assailed by a two-headed mouster—
an emblem of the enemy ;. and defended hy
the Holy Spirit, signified by a dove : **which
proceedsth from the Son ! 'L'his work iz s
broken fragment of the fifteenth century.
Apother dragon on the left side omoe as-
eaulted ths pillar: acother dove fought
against him, which came forth from the
mouth of First Pcraon of the Godhead, under
the semblance of the Ansient of Days. *Ax
aged man,” enid my informnat, ** with a flaw-
ing beatd.”

THE PITCHPIPE,

This was_un instrament of very remote
antiquity. Ic was used in Greek sud Roman
oratory, to suggeat the rise or fall of the
pleader’s voice, 1t was adopted to fuifil the
self same ctfice in ecclesiaationl sicquence ;
nod the voices of St. Augustin wnd Si,
Chrysostom were roused or suudued by the
pipe, in acoordance with the size of the struc-
ture, or the extent of the audience. It is to
be Jamented that modera oratory is devoid
.of goch an excellent means of modulation, and
-that the asage of the pipe is limited to rural
choirs

OrtiC,

Mrntrea', April 2, 1887
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SYMPATHY WITH IRELAND.

The foﬂnwinF r-solutions pussed through bo b
house of the Nebraskn Legisiatar o Ly & unant-
mous vote, and were inmediately cabyed ¢ Mr.
Gladstone and Mr. Parnell over the »ignatures
of the Presicent of the Senats and the Speaker
of the: House of Representn ivea:

WHEREAS, The tGovernment of (;

rint Dri tain,

in defiance of the wishes of the Irish people,
 and of the exprre 3 will of the peoples of Wales

and Scotland und of he democracy of Kngland,
deny the Irish people a responsiule governmens,
and now thr-nteus them with the infliction of
lawa that will trample on every vestige of per-
sonal and constitutionat Jiberty and must only
end in blouduhed, if not in the ruin of the lrish
people; and -

WHeREAS, The 1r'sh eopla have always beea
stewdinst and fuithfas friends of American ).ber-
ty, fighfing for its achievement and dying for
its presetvation, and so bound up with us by
;nau c:f blood nn& honomb{? n;lemnrics that our

earts are greatly moved by their noble struggle
forR hul;mx; fa‘eﬁdgm; 4 &8

esolved, That we condemn the Irish polie

of Lord Salisbury and his cabinet as at vnf-‘i‘x)mc:
with every principle of constitutionsl law and
juatice, a8 inhuman in conception and sending,
not oqu o injure the people of Ireland, but to
imperil the safety of the Bntish empire and te
estrange the good will and friendship of the
Amer.con people, who can _never eanction n
policy that conflicts with justics and liberty.
. Besolved, That we extend to Mr. Parnell and.
his co-Inborers, and the Irish ‘nation cur heart-
felt symﬁmthy and encouragement to continue
their gallant stroggle until noder the agis of
‘ontional and responsible government, [reland
shall once more enjoy peace snd happiness,

Resolved, That we honor the noblestand takon
by Mr, Gladstone and the enlightened demo-
cracy of Great Britain and express our. confi-
dence that the sriumph of. their principles of
justice and liberty to Ireland will prevail over
the barbarous and unrighteous polioy of the tor:
government. 'That the speaker. he-inambtei
to cable a copy of these resolutions. to the Hon,

prisoners,

cruelties practised upon the | C

harles Stewart Parnell and Haon, W, By .
stone, House of Commons, Londen : il Gl‘d




