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The Lotdon express, due st Castleford.

station at 7.20,rushed in with an unearthly
shriek, like Sinbad’s black monster, with the
one red, fery eye. There were five passen-
gers for the town—four men and a woman.
The tiain disgorged them and then fled away,
shrieking once more, intothe black  Qctoper
night. el oL T :

.s&wet and gusty autumn evening, a black
and starless sky.frowning down, upona black
and sodden earth. A bitter blast blew up from
the sea, and whirled the: dead leaves in drifts
before it. 'The station, dreary ‘aiid ' isolated,
agit isin the natureof statiomns to be, looked
drearier than ever to-night. Farv off the lamps
of the town glimmered athwart the rain aod
fog, epecks of light in the gerie~gloom.

The four male passengers who had quitted
the train hurried with their portmanteaus, bat-
toned to the cbin, and with hats slouched for-
ward over their noses—honest shopkeepers of
Castleford, but looking villanously brigandish
in the light of the station lamps. Only the
female passenger remained, and she came
tripping up the platform with a little satchel
in her baud, crisp and smiling, to the chief
station official,

w1 beg your pardon, sir; but can you tell
me if the carriage from Scarswood Park is
waiting for me ?

She was a beautitul little woman, Two
great dark eyes of lustrous light beamed up
in the official's face, and a smile that lit up
ihe whole station with its radiance dazzled
him., She had feathery black ringlets—she
bad a brilliant high color—well, a trifle oo
high, probably, for some fastidious tastes—she
had teeth white and more glistening than any-
thing the official had ever seen outsidea dent-
ist’s show-case—she had the tiniest lit
tle figure in the world, andshe had—as far as
the offioial could judge, for the glitter of her
whole appearance—some three-and-thirty
years. With the flash of her white teeth, the
spakrle of her black eyes, the glow of the
rose-red cheeks, she dazzled you like a sud-
den burst of sunlight, and you never stopped
to think until afterward how sharp and rasp-
mg was the voice in which she addressed
Fou.

? The carriage from Scarswood ? No, it bad
not—that is to say the ofticial did not know
whether it had or not.

Would the lady be pleased to sit down?
there was & fire in here, and he would go and
ascertaln.

#1 certainly expected to fird it waiting,”
the little lady said, tripping lightly after
him. -¢5ir John kmows I am coming to-
pizht. Heis such an old friend of mine—
Sir John. It's odd now the carriage ism't
waiting—tell them when they do come; Mrs.
Yavasor is here.”

«The carriage has come,” announced the
official on the moment. «This way,
madame, if you please.”

The close carriage, its lamps, glowing like
two red eyes in the darkness, i‘s horses paw-
ing the ground, its coachman stiff and surly
ou the box, wasdrawn up at the station door.
The ofticial held the door open—she thanked
him with a radiant smile, and then Sir John
D:ngerfield's carriage was flying, through the
darkness of the wet October night over the
muddy hign road to Scarswood Park. Little
Mrs. Vavasor wiped the blurred glass, and
strained her Lright black eyesas the vehicle
whirled up the avenue, to catch the first
glimpse of the house. Itloomed up at last,
a big black shadow in the darkness. Lights
gleamed all along its front windows, and the
distant sound of music floated out into the
night. Mrs, Vavasor's faecinating face was
at its brightest—the sparkle in her eves
sparkled more than ever.

« A party—a ball perbaps. Let me see, the
third of October—why la petite's birthday, of
course. Miss Dangerfield, Heiress of Scars-
wood, is just seventeen to-night. How
stupid of me to forget it.” She laughed in
the darkness and solitude, n l1ittle low laugh
not pleasant to hear. I wonder how poor
dear 3ir John will meet me,and what ac-
count he will give of me to his daughter?
It couldn’t have been pleasant for him to re-
ceive my note. 1 dare eay by this time he
thought me dead.”

She stepped out & moment in the rain, then
into the lighted wvestibule,then into the spa-
eious entrance hall, where Mrs. Harrison, in
agray silk gown and white lace cap, and all
‘the dignity of housekeeper, met ber courtesy.

¢« Mrg, Vavasor, I think, ma’am ?”

Mrs. Vavasors enchanting smile anawered
jn the affirmative.

« Sir John’s orders are every attention,
ma'am, and he was to be told the minute you
arrived. 'This way, if you pleass, and you're
to wait here, ma’am, until he comes to you."

She led the way upstairs, and threw open
the door of a half lit, elegant apartment, all
bright with upholstery, eurtaing, and carpst of
blue and gold,

« How very nice,”” Mrs. Vavasor remarked,
glancing pleasantly around; “and you are
the housekeeper, I suppose, my good soul?
Ana your young lady is having a party on her
birth-night? How pleasant it must be to be
only seventeen, and handsome, and rich, and
a baronet’s daughter.”

Mrs. Vavasor laughed that sharp little
laugh of hers that rather grated on sensitive
€ars.

« Miss Dangerfiéld is handsome, no doubt,
Mrﬂ.——.ah-—"

« Harrigson,” the housekeeper responded,
rather stifly, « And Miss Eatherine is very
‘andsome, indeed, in my eyes. I'll tell Sir
John you're here, ma'am, at once, if you'll
plenase sit down.”

But it pleased Mrs. Vavasor to stand-—she
turped mp the lamps until the room was
flooded with light, then walked over to a full-
length mirror and looked at herself steadily
and long. -

« Fading!” she emid; “fuding! Rouge,
French coiffoies, enamel, belladonna, and the
rest of it are very well ; but they can’t make
oever a woman of thirty-seven into a girl of
twenty. ‘Siill; considering the life I've led
—she sét her teeth like a little lion-dog.
© Ah, what a bittes fight the battle of life has
been for ma! If I were wise I would pocket
my wrongs, forego my vengeance, keep my
gecret, and live bappy in Scarswood Hall for-
ever - after. T wonder if Sir John would
marry me it I asked him?" ‘ -

The door opened and 8ir John came in.
Liitle ‘Mra. Vavacor turned round from the
glass, felded her emall bands, and stood and
looked at him with a smile on her face.

He was very pale, and grim as the grave.’

So for a moment 1hbey stood, like two duel-
ists waiting for the word, in dead silence.
Tbew the lady spoke: S
“How do you do, Sir Jobn? When we
parted I remeinber you: found me admiring
myself in'the glass; when we meet again,
after fiftéen years—Disz! how old it makes
one feel—yon find me before the glass again.
Not admiriog myself this time, you under-
#tand, - 1'sadly fear I have grown old and

ugly.in all those hard fought years, But you
—you're not{ alday older, and just the same

handsome;/stal wart oldier I remember you.
Won't 'you'shake

yor  hands for the sake of old
times, Sir.John; and say ‘you are welcome’
to a poor:little. womap who has traveled all
the way' from| Paris to ee see you?” o
" ’She he]d out her liitle. gloved hand. .He
drew.away .with a gesture of repulsion, and
¢rossing to the rhimney-piece leaned upon it,
hig-face -hard and set, in the-light bf the
lamps. o ‘. :
« Why have you come here ?” he agked.
4 Ah, Ciel! hear himl—sucha ¢ruel ques-
tion. And-after fifteen years I stand all
alone in this big, pitiless world, a poor little

:| friendless woman, and I come, to the gallant

gentleman who fifteen years ago stood my
friend—such a friend—and he asks me in that

cruel voice why I have comel”

« That will do, Mrs. Vavasor—this is not a
theatre, nor am I an appreciative audience.
Tell me the truth, If you can—let us have
plain speaking. Why have you come here?
What do you want 7 . ~

« That is plain language certainly. I have
come here because you are in my power—ab-
solutely and wholly in my power, And I
want to stay here as an honored guest just as
long as I please. Is that plain emough to
satisfy you, or would you like mec to put it
still plainer ?"

Her deriding black eyes mocked him, her
incessant smile set his teeth on edge. Hatred
—abhorrence—were in his eyes as he looked
at her.

«You want money, I suppose? Well, you
shall have it, though 1 paid you your price
long ago, and you promised to trouble me no
more. But you can’t stay here; it is simply
impossible.”

« It is simply nothing of the kind. I have
come to stey—my luggnge is down yonder in
the hall, and you will tell them presently to
fetch it up and show me to my room. I do
want money—jyes, it i8 tho universal want,
nod I mean to have it. Eight thousard a
year and Scarswood Fark, one of the finest
seats in Sugsex, .And such an old family !—
baronets created by James the First, and
knights centuries and centuries before! How
proud your daughter must feel of her ancient
name and lineage!” And Mrs. Vavasor
Iaughed aloud, hertinkling laugh that struck
shrilly on hypersensitive ears.

«« You will leave my ddughter’s name out
of the question, if you please,” the baronet re-
torted haughtily ; #“snoch lips as yours sully
her name. 1f youhad one spark of womanly
tesling, one grain of self-respect left from the
life you have led, a woman’s heart in your
breast, you would never come near her. In
Heaven'’s name go—I will give you anything,
anything, only don't insist upon staying
here.”

For answer she walked back to the mirror,
and deliberately began removing her bonnet,
gloves, and mantle.

“ Ap Lintend going down and joining your
party preseuntly, and being introduced to the
county families, I think I will go up toc my
room at once, if you please, Sir John—Dy the
way, is Mr. Peter Dangerfield ono of your
guests on fhis happy occasion? It strikes
me now I should like to know him., He is
your only brother’s only son and heir-in-law
—after your daughter, of course. How awk-
ward for that young gentleman you should
bave & dawghter atall. And the estate is
strictly entailed to the nearest of kin”
There was a gleam ot almost dangerous
malice in hLer eyes aB she turned from the
mirror. “Yes, I am really anxious to make
the acquaintaince of Mr. Peter Dangerfield.”

Ile turned almost livid—he made a step to-
wards her.

«You would not dare)' he said huskily!
% you wretch! You would not dare—"

« I would dare anything except being late
for Miss Dangerficld’s brth-night party.
Just seventeen! a charming age, and an heir-
ess, and & beauty, no doubt? Ah! what &
contrast tomy waning youth. Igrow melan-
choly when I think of it. I was seventeen
once, too, Sir John, though to look at me
now you mightn't believe it. Ring the bell,
please, and let that nice old creature, your
housekceper, show me to my room. And
when I'm ready--say—at ten o'clock—you
will come for mehere, and present me to your
guests, No, really, baronet—not another
word to-night on that subject. These seri-
ous matters are so exhausting ; and remem-
ber I've been travelling all day. Ring the
bell.”

He hesitated a moment, then cbeyed. The
look of 4 hunted animal was in his eyes, and
she stood there mocking him to hisface. It
seemed about a8 unequal a contest as a battle
between & huge Newfoundland and a little
King Charles, and the King Charles had the
victory this time,

Mrs. Harrison answered the bell ; in the
brief interval no word had been spoken.

« You will ghow Mrs. Vavasor to her room,”
Sir Jokn said shortly and sternly, turning to

0.
€ #« And I will be dressed by ten, and you will
call for me Lere,)’ responded Mrs. Vavasor
gayly, over her shoulder. * How fortunate I
have been in not missing the opportunity ot
offering my congratulations to Miss Dapnger-
field.”

And then humming a gay French air, Mrs.
Vavasor followed the housekeeper up anothaer
broad oaken stairway, along a carpeted corri-
dor and into a velvet-hung chamber, bright
with firelight and waxlight, luxurious with
cushions, chairs, and lounges, fragrant with
hot-house flowers, and rich with pictures.

« Your trunksarein the wardrobe adjoining,
ma'am,” Mrs. Harrison said: #and if there
ig anything I can do or if Miss Katherine's

maid "

t«You good creature!” Mrs, Vavasor
answered. “No, I am my own maid—l!
haven't eight thousand a year, you know, like
your darling Miss Eatherine, and can’¢afford
Juxuries. Thanks, very much, and—good
night ;" and then the door closed gently in
the housekeeper's iace, the key was turned,
and Bir John's guest was alone.

She stood and looked round the room with
a smile, that incessant smile that grew just
a trifle wearisome after the first half hour or

80,

In the golden gleam of the light the tall
mirrors flashed, thecarpetlooked like a green
bank of June roses, the gilken draperies shim-
mered, and the exotics in thelr tall glasses
perfumed the warm air. Outside the rain
beat, and the wind -blew, and the “ blackness
of darkness” reigned, She listened to the wild
beating of the storm in tne park with a little
delicious shiver.

«Is it like my life?’ she said softly.
uHave I come out of the rain, and the wind,
and the night, to the roses, angd-the wax-
lights, and music of existence? Or Js the
gvpsy, vagabond ipstinet too strong in me,
and will the roses fadle, and their perfume
sicken, and the lights grow dim, and I throw
itall up some day, and go back to the old
freedom and outlawry once more? The cedar
palace and purple robes of the kinglook very
inviting, but Ithink I would rather have the

stars sbining through the canvas roof.” .
“An hour later there descended to thelong
drawing-room a lady—a stranger to all there.

Bhe appeared in their midst as suddealy as

t

‘tents of Bohemia, with their freedom, and the |
| dull yellow hair.

though she had dropped from the rainy skiés,,

toses in her flosting feathiery.black ‘Hair."’ A
little. lady whose cheeks outshomne all roses,
and whose-eyes outflashed ber diamonds, and
whom Sir John Dangerfleld introduced tohis
guests ag Mrs, Vavasor, LT ek

Who was Mrs. Vavasor? =~ ' ‘

Women looked at her askance—the staxap
of adventuress was on her face and raiment.
. The rouge was artlsiic, but it ‘wes rouge ;
the amber silk was shabby, the Chantilly, a
very clever imitation, the diamonds Palais
Royal beyond doubt. And then Sir John was
so pale,E0 gloomy—the old soldier, not used
to sociely masks, skowed his trouble all too
plainly in his perturbed face.

- *A woman not, of their order-—and the ladies’
bows were frigid and chilling as the baronet
presented her.

Butthe men—what did they know of shabby
silks and brownish laces. They saw a bril-
linut fairy of—well, five-and-twenty sum-
mers, perbaps—by lamplight—with the eyes
and teeth of a goddess.

«But, Miss Dengerfield, Sir John—Miss
Dangerfield! Miss Dangerfield!” Mrs. Yavasor
cried, tapping him playfully with her fan;
«those people are not the rose, though they
have come to-night to do honor tothat gorge-
ous flower. Iam dying to behold Miss Dan-
gerfield.” .

The stormy blue eyes of the Indian office
flashed ; he gnawed his mustache, with an
oath only heard by the lady or his arm.
Her shrill laugh answered it.

¢« For shame, Sir John! So ill-bred, too!
And that face! You look like the Death's-
head the Egyptians used to have at their
banquets. What will people say? There, I
gee her—1I see her! that is Katherine.”

She stopped short, still holding Sir John's
arm, and a vivid light came into her black
eyes. The baronet’s daughter was advancing
on the arm of Mr. Gaston Dantree.

r Katherinc,” her father said, bringing out
every word with a husky effort, « this is Mrs.
Vavasor, 8 very old fri—acquaintance.” If
bis life had been at stake, he could not have
said #friend.” “You have heard me speak
of her; she is our guest for the present.”

He turned abruptly, and walked away.

Eatherine Danpgerfield held out her
band—for the first, the last time—to
her father’s [acquaintance. Their eyes
met, and on the only occasion, per-
haps, in all her seven-and-thirty years
of Jife, those of the elder woman fell. The
bright gray eyes of the girl looked straight
through her, and distrusted aud disliked her
with that first glance,

¢y father’s triends are always welcome to
Secarswood.” She said it very briefly and
coldly, «May I beg of you fo excuse
me now, 1 am engaged for this waltz to Mr.
Danutree.”

She was looking her best to-night and
almost pretty ; but then « almost " is a very
wide word.

She wore pink tissue, that floated around
her like a rosy mist, with here and therea
touch of priceless old point, and & tiny cluster
of fuicy roses. She bad pearls on her neck,
and gleaming through her lovely auburn
hair, a rich tea-rose nestling in its eilken
brown.

She looked graceful ; she looked unspeak-—-
ably patriciin; she carried hesself likea
voung princess. And the vivid lightin Mrs,
Yavasor's black eyes grew brighter as she
watched her float away.

+:She has her mother’s face,” she whispered
to herself; ¢ she has her mother's voice—and
I hate her for her mother's sake | A home in
Scarswood forever, the fleshpots of Egypt,
the paurple and £ine linen of high life, would
be very pleasant things, but revenge is
pleasanter still.”

One of the gentiemen to whom she had, at
her own special request, been introduced,
came up, as she stood, and solicited the
pleasure of a waltx.

#1 am surs you can waltz,” he said: I can
always tell, by some sort of Terpsichorean in-
stinct, I suppose, when a lady ig, or isnot, a
waltzer.”

Mr. Peter Dangerfield was rigtt at least in
this particular instance ; Mrs. Vavasor
waltzed like a fairy—like & French fairy, at
that. '

Sheand the Dbaronet's danghter whirled
past each other more than once—EKatherine
with her brown hair floating in a perfumed
cloud, her lips breathless and apart, and her
bright eyes laughing in her partner's face.

«t]g ghe 1n love with that very handsome
young man, [ wonder 77 Mrs, Vavasor thought;
uand is he ricb, and in love with ker ? If
go, then my plan of vengeance way be frus-
trated yet.”

«tMr, Dangerfield,” toher partner, ¢ please
tell me the name of that gentleman with
whom Miss Dangerfield is dancing? It
gtrikes me 1 have somewhere seen his face
before.”

«Not unlikely, he's been everywhere. His
name is Gaston Dantree, and he is, I believe,
a native of the State of Louisiana.”

« An American! He is very rich, then—
all thosa Americans are rich.”

«Dantrae is not. By his own showing, hie
is poor as a8 a church-mouse; his only
wealth is his Grecian profile amd his tenor
voice.” There was justa tinge of bitterness
in his tone as he looked after the handsome
Southerner and his partner.

14 My face is my fortune, sir,she eaid,’”

hummed gayly Mrs. Vavasor. “How, then,
comes monsieur to be here, and evidently
first favoritefin regards of Sir John’s heiresas 7"

« Eig handsome face and musical tenor
again, Mirs Dangerfield met him at a con-
cert, not three weeks ago, 'and behold the
result! We, poor devils, minus classic
voses, arched eyebrows, and the voices of
archangels, stand out at the cold and gaze
afar off at him in Paradise.”

¢« Does Sir John like it ?”

«:Sir Jobn will like whatever his daughter
likes. An human creature persistent enough
can do what they please with Bir John,
For his daughter he i8 her abject elave.” '

The bitterness was bitter thar ever in Mr.
Peter Dangerfield’s volce; evidently the
heiress of Scarswood and hber handsome
Southerner were sore subjects.

He was a pale-faced, undersized young man,
with very light hair aud eyes—so light that
he was hoplessly near-sighted—and a weak,
querulous voice. It was just s little hard to
eee Scarswood slipping out of ibe family
before his very eyes through the headstrong
whims of a novel-reading, beanty-loving, chit
of a girl. .

He, too, was poor—poor ag Gaston Dantree
himself~and at.thirty, mammon was the god
-of hig idolatry, and to reign one day at Scars-
wood, the perpetual longing of his life.

¢« And Miss Dangerfield i5 a young lady
whose slaves must obey, I think; and Scars-
wood will o cutot the family. Such a pity,
Mr. Dangerfield! Now, I should think you
might prevent that.”

She made this audacions home-thrust look-
ing full in his pale, thin face, with her black,
resplute eyes.

.The blood flushed redly to the roots of his

11 My dea madame,”—with a bard lavgh

".| 1ike than they are, Mrs. -Vavasor?’

i Migs Dangerfield—] am a woman, and

a charming little vision, in_ amber _silk and | may say so-<is nota haddsome girl,” .
‘Chaontilly flounces, and diamonds, and creamy. .- "t All the gf

! ter;reason why she sho'i;_ld
worship bedily in others.Gaston Dantree,
without'n sou in his pocket,a-foreigner, an.

adventurer, for,all we know- to .the contrary, |- C ) . :
.augwer ‘me-this, please?: Ig'it

will one day reign lord 6f Scarswood. ~See
them now!  Could anything be more lover-

.- He spoke to her a8 ‘though. ke h'adb,vkjnow»n

“her for years. Some rapport made those two

‘friends at once, . . - :
Sne looked where he pointed, her smile and
glance at their brightess. .-
The waltzhad ended ; leaning on her hand-
gome partner's arm, the last flutter of Miss
Dangerfield's pink dress vanished in the green
distance of the conservatory. '

« I gee; and in spite of appearances, Mr.
Dangerfield, I wouldn’t mind betting—my
dismonds, say, against that botanical speci-
men in your buttonhole—that Mr. Gaston
Dantree, Grecian profile, tenor voice, and all,
will NEVER reign lord of Scarswood ; and for
you—why you know the old thyme:

¢+ He elthor dreads his fate too much,
Or his deserts are smsll,
Who fears to put it to the touch,
To win or loseitall.’”

Shs walked away, with her last words, her
ever-mocking lsugh coming back to him
where he stood. What did the woman mean ?
How oddly she looked and epoke. How
could she prevent Gaston Dantree marrying
Eatherine? But the last advice was good—
why despair before speaking ?

« To win or lose it alll” repeated Peter
Dangerfield. stroking his feeble, colorless
mustache. « By George! I wilitry. She can
but say no.”

‘There was a call for Mr, Dantrese on the in-
stant—Mr, Dantree was wonted to ¢ing.

Mr. Dangerfield stood where he was, and
saw the dark-eyed tenor emerge leisurely from
the conservatory, and—alone. He sat down
at the piano; his slender,shapely hands flew
over the keys in a brilliant prelude. Every-
body was listening—now was his time.
Katherine wag in the conservatory yet. He
made his way slowly down the long vista of
rooms to where, at the extreme end, the green
brightness of tropic plants gleamed in the
lamplight.

She still stood where her late compapion
had left her, in the recess of a window, her
robe of pink tissue shining rosily, ber jewels
glancing softly. Tall tropic plants spread
their fun-like leaves about her; the air was
rich snd taint with exotic odors, and over all
the soft abundant light poured down.

Gaston Dantree's song floated in—en Irish
song, half gay, balf sad, wholly sweet—and
a brooding tenderness lay on the girl's face—
a great happiness, new and sweet—and made
it almost beautiful. The rain lashed the
windows, the wind of the October pight blew
in long, lamentable blasts through the rocking
trees; but the storm and darkness without
only made the contrast swithin the more
brillinnt.

“ Katherine!” .

She neither saw nor heard him until he was
close at her side. She lifted up her dreamy
oyes, her trance of hliss over,

« Oh, you, Peter! What an odious habit
you have of stealing in upon me likea cat. I
never heardyoun.” .

4You never heard me, diss Dangerfield?
You need hardly tell me that. You werelisten-
ing far too intently to Mr. Gaston Duntrze to
hear anything else.”

« Was I 7" retorted Katherine. They rarely
met, those two, excepttoquarrel. © Well, all
I can say is that AMr. Gaston Dantree is very
well worth listening to, which is more than I
can say for you, cousin Pefer.”

# You mean I'm not a singing man, I sup-
pose, Kathie? Well, I admit my brains do
not lie in my throat and lungs.”

«Nor anywhere else, Mr. Dapgerfield.”

A nd when is it to be, Kathie 2" Mr. Danger-
field demanded, folding his arms ; « when are
all to offer our congratulations? Such a
fliztation as yours, my dear cousin, with this
Apollo Belviders from the Southern States,
can have but one ending,”

w And such a flirtation as yours with this
pretty Mre. Vavasor, from nobody knows
where, can have but one ending, too, I sup-
pose,” responded Katherine, coming up to
time bravely. « She is some five or six years
your senior, I should think ; but, where true
love exists, what does a little disparity of
years signify? A case of love at Bight; was
it not, cousin ?”

«You might have spared me that taunt,
Katherine; you know very well who itis/
am so unfortunate ns to love.”

« Upon my word, I don't. My little cousin
Peter, his loves and bates, are subjects that
trouble me very slightly. 'There! Mr. Dap-
tree’s song is done, and they are playing the
Lancers, Suppose we leave oft quarreling
and goand have a cousinly quadrille?’

¢Not vet, Kathle. I can endure this sus-
pense no longer. No, you shall not go; I
will be heard! To watch you as I have
watched you to-night with that man would
simply drive me mad!”

« Would it? Then why on earth do yon do
it? Idon’t want to be watched, and I don't
suppose Mr. Dantiee does, either. You
mean Mr. Dantree, don’t you? And, Peter,
don’t put on that tragic face; it isn’t your
style, dear. You're too fair complexioned.
Aud what business is it of yours, and why
should it drive you mnad ?"

uLittle need to ask, Eatherine. You know
only too well—because 1 love you. Kathie,
don’t look like that! 1 love you, and you
Enow it well, 1 bhaven't had thoughts or eves
for any living creature but you since you first

came here. Ah, Kathie! Listen to me.
Don’tlaugh,as I see you are going to do. 1
love you with all my Leart—better than ever
that tellow can do—and I ask you to be my
wife. Katherine, don't laugh at me, for
Heaven's sake!”

But the warning came too Iate.

Katherine broke out into a ringing peal of
laughter, that the music bappily drowne.,

Peter Dangerfield looking desperately 1
earpest, very,very yellow, and, with folded
arms, stood glaring at herin an uocommonly
savage way for o tender a declaration.

«I beg your pardon, Peter,but I can't help it
The idea of marrying you—only five feet five
inches, andan attorney, and my first cousing
Pirst cousing should naver marry, you know.
What wonld papa say,you silly little boy, if
he could hear this?”

# My uncle knows,” the young man auswer-
ed, with sullen anger; “I spoke o hima
month ago.” ‘

Miss Dangerfield opened her big gray eyes.

«Oh, you did 7 That's what he meant,
then, that morning after the concert. Ire-
member; he tried to plead your cause.
And you spoke to him first; and you're a
lawyer, and knew no better then that! No,
Puter ; it is not poseible. You're a nice little
fellow, and I think a great deal of you ; and
1'd do almost anytbing you wanted me, ox-
cept marry you. That'sa Httle too much,
even for such good nature as mine”

¢ Then I’m to conrider myself rejected 7"

« Now, Peter, don't put on that ill-tem per-
ed face; it quite spolls your gouvd looks, and
you Lnow you have none to spoil—spare, I
mean. Well, yes, then; I am afrald you

—~7I stand no chance. I'm not.a bhandsome
man,”

must copeider yourself rejected. I really

“drawlng-room for my &
-1ose.such music as that” -

should like to oblige you.in this.miatter, but

you perceive I can’t. ;Come,glet us-make it

up—I'm not angry—ang take e back to the
ance It Is'& sin.

“tt In” one-‘moment,

- RN 5
Kathierina, Wil -you
5 1 ‘={or= Gaston,
Dantree I am-tefused?”,’ . W "\ K

“«Cousin Peter, I shiall  lose my temper if
you keep on. ' If ‘there were: no Mr., Dantree
inthe case I should reject you all the ‘same.

band—excuse me! I wouldn't marry you if
you were the only man left inthe . world, and
the penalty of refusing you to be to. go to
my grave an old maid. Is that answer de-
cisive enough?” )

« Very nearly! Thank you for your plain
speaking, Kathie” He was white with sup-
pressed anger. « But lest we should mis-
understand each other in the leagt, won't
you tell me whether or no Mr. Dantree is to
be the future lord of Scarswood Park? Be-
cause in that case, for the honor of thefamily
I should endeavorto discover the gentleman’s
antecedents. A -classic profile and a fine
voice for singing may be sufticient virtues in
the eyes of a young lady of seventeen, but
I'm afraid they willhardly saiisfy the world
or Sir John.” '

«For the world I don't care that! For Sir
John, whatever makes me happy will satisfy
him. [am trying to keep my temper, Peter,
but don't provoke me too far—it isn't safe.
Will you, or will you not, take me out for the
dance? Iam not accustomed to agk favors
twice,” .

« How queenly she says it—the heiress of
Scarswood V"

His passion was not to be restrained now.
uw And it is tor this Yankee singing man—
this needy adventurer—this negro minstrel
in his own land, that I am cast off ?”

She whirled round upon him ina storm of
sudden fury, and made a step toward him.
But rage lent him courage; he stood his
ground.

« You little wretch!” cried Miss Danger-
field, “ how dare you stand there and say such
things to me? How dare you call Gaston
Duntree an adventurer ?  You, who would not
presume to call ycur soul your own in his
presence! Negro minstrel, indeed! You
wretched little attorney; Ome should be a
gentlemagn to judge gentlemen. That's why
Mr. Dantree’s beyond your judgment! Don't
ever speak to meagain. You're verv offer is
an insult. To think that I—I would ever
marry you, a little rickety dwarf!”

(To be”continued)

Ganadia_n_ News.

Rev. Father Whalen, chairman ofthe Se-
parate School Board at Ottawa, left the city
recently, and owing to a deadlock, his suc-
cessor has not been appointed. The French
and English-speaking elements cannot be
brought togethor.—Mail.

L’ Evenement of last night contains a loag
and interesting ietter from Paris Dby its
editor, Senator Fabre. Spenking of Mr,
Wurtele's mission to France, Mr. Fabre says
that he was successful in both objects he had
in view, viz., the completion of negotiations
with the French bankers concerning the new
provincial loan and relative to the Credit
Foncier Franco-Conadienne. On  the lst
inst. Mr. Fabre states that he assisted at a
re-union at the Banque de Parir, held todefine
the objects and the mission of n delegate of
the bunk to be sent to Canada, and to regu-
late the last details- prior to his departure.
There wers present at this re-union M, Jou-
bert, Vice-President of the Bank, Mr. Cohen
Danvers, M. Sautter, M. de Molinare, M.
Thois, and Mr. Wurtele. It seems that the
mission of M. Thois is to ascertain what sort
of & field Canada will ofter for the operations
of the Credit Foncier, and also whether it
will be most advigable to leave the capital at
25,000,000 fraucs, or to increase it to 50,000,-
009, M. Thois, who sailed from Havre about
a fortnight ago, remaing in New York until
the arrival of M. de Molinare, who was to
have sailed a week later. The latter gentle-
man, an eminent French publisher, witl write
in the Journal des Debats a series of letters
intended to shed light upon the resources of
this country, and the opportunities which 1t
offers for European speculation.

It is stated that the recent seizures of
tobacco at Quebec, by the officers of the
Collector of Inland Revenue are more serious
than is generally supposed. From the result
of enquiries made and calculations estimated,
it appears that some four thousand poundsin
all ot tobacco have been seized, some of it
being worth as much as $2 per pound. The
seizures were made in fifteen different estab-
lishments, almostall of the retail dealers in
the city baving thus suffered. The tobacco
soseized was confiscated in virtue of the Act
lust session of the Dominion Parliament,
aanctioned on the 7th of May, 1880, which
prohibits the sale of any cut tobacco except
in stamped packages. This law has not been
enforced in Quebec until within the past few
days. No instractions have been forwarded
to the trade Telative to the working of the
new law, and consequently our dealers re-
mained in ignorance of its provisions until
their large stocks of tobacco were saized in
theirstores. The trade complains that it has
vot been instructed what was required of it,
and alsv that the tobacco now seized was a
portion of that which was in store when the
new law was adopted. and whnich has already
paid duty. It appears that this fact is not
sufficient to prevent seizures, thut the tobacco
in stock when the mew law was sanctioned
should have been sent back to the manufuc-
tures, according to the autborities of the In-
land Revenue Department, to be repacked
and stamped. Toprevent misunderstandings
in the future, proper instructions should at
once be communicated to those principally
interested in the business.

An interesting page in Canadian history
has just Dbeeun made public here, from which
it would appear that for several years after the
conquest in 1859 a certain number of the
people did not take kindly to the new regime,
notwithstanding the efforts to that end of the
Bishop of Quebec and his clergy. On cne
occasion in 1775, in the parish of St. Michael,
near this city on the south shore, on the pa-
tronal fast ot the parish, whilst a priest was
preaching on the duty of submission to the

cburch interrupted by exclaiming :— Mon—
steur, clest assez lomglemps precher sur, les
Anglais” (Bir, you hbave preached long
enough on the Eoglisb). This occorrence, a8
may be supposed, created & considerable sen-
gation, and the matter was reported to the
Bishop, Mons. Briand, who thereupon wrote
to the cure demanding the name of the'offond-
ing parighioner in" order that he might deal

same time order'ng the priestto intorm his
parishioners, both of 8t. Michael and Beau-
mont, that unless the offender was made
kuown he would issue an edict of jnterdiction.
His Lordship declared that in acting as he

_| did the party in questicn had been guilty of

disrespect towards the temple of God and His
minister, and had exhibited a spirit of revalt
sgainst the ecclesiastical anthoriiies. There
fs a tradition in the parish that the unfortu-

nate who thus interrupted the ‘preacher, hav-

You're very well as a first cousin; as'a hus-

temporal power, an individual present in the.

with him as to him might seem proper, at the |’

ingrefused to acknowledge his fault, or to be
guided by the advice of the cure, who did a]}
in his power to bring about a better state of

to things, was formally excommunicated, as well

as all those who participated in his opiniens,
It is probable that the great majority became

treconciled tothe Ohurch, but.it is certain that

five'did not, and were at their desiths espe-
cially buried in unconsecrated ground, near
the high road. The graves were surroundeg
with "a fence, and a cross was-placed there,
but “notwithstanding that these bave long:
since disappeated, the ground was slways re.
spected by the successive owners, and neither
plough nor'harrew ever ‘touched it. At the
instance of the present proprietor an authori.
zation was recently obtained from the Eccles-
iagtical and civil authorities, and on the 111t}
of the present month, in presence of a large
assemblage of persons, the lot was opened,
the bones were taken out of their respective
coffins, which were in a good state of preser-
vation, placed in a new one and reinterred in
the portion of the cemetery reserved for in-
fants who died before being baptized. A
formnl entry of the act was made in the parish
records. —Toronto Globe.

CATHOLIC NEWS,

LoxpoN October 18.—A despatch from
Vienna says:—Monsignor Vanulti succeeds
Cardinal Jacobini as Papal Nuncio here, and
will take charge of the negotiations bhetween
the Vatican and Germany, Cardinal Jacobini
succeeding as Papal Sec:etary of Stats on the
retirement of Cardinal Nina.

A statement has been going the rounds of
the press, and lately appeared in the New
York Herald, to the eflfect that Monsignor
Capel was a bankrupt, The London Table
says: « We are authorized to sfate most
positively that this paragraph has no founda-
tion in fact.” Furtherriore, we find the
Talblet's statement conrfimed by our Roman
correspondent’s letter which appears in to-
day’s issue,

The Comte de Chambord did ask the Pope
to enrol the name of Louis XVI. smong those
of the martyrs to the Faith, though certain
French prelates took theinitiative in collect-
ing documents on the strength of which they
thought they might lay before the Congrega-
tion of Rites the unfortunate King's clalms to
beatification. The Comte de Chambord, when
appealed to on the subject, offered to bear the
expenseg sttendant on collecting the docu-
ments and also those incurred in proceeding
with the “cause” before the above mentioned
Congregation.

The Roman Cathnlics of Liverpool have or-
ganized a club known as «The Newman.”
The chairman stated at the firet meeting that
there was no Roman Catholic representative
in Parliament for any comstiuency in the
whole of Great Britain, and he belicved tkis
arese in & considerable degree from the
Roman Catholics not acting together, and
not giving up pet schemes of their own.
He believed Liverpool had n betier chance of
returning » Roman Catholic member than
any other constituency, and that was an
object to which they should look forwaird, as
its realization would have its most powerful
influence in favor of their Church.

-

To the excessive use of Tobacco must be
attributed in great measure the Pyspeptic
symptoms from which, a8 a people, we so
generally suffer. MiLk or Macaisia by its
action in eradicating impurities, removes the
craving for stimulants, always accompanying
an unhealthy organization. Miug oF Mac-
NEsiA is an entirely different preparation to
all other fluid Wagneslas., Sold by all
Chemists.

Canadian consolidation takes mnother step
through the British order in counecil which
annexes hencetorth to the Dominion of Canada
every Dritish territory and possession in
North America,and all Br:tish islandsadja-
cent thereto, except Newfoundland and its
dependencies, It is well, perhaps that
Canada sbould thus acquire betimes whatever
British possessions there are on and near this
countinent, because, in case she should one
day set up for hesself, they will be handy to
have alreadyin the house.—N. Y. Sun.

Austria i8 better provided with publie
libraries than any other country in Europe.
There are altogether 577 libravies in Austria,
containiug collectivelly 5,475,798 volumes,
exclusive of maps and manuscripts; this is
an average of 26.8 volumes per 100 inhabi-
tants. I'he 500 librajies of France possess
4,598,000 volomes, and 135,000 manuscripts,
or 12,5 volumes per 100 of the population;
Italo has 593 libraries, 4,349,281 volumes,
330,570 manuscripts, equal to 16.2 per 100 in-
habitants; Prussia has 398 libraries, 2,640,450
volunes and 58,000 manuscripts, equal to 11
volomes per 100; Great Britain has 200
libraries, 2,871,493 volumes and 26,000 manu-
gcripts; Bavaria has 168 libraries, with
1,368,500 volumes and 24,000 manuseripts, a
number which places the country next to
Austria as regards the number of yolumes per
head of population ; Russia hds 145 libraries,
952,000 books and 24,300 manuscripts, equal
to 1.3 volumes per 100 persons. Of eeparate
institutions, the National French Library is
the lurgest, containing 2,078,000, or mearly
half the total contents of the 500 libraries of
the country ; the British Museum comes next
with 1,000,000 volumes; them the Royal
Munich Library, 800,600 ; the Berlin Library,
700,000 ; that at Dresden, 500,000 ; at Vienna,
420,000, The Oxford University Library,
300,000, outnumbers the National Belgian
Library by 90,000 ‘volumes ; the Heidelburg
Unjversity Library hes also 300,000; so has
the Hamburg Town Library and that at Stutt-
gart. The library of the Vatican, at Rome,
is emall comparatively, having only 30,000
volumes, but it is rich in manuscripts, which
number 25,000.

EPPS'S COCOA—URATEFUL AND CUMFORTING.
--*By a thorough knowledge of the natural
laws which govern the operations of digestion
and nutrition, and by a oareful aef)llcnuon of
the fine properties of well selected cocoa, Mr.
Epps has provided our breakfast tables with &
delleately avored beverage which may save 18
many heavydoctors’ bills. It is by the judicious
use of such articles of diet. that a constitution
may be gradually butlt up until stronﬁ enough
to resist every tendency to disease. Hundreds
of subtle maladles are floaling around us re
to attack wherever these is a weak polnt. We
may escape many a fatal shaft by kecping our-
selves well fortifled with pure blood and a pro-

erlv nourished {rame.”’~Qivil dervice Gaselie.

1d ~nilv .» vackets ‘ahvlleQd—* JAMES Eves &
Co., Homoepathiec Chemists, Iinndon, England.’
Also makers of Err3’s OMOCOLATE ESSENCE for
afternoon use..- T

“‘Ag a Linlment for horses Henry & John-
son’s Arnics and Oil Limiment is un-
squalled. It cures  Sprains, Bruses, an
‘Lameness, atonce. . '

& The pure flour of the finest Mustard Seed
withont any adulteration or dilution” This
{5 the report of the Government Analvist on
Colman’s Genuine Mustard. Users of this
article may just aa well buy the best. Thisis
the ‘'only pure brand in the raarket, ail others
beilng what ia called # Mustard Oondiments,”
that is' mustard mixed with farila oo, —and,
do not possess the pungent aromatic favour .
of the genuine. article—Be sure yom get .

i Colman’s" with the Bull’s Head on’‘every

[}
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