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of his rooms over tho hairdressar’s {n the Place
d'Armes. But did hogothere ¥ Noj hiosauntored
fnto tae billlard saloon of tho «“Golden Lion,”
and played pool and oarambalo with choleo
aplrits, and drank mote absiutho than was good
for bim, And thoso who watchod his glittoring
ay0 and steady hand a3 be calouiated, with un.
erting socurnoy, the anglos of tho moat compll.
oated caroma, abd pocketed, with faultless stroko,
his advorsary’s ball at pool, wondered what had
roused him from his usual lstlos apathy, and
thought, for tho first Umo in thelr lives, that
Tom Burton might be & dangorous man to eross,
8o, If Fanny’s information had mado Laurn scom
an angel in Tom's oyes, It transformed him al-
most {uto a demon in tho eyes of otherw,

« Why didn’t aho dio, this siekly wifo of hist”
That was tho olo idea that posscesod him an he
went homo, Blho had disonse of the heart, ho
know, and Dr. Coulesang had told him it might
onrry her off at any timo, Thoresho lay poace-
fully slooping, this woak, jadod, woary, usecloss
wifs of hisj and there was tho dleasing altor.
native that she might Uve for yoaws, But any
suddon excitomont, the dootor sald, would be

fatal,

Why showdn’t {t carry her off now ?

A diabolioal {dea struck him—struck him with
a olearncse ahd suddonness which would have
boop callod inspiration had the thought boen a
good ono, and having onoo concoived his crime,
all matorials soemsd (o offor themsolves to
his with tho Mrcility that temptations to
ovil always do prosont thomsolves.

Tho accessorios of tho lttlo plot waro soon
oollocted. Bomo phosphorus, which the hair
drecsor’e son had wsed to smoar his mask withat
tho carnival--nny, the, hideous visage {tsolf,
grimny and unheodod—~lay in a cobwebdby corner
of tho room at the back; & pleco of glittering
beading from tho untorscious wall,a whito shest
from his own bed, n mahogany alat black with
age, which had onoo formed the flops of a ilttle
work tablo; theso wore all he noeded.

Nolsolesaly nnd deftly ho mude his propara-
tions. Ho smeared tho mask with the glowing
phoapliorus, and wrote with tho aameo flory sub-
wtanoo tho wonlg, ¢ This night shall thy sonl bo
required” on tho alat, draped himself tn the
white sheot. Btanding at the' foot of the bed,
whore the moon beams shone through the un.
curtainod window, ho passod the clastic fitoning
of tho flcry virage over his head, clutohed tho
emblaxoned warnitig in his hand, and ralsing the
glittering stafy, stabbed it at his wife's broast,

With a startled spring the body of tho slooper
rors half erect; the amiling lips uncloaed with 2
spasmodic gasp; tho hoavy eyelids wero ralsod
and the blus oyes stared with & ‘vreans, fright-
ensd glance. Thon came a horridle convulsion
and distortion of tho features; and us a torrinio
shriok rang through the houso, with a great
bounding teap and wild tossing upward of the
arms, tho bodydf the viotim full back upon the
plilows,

Tho exporimout had suscceoded. She wasdead )

Huddling out of afght the hideous parapher.
nalia of his disguise, Burton rushed out shirt-
slooved und hatlegs to the # Lion D'Or, whero he
found Dr, Coulesnug just putting up his cus (a
private cue, murked with his {nitlnls, and kept
under lock and key) provious to golne home, told
him his wifo was in convulsions, from the effoots
apparently of somo horrible droum. Hastoning to
the bodalde, whero the eorpss lay ghaatly and oute
atretchod, the doator pronouncod Ufc oxtinet,
certified the causs-—dissass of the hoart ;—and
two days aftcrwards all that remained of the
beautiful but nafortunnte Lottlo was depoaitnd
some &ix feet bencath the sofl of a Continental
cemetery,

O——

UHAPTER IV.

Fanny Prinos, in har noxt lottsr to her nistery
gave hor a full acoount of her meeting with Tom
and Lottie's sudden death,

« Poar Tom,” ohe wrots, «of courss,. i3 inoon.
salable. Hisgn. aimost waddons g, Lam
afraid 0t times ba will commit sufcido ur some
othar drendful thing, The other day L eaw him
with & tumilsr of coguae, which ho would have
swallowed buot for my intervention. In my
sugerneas 0 mitigate his afiiiction, I havo von-
tured to hint that he should look forword for
salgoe to his meeling with you, which maxt hap-
pon ina few months, for bo Is to travei home
withua, Laurn, was X wroag in thin? I know
you were crusl to him onne only to be kind, but,
Laurs, donr, it was o mistaken kindoess. I aza
sure you will nevor be oruel to hitn any more,
You must warry him swme day, Laum dscling,
uad [ am sure you will make him hnpgdos than
poor Lottly over did.”

Tho rvmuinder of tho lottor was alout fashions
and drowsos and little coujugal matiers, and &
warld of Jitde private frivolltios und secret intel-
Uzenres which it would be at onco a wasto af
Umo and a breach of trust to oxpose,

But wo, who sre behind the sovenps, kpyw that
1t was not grief alono which ronderod Tom Bur.
tan wretchsd, We know that a terzidle soutol
weighod bim down, a terrible socret, the welght
of whish, narves shattered Ly the oxcoxsos and
dobaucherios of & stormy youth were Uttlo cal-
culated *5 endare; and It was only by aconstant
reoourse to stimulants or nurootios that ho did
endurd the phantom that haunted him.

When hio and Laura mot ho found hor wasted,
thin and pate, but still bosutitul. Bhs saw in
him tho buggapd, ahattored wreck of what vwas
ohoe o man,

But this did ot astrange hor afbotion from
bim,—nay, It evon mado her love him all the
mon, for, with the loving willingapts of & do-
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this wns in a groat ineasuro her fult, that she
had beon weok to lston to her mother, and to
trust his happiness in anothor’s hands; and sho
vowod to atono In future by overy moans in her
power for the misory bo ha undergone,

I littlo more than a year from tho timo that
the oarth Liad glosed on Luttle, Tom and Laura
stood beforo the allor, and at tho latter was soon
pained to discover that the cheerfulness which
ho had latterly oxhibited it hor presonco was
subjcot to relapaca of tho deepeat molancholy,
which, now that sho hnd opportunities of con.
stant observation, ho was unabl. longer effoo.
tually to conoeal from her.

«Tom,” sho urged, again and ngain, ¢« you
hiave somo groat sorrow.  Toll mo whntit is,and
divide 1t with me. Qur sorrows aro ohly hal( as
hand to bear whon they are shared.”

Anund for a long time her pleadings wero In vain.
In vain {0 alloviato his pAln and win his confl-
donce, a8 tho amusomenta cud littlo excursions
nto tho surrounding country woro poworless to

h him to forgot. But ono day as, aftor a
long sall in thelr own pleasurcfooat upon the
Elbe, thoy roclined at ovpntide upon n grassy
slopo at Blankenoso and gaxed far away over tho
bosutiful prospect townrds Hanover, suirounded
by pleasuro seckors, and within hearing of musje
and danoing amid the joyous shouts of youths
and maldous, 1t wan a queer timo to chooso Sfor
& oonfession of murder, wasn’t 1t ?

« Husband,” whispered Laurs, * tho sad look
s creoping into your oyos ngaiti,  Tell mo what
it {s that has thus polsonod your oxistonco, that
I may know It T can over forgive myself my
woaknoss In entrusting your happinoss to an-
other, instend of always guarding it as joalously
aa I do now.”

“ Laurs,” ropliod Tom, glancing up at her
with a kind of worship as he lay at her faet,
“ you woro indced woak, for you sacrificed your
own hnppinoss for a worthless wrotch llke me.
But whero you have boen woak I have beon
oriminal, for, to my love for you I snorifleced my
wife. Laurn,” he continued, drawing himselfup
towards her, and sinking his volee, * they told
you thaf Lottto died and you bollovod them. I
tell you now,” and he hixsed tho words ta her
ear, «that I killod her.”

It was an ugly oxprossiopn certalnly, and oven
Laurs, for & moment, turnod pale and staggercd
mentally bencath the blow. But with u womun's
deftness she soon drow from him the particulars,
and boooming for tho nonce a student of medical
Jurisprudonoe, constitutod hersolf spocinl pleader
sagrinst her husband’s consolence, She eollected
and collated cases in publie prints, where men
had been struck down In anger and had died, in
which It bad boen declded that the canxe was
heart disoase and nnt thio blow

« Tho mere fright,” sho argued, «nevor would
have killed Lottic, It was a foollsh trick to play
on her darling, but you must not say ‘tias this
that mado her dle. And since you bavo, there-
foro nothing to foar from any carthly tridunal,
1of us trust, nay, aro wo not assured, that after
your long penanco of remorge and your sinco.9
penitenco, Hoaven will not bo less merziful?
Lot us ljve, then, none tho less happily that we,
have a skelaton in the cupboard, for we will
keep him there undor lock and koy, and never
air bim but for our own privats warning; and
let us expiate our past folly by teashing by our
example, and enforcing by procept whon neces-
sary, that 0 cherish & genuine affection, and to
bo gulded by the holy influoncs ol true lova,
rather than by the sordid dictatos of worldly
advantaga, {8 tho truest ssfoguard against temp-
wtion, and tho surest guarantes for happiness,
hero and hereafter.”
[ ]

. L L] *

Toin Burton is learning from Laura to make
the happinocss of others o soarce of happiness to
himsell Ho 13 moro respected, and, to afl out-
want scoming, as contented ns nine-tenths of
the morials that suyround us; and, asfor Laars,
ull whio Xnow her agrec with Tom {n pronounc-
ing bl:‘r dbut Hitlo—a very Uttlo—lower than tha
ange
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A KISS.

BY XARY XYL DALLASR,

1, Ferdinand Brand, an Englsh soidier, iay
between Lfe and death in & foreign hospital,
aursed by tho Sistors who devole thelr (ves to
works of Morcy, and who showed no iess ton-
derncss (o those who differod from them in re-
ligion than to the moro devoat of their qwa

sact,

But all thoir kindness could nat recoyclie . mo
to the weary life shat lsy befuro me, ¥ L
reoovored. Thoy gavo meo, no hope that I
should not ba blind If I lived, and from tho ach.
ingdepth of my gad hoart thia thought hed torn
all that made life worih tho having, A soidior
who ocould uo longer fight for his country; a
lover of natare who could nyver againloak upon
her agailn, one who know, by his teadorncss
for all women, hcw well he might somo day
love ono woman; can you wouder tkat all
cuursgo dlod withio my breast? Thus suicide
way & tompration I could not have reslated, had
1t boan posatble fop mo to socomplish it.

The days glidod on sadly and glowly. Tho
nights, no darkor than thoy, followed thom.

As In a sor} of droaty lream, I listened totha
groans of the sufforing meg about me--often
the gusping Areath of tho dylng--to the raving
af fevera dolirlum-~to the murmured prayer
 bosldo the dord—io the slowr, tramp of thosa

]

vokd woman tq blame her='f for overy iii that

happeas tu Wy beluvod vljecty sio Wl§ hopels «

who hora awny the tanant afxome now uealoss
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FAVORITE.

Theto were happler sounds at timea; tho chat
of two convalesconta; tho plensant speooh of
tho Ststors; tho hymns thoy sang nt tho ves.
par hour; bat my uoart novor Hghtenod, my
future nover lost ita terror, To llve scomed
moro torriblo than to dlo.

Ono dny had seomed more bitter than auy
of its predocossors, darker, cruoller. A com.
rade bad breathed his laat vory near meo.  Ale
moat ‘vith his Iatest breath, ho had orled:

w Aly, 18 Is cruel that I may novoer seo my wifo
and ohild agatni”

Could I have givon him my romainiog yonrs
—yoars that thoy had promlsed mo of lnte—
how happv should I have boon, Idid not want
lifo; ho did. And 1 lived, and ho died, Ab,
how ungratoful was 1 thon to s meroiful Pro-
vidonco! A blaokness of darkness was upon
mo. I could not rost. I oould not sleep. I
could not taste tho food they urged mo to par-
take of. I avon wept In my bitternoss of soul
—I, & soldlor.

Then I prayed to die. I prayedsilently. God,
who Xnow my misory, forgavo mo.

In tho midst of that prayoer o strango thing
happened to me. I feit & form bond over me,
1 inhaled tho porfumeo of a broath as sweot ns
new.mown hay. Two lips softer than rose.
loaves pressed a Kiss upon.my ocloscd oyollds,
and a toar dropped upon 1y forehead.

Involuntarlly I strotched forth my hand; it
caught & woman’'s taper flogoers, Thoy wronched
themsolves from me, but loft in my ulasp a

ring,

«Who (s this?” Iorted, «Como back! Toll
mo; who is thiz t"

Thero was no answer, [ heam a soft, ro-
treating st¢p, and nothing more. The woman
who bad kissed 1ne, whoover she might bo, Was

gono.

I slippod the ring on my Mttlo finger, and
foll Into & revorio. Who oould this havo boen?
Whose lips had touched my lips? whosoe haud
had I held? S8ixter Agatha was large, and
stout, and elderly, Ststor Estollo was hard and
thin, and herhands wero always as cold as lce,
Then nuns were not glven to tho wearing of
Jowolry.

I questioned Bister Agntha aftor a while, as
to who had visited tbho hoapital. «Ounly the
mother of Antoine,” she 8atd; but I know that
those Jjulcy lipm, that «arm, fluttering little
hand, were not those of any man's mother.

It was o Ijttio inoldent, but it employed nay
head for the day. You laugh; but yon must
1o woanded, and weak, fmd bltad, and far from
home and kindred, as I faid thero, to know the
vaiue of n woman'a kiga and of & fromun'a pity-
tng tear,

For one or two days I lixtened for the return
of that gentle mystery.  For one or two nighta
I dreamed of hor. Then I stopped dreaming.
Life dawned anew for mo. I aoponed my oyes
one moming and saw A ray of blemsed sunlight.
1 aopened them the noxt, to s00 Mintly and
dimly the outilue of tho long room, the cots
rangod adown it, and the gliding forme of the
gray-robed Ststers as they passod from plllow
to pillow. 1 was no longor blind. I should be
mysolf again.

It had not scemod so much to be mynclfouce.
Now how glorious! Hopo healed 1y woundsa,
1 grew woll miraculousiy. It scemed to me that
all this dated from that kigs, glvcd to ine by
those unknoven Ups. Exe I toft tho hospltal, I
told the good Sistor Agatha of it.

She looked at me solomnly, and fell to oross.
ing horself,

« My child,” she sald, ** it was the Aladoona.
It is a miracle—a blessed miracle. She has
hoaled yow.”

#But tho ring " Ieald.

«The Madonna gave rosos to Saint Catherine.
Why not a ring to you?” shesait.  «Al, the
beantifal miracle 1"

8o tho story ren about the hospltal. 1 knew
that I had hold a mortal hand in mine, und
that living humanelips had touched mo; but
who would have blighted the uun's pretty
faith by porsistent contradiction? Madouna,
shouldst thon over loavo thy hoaven, it might
well be to kiss opon the secalod oyes of one
whoso hoart was breaking 1 his dlindness.

Five years had passed. The war was over. 1
was in my Dativo land agnin. 1 had atmnst
forgotten my pertod of sufforing 10 the boyplial,
bat I bad not forgotten thatkiss, 1 stili wore
the ring upon my fugor, aud i suil huped, xb-
surdly onough, to know oace day w whom ft
bad bolonged—to know wWho kissed my onad
eyes, who shod for mo that pity10g, tendor wat,
1 met proity girls and fine women who might ¢
havo charmed me but for this haunting thought,
but 1% was as though tho ring on my floger was

ane of betrothal, 1 was constant Lo A momury
o a8 {0 wWas beauuful, Ay noary was
sdnmant to all of them,

i
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Laura wos glucated at a convent ine——, By
some strango yicgleot she .ematned thoro during
the whole of tbia last terrildo svar, Tho convent
was safo onough, and she had no fear; but it
wns outrageous. Well, tocut a long story short,
there was o hospital at —— o and it was filed,
of course, With woundod soldiers. The gity, fuet
sevonteen thon, used attitnos to go with the
nuns, and, protected by their costumo, to the
hospital, to minister to the wounded men.
Ono, a beautiful young officer, who had lost his
sight, attracted her attention. Sho used o
watch him from afar, and thiok of him when
sho left him, until aho fell in love with bim.
At last, one day, whon ho had been suffering
vory much, and had, as she thought, fallon
asloep, har foolings ovorcamo hor. Tho Blstors
wero busy elsewhere, and sho otept up to htm
and kissed lim. Ho was not asleep, It sooms.
He oaught hor hand, and she, in pulling it
away, losta ring from hor finger. But though
ahe hid hemsolf among tho nuas, she could not
forget him. He haunted all her droams.

4 Whon ato noxt vislted tho hoapital, she
looked for him in vain; his oot was empty.
The auns told her that tho Madonna had por-
formeod a miraclo, and given him his alght by a
kisn, B8ho knew what that story aroso from,
but sho hold her peace. And to this day, Fer-
dinand, she loves that man so entiroly that sho
can lovo no ono else. Tho ring sho loat has been
A betrothal ring in her family for gonerat.uns,
Sho fanoles that some spoll attaches to it,
Otherwise sho !s n sensible girl—Fendinand,
what alls yon

« Brother,” I crled, “do you not know, do yon
not romombor, it was I who 1ay blind in that
foroign hos;ital? It was Isbo kissed. It is I
who wear tho ring.” Aud I held boforo his eyes
the emorald that I had worn npon my fnger for
five long yohrs. M

My story is nearly onded. A weok after this
1 wont to moet tho evening trair. from ILondon,
commissioned to eroort Laura Les to our old
home, 1

When I first lpo{e to her, sho lookod at me
in a singular way, and hor color came and went
rapldly. As for mo, it seemed that I had known
horall my life. How I told her the story I do
not Xuoow, but tell it I dig, on my way home.
And the ring that I hadsnatchod from herhand
adorned it agajn——n betrothal ring in very truth
—when wo croasal the threshold of homo toge-
ther, Fate had united ug, and we havo always
Licssed Fato.

Once—n Year or two ago—mny wife and I
visited the continont, and stopplog &t —,
went toits famous hospital, A Sister who was
quite nnknown to us showed us through f{t.
Over one cot was n little shrine and a pleture of
thoe Madonna.

w1t 1s here,” sald tho nun, «that Our Lady
gruolously porformed & miraola. She kissed
open the eyes of a blind young Euglish soldier,
and loft in his hands a ring.”

My wife gtooped over the pillow and prossed
hetlipa to it.  Tslippad o purke tato the hands
of the good Blster,

A blessed miraocle,” I sald,

« Amen,” sho sald, and lighted us with her
sweot amile to the hospital's wide portals,
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BOYS AND PUMPKIN PIKS.

What John satd was, that be didn’t care
mach for pumpkia ple, but that was after Le
had eaten n whole one. It seemed to him that
minco would be better, The foallng of & boy
toward pumpkin ple has nover becn properly
oconstdered. Tuere is an air of festivity aboat
it approacoh tu the fall.  The hay s willlng w0
help pare and cat up the pumpkin,
watches with the greatest interest the stming
up procexs aad the pouring into tho scalloped
cnist,  When the swoot savor of the ‘baking
roaches bis nostrils, he s filled with the most
delightful aaticlpations, Why should ho hot
be? He Kuows that fur months to come tho
butters will contain goldsn trensnros, and that
it will reqatre ony a slight ingenulty to get at
the buttery as in any partof farming. Hiseldon
say that tho Loy 1y nlways hangry; but that i
a very cuars way to put It,  He has ounly re.
contly como intow world that is full of gocd
Lhiags to enly and there 18 on tae whole & vury
short titme in which to it theiu, at loast, he Is
tald, among the first laformation be recalves,
that lifo is shurt.  Lifo being briet, and ple and
tho ltke Qecotlug, he vory soun decldes npun ao
aclive campalgn., It may be au old story to
peoplo who have been eating for forty or fiy
soary, but {t Is Jlfereat with a beginuer. Ho
takas tho thick and thoe thin as it comes, &3 In
plc, for Instanoe. I knov a place whore thoy

About this time my brother Hoory married
and brought home his wife, a vory lovoly girh

who won ogr hoarts at oroe, She had bay one |
living relative, & sister who had boon oducated |

abroad, and who was ooming to visll her vory
200n, She wasiaid W bo beaatiful, any Henry
apokg of hor aften,

«ft wonld bo & looky thing fur you it you
could wio hor heart,” ho said. < Sho Is aumoat
an angol.”

1 siyiled and shook my, head,

«XNot that that would bo %0 essily done,” ho
sald. ¢#Laura is a strango girl. Sho rofuses
overy offler,  8ho is two-and.twenty now, and
has had seversl; but Emuma tells mo that sho

willaover merry-—upntil sbhe gots Ovor f quoor ¢

uncyof hors. You'll keep it 10 youracs, if 1
toll you, Fordloand t”

j would havo

woro nub thickor that the poor man's plastor;
thoy were spread so thin upon the orust that
they ware bottor Atted lodraw out hn..ger than
to saulsfy it. They ascd to be made up by the
groay oven full, aud kept In the dry coliar,
where they hurdened and dried to a tot¢hness
you would bardly bollove, Thid was a long
time sgo, and they make thoe pampkin ple in
tho country bottot now, or tho race of boys
heaq #0 dlscourngeéd that I'tliink
Loy woald hubve stopped comtog lato the tvorld.

A Now York merchant, whilo recently taking
dinnhor uponone of tho Canndlim slenmors, very
junucently tock an egg, broke its sholl, and
omptled its contents, a3 he suipposéd, into an
Altor arranging it Lo sull his {aate,

T promised,

“The gltls gpe orphaus” sald Howry, «and

egg-ou x
high\ln%d thewupposod eap when lo? It was &
o Chlua napkin-ring” WL

~

and he *



