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“Your money or
your life!" says
the highwayman
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LORD EDWARD FITZGERALD

An Historlionl Romance.

BY M. M'D. BODKIN, Q. C,

CHAPTER XXIL

“( WEAVEN, O EARTH, BEAR l!'l_l
Vi ,

The Tempest
naturally honest, I am go
wnee,

Though I am not
pometimes by cl
Wiater's Tale
It shall ag level to vour judgment 'pear
Asdey dothto ye vye
Hamlet
“ Perfectly inexplicable,” said Mr.
Lawless, with a solemnn gravity that made
exity respectable. The ladder
the street, and from
4 dangling down a

had tried to

was found broken in

there wi
cord as if the robber
hang himself,

Curran was pacing the room impatient-

ly, too angry to speak or listen,
" 'When the party had reassembled for
consultation, the Doctor's story of the
sudden disappearance of the despatch.
box in which the papers were locked, had
gent Curran faming about his study like a
bumble bee on a pane of glass.

Mr. Lawless further aggravated him by
dinning into his ears 1ngane platitudes
about the motives and manner of the
robbery.  The rest of the party stood a
little apart, silent and disturbed.

That bland and kind-hearted gentle-
man, Mr. Leonard M'Nally, with tears in
his eves and his voice, mingied mild con-
) with confident hopes that the
misging docnments would be immediate-
ly recovered,

dolence

Nonsenge,

cried Curran, impatient-
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{ 18 no u rying over epilt m or
puzzling how it came to be spilt. I muncl
fear the thieves have carried ofl' the broad

1 old mansion of Clo
in this despatch-box I8 loss leaves us
naked of defence against fraud. We
must trust to your memory for the dates,
Doctor.’

“ 1 fear youn are leaning on a broken
reed,”’ said the Doctor. “Yorsomethings
my memory is strangely good, for others
abominable. 1 bave little or none for
names, dates, or places.”

This answer sent Carran pacing up and
down again in a brown study.

There was a gloomy silence in the
room. Oatside could be heard the patter-
ing footsteps and merry careless laughter
of Curran’s pretty little daughter, Sally,
and her play-fellow, Bobbie Emmet, who
were sporting together in the hail.

Suddenly a thundering knock at the
door seemed to shake the house. Then
the bell was set fiercely ringing.

I'he two children rushed together to the
door and opened it. There was the
sonnd of a deep, rough voice mingled
with the clear, shrill treble of the chil-
dren

Curran had his hand impatiently on
the knob of the atudy door when the wee,
golemn face of his pretty little danghter
ghowed itself in the room.

“ A gentleman for Mr. Maurice Dlake,
Pappy,” she said, with great self-import-

acres und

nlara

ance, grand gentleman with a
beautifal large green lid to his eye He
is standing on one foot in the hall.”

I'ake him into the dining-room,
Bake,” said Curran, “if you think he has
got anything to say worth listening to.
Sarah and you, Robert, can run up to the
school-rooi aid play. 1 don u wani you
loose abont the house.

i

I In the hall Maurice found a {all and
| broad-shouldered personage richly, even
extravagantly, dressed. lis gilk

1 |l|l\i
his stalwart figure to
But his hat was pulled down
over hia brows, and a green patch rested
upon his right eye, 1lis face, what could
be seen of 1t, was tlorid, but his hair jet
black. e wore a heavy cloak, which
was trussed in a bundle over his right
urm

“You wisl

laces, and velvets were of the newe
the best, and set ofl
advantage.

«d to 8re me,"” said Maurice
with a courteous bow. I am M

1} v it s her i w

VO I am n riet
Ihe words had irious sound, 1
gome stro ling forced itself into 1
in spite of the speaker's will,  Something

in the tone wakened a faint vibration in
Maurice Blake's memory.

‘ 1

“You wish to sperak to me he re-
peated.

“Ouly a word or two, if you don't
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mind,” replied the other, almost humbly.
“1 want to pay an old debt.”

A little startled by voice and words,
Maurice motioned him towards the din-
ing-room door, and followed into the room,
on his gnard against attack or surprige,
As he closed the door the intrnder
turned and faced him, “Don’t yon know
me, sir 7" he said.

I1e had taken off hie bat, and brushel
the black hair from his face, and the
strong light fell full on hi
marked face and powerful figure,

Maurice looked at him, T}
recognition grew stronger,

made a desperate efl

vagne
His memory

to get hiold of the

man's identity, but it slipped from its
Lrasp.

He shook his head, “ I think I have
geen you belore,"” he gaid “ But where,
or when, or how, I canr Y.

I'hie other smiled, e put his hands
up each gide of his head and seemed to

shake the whole covering of his skull,
Maurice looked at him in amazement.
I'ie grin broadened on the stranger's
broad face., *“1 can trust you, he mut-
tered, ** with trifle as my life.”
Then he pulled off the black wig, and
showed ashock red head nnder it,

“ Treeny !"” cried Maurice with instant
recognition.

“ Aye, just,” said the other, coolly,
“ Freeny, the highwayman and burglar,
at your gervice., l'reeny who never for-
gets a bad turn nor a good one,  This may
be of nge to you.

I'rom under his cloak he took the miss-
ing despatch box, and set it on the table.
“Don’t ask how I came'by it he went on.
“ 1 took a liberty with the lock when 1
had got it. I found the papers to be
yours, and I brought them to you. 1had
reasons of my own for thinking they
might be important.”

“They are all-im

such a

cried Maunr-

stolen out of

— rétorted

tin 1
reluct-

1

out an old

took

reasons of my own for thinking he has a
fancy for them

Now, good-bye, and good luck, sir,”
»d, turning to the door.  “ 1 don't
y in a lawyer's bouse ; it's the first
stage to the scaflold.  It's true I'm here
on honest business, but it's more danger-
onus to be honest than otherwise in my
profession.’

Maurice impulsively stretched out his
hind to him.

But Freeny pnt his huge paws behind
his back. “No,'" he said, “once is enongh.
I am not worthy to touch an honest man’s
hand: I know what I am, sir, worse luck,
and there are times in c¢h I think 1
will buy a rope myself and save the hang-
man a job.  When youn hear tell what a
bad boy Freeny is, think, if you can, that
he is not all over bad. Ycu owe me no
thanks for what I have done. It is only
the interest on a big debt. T owe yona
life yet, and if ever I get the chance, I'll
pay up as well as any honest man of
them all, or lose my own in the en-
deavor.”

He turoed abraptly and left the room,
and the street door banged aiter him.

Muaurice carried the despatch-box into
the study and set it down on the table be-
fore Curran.

“ Here's what you wanted,” he said.

With a ery of delight the at lawyer
pounced on the papers like a hungry dog
on a bone.
ter the other he turned them
rapidly, noting the contents on the fold
of his brief.

“ Perfect, perfect !"" he cried, deli
ly. “1 don’t ask you where you t
them, Mr. Blake — Sir Maurice, I should
say. That will come later on. These
papers {ill up every crevice in our case,
and make it air-tight and water-tight all
There i8 not a

One

hted
ited-

over. mou for
frand to creep through. Of course, doctor,
youjcan swear to the accuracy of the dates
h with the papers themselves in your
h to roir r INemory

* Certainly," the Doctor, “the
dates are accurate

| confession itself is dated the 15th
of June,” said Carran.  “ You have not
noted down the date of death, but I
881018 you can prove it was the same
night.

“ Oh, no,”" replied the Doctor, smiling ;

it was noon the next day. I did not
think she had an hour to live when I was
called away that night, and I was amazed
to tind hLer still living when 1 returned in
the morning. But 1 am quite certain of
the time. 1 remember that as she
breathed her last the great church clock
pealed out its twelve deep strokes, slow
and golemn as a funeral bell, I thought.”

He broke off’ abruptly, for something
very like a enrse came from Cuarran’s lips,
and he was tluttering over the sheets ot
his brief furiously.

The frown darkened on his face as he
read two or three documents rapidly in
succession, noting them as he read.

“There must be gome mistake,” he said
anxiously ; “some cursed mistake,
have here, Doctor Denver, a copy of your
letter to Sir Valentine. You say not one
word about her dying on the 16th.  Yon
write : * Dear YTriend, I have startling
news to tell you. Your wife, whom youn
believed long since dead, survived un to
a few days ago. On the night of the 15th
of June instant, 1 was sent for to see her
in hospital. I found her in a dying con-
dition. Rhe had just strength todictate a
confession of her sins against yon and
God, and utter an earnest prayer for your
forgiveness.” Any man reading that
would assume that the woman died on
the 15th. Sir Valentine plainly so read
it.. He writes to you (I have his letter
here) that, believing himself for years a
free man, he had married the day after

his marriage is dated the 16th, the very
day his first wife really died.

“ 1 can understand your slip, Doctor,”
he went on more kindly, noting the
agony of remorse and confusion on the
other'’s face. ‘* No one could guess when

you wrote that, that a few hours would

his strongly- |

his tirst wife's death, and the certificate of

make such a difference.  But it has be-
come a question of hours, may be of min-
utes now. Who can teil the hour of Sir
Valentine's second marriage ?”

No answer. Dead silence in the room.

The doctor was very pale. And Maur-
ice Blake had come close beside him and
held his hand in a friendly grasp.

Mr. M'Nally wus rapidly scribbling a
note on his brief with a face of the deep-
| est commiseration ; Mr. Lawless looked
onin blank and solemn amazemsant, while
Christy Calkin bad fallen guietly into the
background close to the door.

Curranspoke again impatiently. “Amn1
to have no answer? 1sn't there some
one here from America who was present
at the marriage ?

“ Christy,” cried Maurice, for Christy
was slipping unobtrasively out of the
room.

e turned, with his hand on the door-
knob, and faced Cnrran's look of anger
and amazement stolidly.

“ Best leave me out of the businees,
Counseller,” he said, shortly. * Yon will
gettle it better yourselves withont me,’

“ BSit down, sir,” retorted Curran, * and
tell me what you know about the mar-
riage. Mind, the whole truth, and noth-
ing but the truth.”

“ Faith, 'm thinking a lie would serve
your turn better in the present predica-
ment, if I only had a good one handy.”

“Yon were present at this marriage ?”
interrupted Carran, ignoring his reluct-
an e to speak.

Christy nodded his head sulkily.

“ At what hour did it take place ?
manded the lawyer, point blank,

“ At 11 o'clock,” the other gulped ont
“You have it now, and much good may it
do you. It was your business, I'm think-
ing, to try and row the leaky boat to the
harbor, not help to seattle her."”

Christy's ¢ was like a thunder-
It was felt be t

e case, Maurice w

” de-

swer

to rebuke 1]
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11 every w (B ! m rs I
t y. Iis lang re to the driver y
1 i that impr 8 on the mem-
ory. 1t was driven in hard. We
not more than half-an-hour late ; b
bride and her, friends were leaving the
church door when we drove up. Tive

minutes more and
marriage that day.’

“What luck," groaned the Doctor under
hig breath. * Iive short minutes more
wounld have saved all.”

“The ceremony was over
then ?" Curran went on, even!

‘““ Well over,” Christy replied; “Sir
Valentine was not long pacifying the
young lady, and the priest made up for
lost time. They were away on their
honeymoon, a8 man and wife, hefore the
clock struck 12,

“ Not man and wife,” Mr, M'Nally in-
terposed lugubriously, * Not man and
wife, my good friend, I'm afraid. Unfor-
tunately, the real wile was alive here in
Dublin at the time.”

Curran said nothing, He was wrapped
in a brown study. The whole strength
and light of his mind was turned in on
itself, IHis face was expregsionless as a
dead wall.

Mr. M’'Nally went on in a plaintive
voice, speaking half to his inattentive
leader, half to the others. * It is very
bad, though I don’t think we need qnuite
despair.  We maystumble safely through
the ca-e even y A blot is never a blot,
you know, until it is hit, and the other
side do not know in what direction our
rlies. Perhaps the doctor need not
umined at all, nor our good friend
here. Perl he added, very slowly
and meaningly, “his memory may chance
not to be quite so clear in the witness-
box as it is Lere,"”

“Nonsense, M'Nally,’” broke ia Carran,
brusquely rousing himself from his te-
verie. “ We examine all our witnesses,
and all our witnesses will tell all the
truth.  Ouar honest friend here ” he
touched Christy on the shoulder—* will
tell the jury just what he told me. Bat,
as you say, M'Nally, we need not despair
for all that. A case is never lost until it
is over.

It seems

there had been no

before 12,

ain from the great lawyer's

face and manner that he, at least, did not
despair.

His junior looked at him with a face in
which

amazement was
¢ very like anx
“ You have some plai
Curran,” he broke out eagerly. *“What is
it 7 1 can see no way out of the tangle if
our witnesses are examined. What’s your
plan ?”

“ 1 have no plan,” Curran said, shortly,
only a queer notion. There is no use
telling it. This time you can neither
help nor hinder.”"  So saying, with a cari-
ous emphasis on the last word, he broke
up the consnltation.

Only three days intervened between
the consultation and the trial.  Maurice
had abgolutely no hope of a verdict. The
assumed cheerfulness of Curran did not
encourage him in the least. The pointat
issne was plain enough for a layman to
understand.  No one could marry a
gsecond wife while the first wife lived, that
was the case in a nut-shell. Mark Blake
was therefore his fathers heir. In the
eve of the law he, Maurice, was a——, He
did not like to finish the sentence in even
his own mind—to think the word, much
less to speak it.

Doctor Denver was algo in despair. “It
was all my stupid blunder,” he said over
and over again. ‘“* If I had written the
date correctly, if I had even written after
the receipt of your father's letter, a second
marriage in America would have been so
easy. It is my stupid blunder, Maurice,
that has robbed you of your name and
heritage."”

Norah alone took things cheerily, and
comforted those two whom she loved
most in the world. “We three have each
other,”” she said, “what more do we want.
If it were not for the sake of the poor
yeople at Cloonlara,” she whispered to
i\'uu, “I would be almost selfish enough to

mingled
y

in your head,

with

rejoice in a chance that seems to make

One thing Maurice resolved, in spite of
certain sly insinuations of Mr. Leonard
M'Nally, that every witness must be ex-
amined, and no fact, however fatal to his
hopes, should be suppressed. In this
Curran and himself were in complete ac-
cord.

i you more than ever my own."’

But the otherside saved him the troubls
of thinking further on the point. Forthe
day before the trial a subpa:na testifican-
dum was served upon Christy, and a sub-
pana duces tecum on the doctor, to ap-
pear and be examined on behalf of the
defendant. Mark Blake had again mys-
terionsly learned the weak point in his
cousin’s case. lle had shot Lis arrow
straight and hit the blot.

The court was crowded out to the doors
and up to the ceiling. The trial awak-
ened the keenest excitement in Duabl
It hit the line of cleavage in politic
ters 8o sly that the person
was lost in keen political ex
Maurice Blake was 3
knew him; Mark B
were the Castle par

Bl a8 a triumph for big 1
opp on. As an apostate " Pa.
pacy "' he had a special claim their
favor. The court was throi th bis

partisans. The sympathisers of Manrice,
United Irishmen for the most part, as-
sembled in a vast crowd ontside in the
great hall, were refused admission to the
counrt. The Right Hon. Arthur Wolfe, her
Majesty 's Attorney-General, led for the
defendant. In the Lord Chief Junstice of
the Queen's Bench, the Earl of Clonmel,
he had no unfavorable judge. The High
Sherifl' had obliging provided a jury of
sycophants, “ by special appointment” to
the (‘astle,

Mr. Leonard M'Nally opened the plead-
ings for the plaintifl. Then Curranlaid a
brief, clear summary of the facts before
the judge and jury. Mauaurice Blake was
not a little starded to hear him declare in
calm, emphetic voice “ t after the death
of Sir Valentine Blake’s t wife, he mar-
ried the mother of my client, and my
client, a8 sole isgne of that marr 3
indubitably heir-at-law to all the lands,
tenements, and hereditaments of Cioon-
lara, for the re
action

Maurice noted, too, that
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Denver was called for ti tiff
| ve 3 1dence cle
in reply Curran in dire minati
He proved the death of Valentine
Blake's first wife, the sending of his own
letter, and the receipt of the reply in 8'r

Valentine' s handwriting, and the certifi-
ate of death, all which docnments were
entered without objection, on the part of
the defendant, in evidence for the plaint.
iff.

Dr. Denver was asked no hing, and he
said nothing, in the direct examination
about the day or the hour of her death.

But the Attorney-General speedily re-
paired that omission with half-a-dozen
home questions. He struck straight at
the weak spot of the plaintifl's case with
singular directuess. He wasted no time
on any point but one.

“ When did the woman die

“On the 16th of June, 1765,
answered reluctantly.

Then the Attorney-General drew {rom
the witness a vivid description of the
striking incident by which the very mo-
ment of her death was fixed.

With that he dismissed the Doctor from
the witness-box. His end was gained,
So far the attention of the Jury was
focussed on that single point of time,

It seemed alinost a pity that Carran
had not mitigated the dramatic directness
of the discovery by a question or two in
his examination-in-chief. Bat the blun-
der, if blunder it was, was repeated in the
direct examination of Christy Calkin.

He, too, was taken shortly over the
chief incidents of the case. He proved
the marriage of Sir Valentine in America
to the mother of the plaintifl. He proved
the birth of the plaintiff. e had known
him from his birth to the present hour.
Not a question was he asked by Curran
about the aay or the hour oi tne secona
marriage. This strange omission struck
the dullest man in court.

There was intense silence when the
Attorney-General rose to crogs-examine
with a quiet, confident smile on hisdeter-
mined tace. All felt the crisis of the case
had come. Judge and jury strained their
ears to catch each syllable, Again the
Attorney-General went straight to the
point. “ At what date did Sir Valentine
Biake go through the ceremony of mar-
riage with the plaintiff’s mother ?”

“ On the 16th of June, 1765.

“You were pres in court when Dr.
Denver was examined 7"

¢ Yes"

“You heard him fix
death of Sir Valentine Ble

"

the doctor

il \X"u,”

“The 16th of June, 1765
“Xes"

“ It was the same day yc

the second ceremony of marriag

“Yes.

“ You heard him fix the hour of that
death at 12 o’clock noon "

“Yes,"”

“ At what hour on that same day did
the ceremony of marriage to the plaintifl’s
mother take place 7"

A long pause ; dead silence in court.
The Attorney-General glanced significant-
ly at the jury, who listened with open
ears and mouths, and waited for the full
meaning of the question to settle into
their minds.

“(Clome, sir,”" he said at length, “answer
on your oath.”

“Answer,” reiterated the judge, sternly.

Slowly and reluctantly the answer
came.

“ Eleven o'clock in the forenoon."

“ Sure 2"

‘ Sure.”

“ (Go down, sir.”

There was alow murmarin the crowded
court — sensation made audible. The
andience to this exciting drama had
scarcely breathed while the issue hung in
doubt. Now they seemed to draw one
long, deep breath together of relief from
suspense. Then silence, more profound

than before, while they waited for the
final denouement.

In that silent, crowded court, all eyes
were fixed on the faces of the two cousins,
the plaintiff and defendant.

Mark Blake wore a smile of triumph,
which he took no pains to hide. He
looked straight at his opponent, exulting
in his defeat.

Maurice answered his look with quiet
contempt, that galled the other in the
midst of his triumph; not the quiver of a
muscle spoke his Eitter_ disappointment,

—

The dead stillness was broken at last
by the voice of Curran, cool and quiet ag
ever.
‘I close for the plaintiff, my lord,”
The Attorney-General rose, and spoke
with manner and voice elaborately ¢alin
“1 have respectfully to ask yonr 1!;".‘:
ship, on behalf of the defendant, for a non-
suit. I need not recapitulate the grounds
on which I move. The plaintifl's owp
witnesses have put himouat of court,  We
adopt every line of their evidence, ang
make it onr own, They have con
ly shown that Sir Valentine Blake
time he went through the empty cere.
mony of marr th plaintifi’s mother
had a lezally-married wifo ’
Out of the mouth of his own witnesscs
plaintifl’ ) proved his own illegiiin
With m confidence 1
ship to direct a non snit.”
“Well, Mr. Curran.” said the Lord
Chief Justice, “what have you to say to
th L y
There was a covert trinmph in his tone,
for there was no love lost between hLis
lordship and the fearless Nationatist ad-

voeate,

lusive-

at the

a8k your my?i.

the amazement of the court, Carran
came up smiling.

“1 have respectfully, but confidently
to ask your lordship to direct a verdic
for the plaintifl;” he said. “Ilis case is
conclusively proved, and practically
mitted by the otherside. Shortly aftert)
death of his tirst wife, Sir Valentine Blake
married the plaintiil’'s mother, and the
plaintifl' is the sole issue of that marriage,
I'hat is our case as laid, proved, and a
knowledged.”

“Mr, Curran,” broke in his Iwr\l_mw.
impatiently, when he recovered :
fromm hLis astonishment, * I
take me for a fool.”

hat lord,” retorted Carran
an obitor dictum hict
le to vour lordsin |

ring on ti
I 18 84 ' ¢
before 1

I
lor r It} I

i 1
ed b - . thia

“1 am ul 1 e t
rled rdship.  * A man

me time.,
living when he purp
I therefore d
ir lordship,"” he

in Carran again,

i shiy ent on, wl the
Lord Chief Justice lay back on the !
dacity. * Your lord-

1dicial cognizance of
the earth goes round the
This trifling cirenmstance has, as |
will show you, a curious bearing on the
case,”

He drew his watch from his pocket as
he spoke. “ It is now 5:45 by the correct
Dublin time,” he said, “ but the correct
time in New York is precisely 1:35. The
solar system has not altered since the
date of Sir Valentine }
riage. When it w 2 in Dublip it was
only 7:20in New York. On the admitted
evidence in the case his lirst wife was at
least three hours and forty minutes dead
when he married the mother of my client.
I demanded your lordship’s direction for
the plaintifl,

sun.

vke's second mar-

The judge could find no loophole of
escape [rom the inexorable fact and argn-
ment. He looked piteously at the At
torney-General, who sat dumb-founded
and poweriess to help him.

“1 demand your lordship’s direction for
the plaintifl,” repeated Curran, sternly.

There was no help for it.

“I direct a verdict for the plaintiff,” his
lordship stammered ont.

“ With costs ?” said Curran.

“ With costs,” repemted the judge.

The issue paper was handed u) to the
jury, and handed down, signed, * Verdict
tor the plaintiff.”

AAUTICe

Diake was from that moment
Sir Maurice, and ungnestioned lord of the
hroad acres and stately mansion house of
Cloonlara.

[hose who cared to look might have
noticed how curiously the face of Mr.
M'Nally, the learned junior connsel for
the plaintifl, fell when the verdict was
directed in favor of 1 Jut the

his client.
more prominent actors in the drama ab-
sorhed public attention—

Mark Blake's 8 as the face of a
demon — fierce, remorsele his wrath

shook him like a read
fe words throt
teeth. “lle's not safe y
him ¢ \

his w
disappeared.

hoarse

those cl

r him growl, as he elbowed
the crowded court and

:o0d race, Sir Maurice, and a close
,” whigpered Curran, with a bewm-
nile, as his client grasped his hand
gratefully,
“ How shall I try to thank yon ?'
“Don’t try. 1 kept my word ; that's
all. I promised, yon may remember,
from the very first, ‘ to move heaven and
earth ’ to win your case, and 1 did.”

TO BE CONTINUED,

A CHANCE TO MAKE MONEY.

I am out of debt, and thanks to the
Dish Washer for it. I have made $1,640
clear money in eighty.seven days, and
attend to my household duties besides ;
and I think this is doing splendid for a
woman inexperienced in business. Any
one can sell what every one wantstobuy,
and every family wants a Dish Washer.
I don't canvass very much ; people come
or send for the Washer, and every
Washer that goes out sells two or three
more, a8 they do the work to perfection.
I am going to devote my whole time to
this business now, and I am sure that I

can clear $5,000 this year., My sisterand
brother have started in the business,
doing splendid, You can get complete
instructions and hundreds of testimonials
by addressing the Iron City Dish Washer
Co., 140 8. Highland Ave., Pittsburg, Pa.,
and if you don’t make lots of money it's
your own fault. Mrs. W. I
A ——
‘Who Built the Pyramids?

Hard to tell in some instances, But we
know who are the great Nerve Builders.
They are Scott & Bowne., Their Scott's

Emulsion feeds and strengthens brain and
nerves,

—_——————

. DYSPEPSIA is the cause of untold suffer-
ing, By taking Hood’s Sarsaparilla the
gizgstwe organs are toned and dyspepsia 1S
JURED,
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POET'S SACRIFICE:
THEFIER OF THE HEAI

—
'he Poet Goldamith loves Mar
ul}lneelnd beautitui London woma
{ut being twice her age, unat!
without means, he feels the unsuil
hopelesgness of his attachment,
outwardly only the family friend.
self, bas divined his feeling, and i
her delivery. through Goldsmiih'
erilous though invocent entan
which ber you h,inexperience an
had led ber, she nas been almost
ward his devotion with the be:
hand and affection if not her

heroic unseltishness. 1 this Gol
gaves her from herself : and with
and more unselfish love, he has

the country home of Mrs, Bun
slster, where she is visiting, to pl
of Captain Gwyn, the suitor for |
favored by her mother, at wWhosi
deed, Goldemith has consented 1
ence In persuading her to make ¢
gettlement ]

The oppertunity for mal
tempt in this direction occ
afternoon of the fourth ¢
visit. He found himself
Mary in the still-room. S
put on an’ apron in order
covers on the jars of presery
As she stood in the mi
many scented room, suri
bottles of distilled waters
preserved fruits and grea
bowls of pot pourri, with
sweet herbs and arying
suspended from the ceili
Bunbury, passing alovg
with his dogs, glanced in,

“+ What a house wife v
come ?” he cried. Quite
dear ; the head of the Gw
will need to be deft.”

Mary laughed, throwin
thyme at him, and O.ivi
fore the dog's paws soundd
ished oak of the stair case

“ ] am afraid, my Jese
gaid he *‘ that I do not e
spirit of this jest about (
s0 heartly as your siste
band."”’ '

+«'Tis foolish on thei
ghe. ‘*DBar Little Come
the watch for a subject
and Charles is an active
in her folly. This parti
think, a trifle threadbare

“Colonel Gwyn is a g
deserves the respect of
said he.

“[ndeed, 1
cried.

do not know A&

more hignly, Had I n

fo feel flattered by his af

“ No—no ; you hav
feel flattered by the at
man, from the 'rince do

I say up ?"” he replied

“ ' Twould be t
laughed. ‘' We

Gwyn be. W

Nawton did no

trealing walnuts for pi

dis b

ywvery would have b
able to ug than hi
tion, which, I hold, nev
woman a day s work,

1 do not waut to let
be,” said he, quietly.
trary, | came down he
tallk about him.”

“ Ah, I perceive that
speaking with my mo
continuing her wak,

* Mary, dear, I have
about yocu very earnes
he.

“Only of late,"” she
flattered myself that I |
thoughts long ago as W

‘] have always thot
the truest affection, d
latterly you have neve
thoughts.”

She ceased her wre
toward him grateful
He left his seat and W

My sweet Jessamy
‘T have thought of y
great uneasiness ol
toward you &s—as—|
might feel, or an eld
happiness in the futy
upon yours, and, alag
the world is full of sn:

“] know that,” sh
‘¢ Ah, you know that
experience of the sn
not come to my help w
have been mine ?”

“ Dear child, there
be attached to you
affair,” said he. * It
heart that led you as
thank God you havi
heart in your bosorr
just the tenderness ol
makes me fear for yo

““Nay ; it can bec
oc:asions,” said she,
Colonel Gwyn away |

“You were wro
Mary,” ho said,  **(
good man—he is a
your future would b
be able to shelter yo

tho doy

lead

own heart may
led you before.”
““You must have
the cause of Colonel
““ Yes,” he replied
to be a good man.
his wife you would }
dangers which surr
you in the world.”
‘“ Ah! my dear f
‘“ I have seen enouf
know that a woma
from the dangers of
day she marries, DI
the case that the d
to beset her on that
**Often— often,
be so with you, de
uot if you marry Ce
‘‘Even if I do n
I fear that you havi
man &ll at onee, D
eounsel a poor, Wi
standpoint of b
mother, "
‘* Nay, God know

"A aelected reading
Bride,”’ by F. Frankic
8tone & Co., publisher



