E e —r = - —
2 THE TRUE WITNESS;AND, CATHOLIC CHRONICLE. |
es i Soes ol o o i ot iy O avicked, plattin THE IRISH QUESTION IN Romg

REDMOND  O'DONNELL; -

ang §§;‘$ UR.W¥AFRIQUE,

" oHA PTER ?X.—Cou'xjnmxn. '

«1t is good to be home,” she said. « Take
off these tiresome things, Ninon—quick—and
0.”! : : : :

The"(lieft-ﬁnger'ed French girl obeyed.
Phe’ flonting, - brown bair- was brushed and

| much efther to his credit cr discrédit.
| defend your lover stanchly, Katherine, I

—
be the last to do'it. You wrote to New Or-
leans:to find out his character—did the an-
‘swer justify guch dark suspicionsas these 7

4 The angwer left me 88 much in the dark
as ever. ' Mr. Dantree’s character ic New Or-
leans is simply nil—no one knew a.-:ytl;ing

ou

don’t think the wurse of you for it, but it
won't do. 'Even You, my child, eloquent as
you are, with all your special pleading, can-
not make a hero of Gaston Dantree.”

“I don’t want to make a rero of him ; he
snits me well enough ashe1s. As heis, with

bound- for the pillow, the lace and tulle, the
silk.and diamond sprays were removed, and
her night-robe donned, and EKatherine thrust
her feet “into slippers, and drew her chair
close to the fire, :

v Anythjng mors, mademoiselle ?”

# NXothing, Ninon ; you may go.”

The maid went, and the heiress was alone.
She felt tired and sleepy and out of sorts, but
still she did not go to bed. She lay back in
her chair and listened to the bleak morning
wind howling through the trees ot the park
with closed, tired eyes. -

« Marie De Lansac! DBMarie De Lansac!”
She seerned to hear that name in the wailing
of the wind, in the ticking of thelittle Swiss
slock, in the light of the cinders, and, with it
wuging still in her ears, she dropped asleep.

v And, sleeping, she dreamed. She was
floating somewhere down a warm, golden
river, overbead a sunlit, rosy sky, all the air
guivering with music. And as she floated
oo and on in & delicious trance she saw the
golden sky blacken, she heard the winds rise,
and the river darken and heave. The music
changed to the wild song of 2 siren, luring
her ¢y (o the black depths below. Down,

®5wn she felt herself sinkipg, the cold waters
elosing over herhead. She looked up in her
death agony. and saw her lover standiug safe
eu the shore and smiling at ber throes. BShe
stretohed out her arms to him.

« Help, Gaston, help!” she strove to cry,
but the 1izing waters drowned her voice, and
the shrill wind Lore t*' em away. The siren
soug grew louder. She could hear the words,
& False ag fuir | false a8 fair!” And still the
waters rise. ‘The white arms wreathed round
her lover—standing smiling there—a beanti-
fel, deriding face mocked her over his shoul-
der.

] am Marie De Lansac,” said the taunting
voice, «and be is mine." 7 ¥dwrTe

Then the bitter waters of death closed over
ber head, and with a gasping cry she started
up awake—the fatal words vet ringing in her
ears, t Falre as fair! falge as fair!”

The chill, grey light of the October dawn
flled the room, the fire had died aut black on
the hearth, and she was cramped and cold.
Even in her dreams that warning came to

her! She drew out her watch and looked at
the hour. Ounly reven, but Katherine
Duangerfield slept no more.

CHAPTER X,

BEFORE THE WEDIDING,

Marnisp oo New Year's Eve!  Married on
New Year's Eve, Kutherine! Do 1 hear you
wright? Is it possible, you really mean
this ?”

Hir Jehn Dangerfield, seated in dressing-
gown and slippers bofore the study fire, laid
down his Times, and blankly asked this ques-
tion. His daughster stood behind his chair,
keeping her fuce steadily averted.

“Let me look at you, child—come here.
Let me sve if this is my little Kathie who
sang her doll to sleep yesterday, and who
eomes to me now and asks to be married on
New Year's Day. Ah, you cannot—you do
ne? mean it after all.”

® Papy, I do,” Katherine cried, desperately,
feeMng aygain what a cruei thing it had been
«f Gaston to sabject her to this ordeal ; vat
Jeast | dou’t, but he—that is—ch, papa, I
Bave explained already.”

% You have repeated Mr. Gaston Dantree's
Pplansible pretexrs of which I don't believe
one word, Ho dg4ared not jace me again; he
ordered you to come to me and obtaln my
sondent to your marriage on New Year's Eve.
®eward ! craven coward !”

» Papa, don't. Yuu misjudge him~—he is
ne coward—even you have no right to call
Rim s0. OLb, pupa, how can you be s0 un—

kind to him, to me. You were so harsh to
bim wheu be spoke to you before, and you
knew ho would not, conld not retort in kind.
Xon wonldu't like it yoursslf—to sit still aud
be abused, You must not call Gaston such
h:’:'d pames, Kven from you I cannot bear
i

But ia the depths of her heart, even while
8he fought desperately for her absent lover,
she folt it to be true. He wasa coward.

4 Hear her,” the baronet said, with sup-
Pressed intensity; «hear her tuke his part
against we—this man whom she bas not
known two months. Well, well, it is the re-
wrard E'nq old always receive from the

Twe white arms clasped his neck, two im-
petwous.lips stooped down and kissed him.

 Papa, darling, is it generous of yon to say
this? Yuu koow I love you dearly, dearly;
bat, papa, 1love him toa. I can't help it,
XY don’t know why; I cnly know I dv with

all my heart.”

Heo looked at her tenderly—the hard bit-
terness of his mouth relaxing into a smile,
half-«ad, half-cyuical.

€ My little one,” he said, “my little one,
you dom s koow why. Shall I tell you? A
litle for his durk eyes, a little for his silken
Jair, a little for bis seductive voice and
sugary words, and a great deal—oh, my
romantic Kathie—for your own poetical
1magination. Ifyousaw Gaston Dantree be-
}ow the surface for un hour you would ecorn
him Jour life long, But yonu take this good-

v!ookl.ng Louisianian at his own valnation,
snd invest him with a halo of nobility all
‘your own, and set bim up and worship him,
My danchidr, tuke care, tuke care, Your god
will cramble to cluy before your eyes; and
what ia left then? Believe me, Kathis, there
is maors noeded to muke a wite happy than
lowg 1ashes and a musical voice.”

Ratherime looked up and met her father's
oyes {pll for the first time, her lips compressed
Mato’a redolute line. An hour ago she had
Bo-reed 10 him a wayward little girl—<he
kxew now, for the first time, he had a woman
to deal with-—a woman in love, and resolute
to have her way. ‘

“You dreat me as though I were ten years
old and ssking a new plaything. Paps, !
leve Gastou, he wants me to be his wife, and
I have promised. A promise given ehould be

- % proming kept, I will marry him, or go tv
My Frave nomarried.” .
_ “Then Heaven belp you! My years on
g’ar.t‘b v\_rﬂl not be many—don't interrupt me,
ngibvrine; 1 know what 1 am saying—and
when I am gone, and you are left to that
man's mercy, | suy again Heaven belp you I"

" He bas given you noearthly renson to Fay
it? Katberine exclaimed, # and it 15 not like
you-%0-be unjost, It is a shame, papal u
skame! You know nothing wrong of him~—
mething. Even the grim, pitiless English
Jaw takea tho prisoner in the dock to be in-

, Bocent until heis proven guilty. You speak
-of bim as though he were a villain, doubie-
dyedt X yepeat, it is a shame to slunder the

all his faults, whutever they may be, I am
willing to tuke him—to hold to him all my
life ; and be very sure, whatever that life may
prove, no one alive shall ever hear me com-
plain of him.”

«I believe you,” her father said, quietly;

“you're not a model yonng lady by any
means, but you deserve o much better hus-
band than Gastom Dantree, Child! child!
you are hopelessly in atuated—I might as
woll talk to the trees waving yonder outside
the window as to a romantic girl in love.
But think a moment—think how little you
know of this man. Who i8 to prove he hasn’t
8 wify already out yonder in the Southern
Sintes 77
« Papa!” But there was a sharp, sudden
papg in her voice as she uttered the Indig-
nant cry. ¢ Marie De Lupsac!” the name
that had haunted her dream that morning
came back,
i Ah! Kathie, flying into a prssion will
not prove his worth. I repeat we know no-
thing of him—nothing but what he has
chosen to tell or invent. Do you really be-
liuve, my poor Donnn Qnixote, that if gome
frealc of fortune deprived you to.morrow of
Scarswood aud its rent-roll, be would prove
fuitbful to the love he has vowed ? If you
were pennilers—ns he is—do you believe be
would ever make you his wife?”

‘standing with his back to her, looking out ot

R e b e L
iuto his hands. ‘Keep him away from-me--I
‘had rather not méet him. And Kathierine—"
‘apauss.-. . .- wAT

% Well, papa," she.spoke rather sadly. _It
seemed very hacd “that-the two-beings .on
earth whom she loved best eould like one
another no better than this. Her father was

the window at the beeches tossing their
striped branches in the high autumnal gale.

# Yes, papa—what is it ?"”

# Don't oftend Mrs. Vavasor,” He spoke
with an effurt. « Youdon't like her, and you
?k?’ no pains to hide it. Katherine, it won't

o,

« Why not, papa ?"

# I can't tell you why—only she is your
guest; as such she should ba treated with
courtesy.”

¢ Well, I do try to be courteous—that is, I
try to endure her; but papa, she's simply
nnendurable; it stiles me to live in the
house with her. I don't know why—1 sup-
puse we're antagonistic, as Gaston says, but
my flesh creeps when she comus near me, just
ag it does when I meet s toad, She’s likea
serpent, papa—one of those deadly cobras we
used to have out in India—with her glitter-
ing eyes,and her sharp, hissing voice, and
her noiseless, gliding walk. Wby car’t you
give her all the morey she wants and pack
her oftf ubout ber business ?”

¢ Becnuge ~well, becsuse the world is civ—
ilized, and she iz our gnest. Let us respect
the sanctity of the bread and enlt. She hus
a bold uporn me-~I may admit that much—
—and it places me in her power. IfI a1
you offend her, Eatherine, it is in her power
to iniure us both more than 1 can say. It
is impossible to explain; 1 cau only say for
the present, tieat her civilly for my sake.”

I will try For your sake, papa, I would
do anything.”

«Ixcept give up Gaston Dantree! Waell,
well ! it ia the way of the world—the way of
women—a very old way too. And now go—

She met bin sad guze full; but she was
wkhite to the lips.

# 1 believe it, papa. I know how I would
act by bim ; poverty—disgrace even—would
only make me cling the more devotedly to
him. I would take his part against all the
world, and why should | think bim the less
generous? Pupa, it may be your duty, but
you torture me! What is the nse of saying
such things except to make me miserable?”’
Butit was not her father's words that made
her miserable—it was the doubt in her own
heart, the conviction that he spokethe truth.
Not all her ingane infutuation could convince
her that this man wus either loyal or true.
She had been brouxht np in & peculiar way
enough, this impulsive Katberin-, and if
there is any excuse to be made for her wilful
perverrity, it liesin that. Motherless at the
age of thres, left to a doting father, spoiled by
Indisn norses, indulged in everv cuprice, she
had grown up headstrong and foll of faunits.
The Indisn colonel had taught her to scorn
a lie us the base crime of a coward: and
taught her to be as true as steel, loyal, gener-
ous, aud brave; and she knew in ber inmo-t
heart that Gusten Dantree was none of these
things—wag twice as unatable as wuter.
Only her girl's fancy had gone out to him,
and it waston late to recall the gife.

Her father drew her to him and kissed her.
#1 will say no more—not one word ; and
yet it is8 a cruel kindoess. Do vou know
what I should have done, Kathie, when that
follow came here to ask your hand? 1
shonld bave snid,!She is thers; take h r if
you will. She is quite ready and capable of
running away with you to-morrow, if youusk
her; but ar long as I live, not one farthing

are not? What an awful muddie I nearly
made of it by carrying that confounded
prcket of letters about. Katherine's a prey
to the greep-eyed monster alrerdy, and will

will she ever receive from me-—not though
she werestarviog. 1 will never forgive her;
I will never see her. She isin love with
you; take ber and whon the honeymoon js
over—starve! I mcan this, Mr., Dantree, ang
we Dungerfiolds know how to keep our word.
Kuthie, he would never have set foot again
witain this house, and you—yon would hate
your fatber. 1 don't think I could bear that,
and 50, oh, child! marry him, if you will, on
Nuw Year's Eve—what does a month more or
less mutter ?—and may the gond God keep
you, and d: fend vou from the fate of a bro-
ken hearted wife!”

She madn no reply; her face was hidden
on his rhonlder.

“1 faar for your future, my child!—I fear!
I fear!” the old soidier sald, with strange
pathos—t: I toresee more thun I dare tell.
Kathie, listen! Do you"—his steady voice
taltered a lithte—tdo you think you could
bear to be pnor 7”

w Poor, papal” she lifted her head, and
looked at him in surprise.

#Yex, Katberine; to be poor—not as we
were poor in Imdia, with servants to wait
apon us, and & colonel’s pay to live on; but it
I weroto ni+, and it may be soon—child, be
8till—nnid you were left alone in the world,
friendless and portionless, to earn your own
living as other girle do—do you think you
conld bear that 7—to eat poor food? to wear
poor clothing ? to labor for others 7—that is
the gnrt of poverty I mean.”

She gazud at him, lost in wonder.

“ Poor, poor! I, a baronet’s daughter, the
b:iress ot Scarswood | Papa” bursting inte
a laugh for the first tine-—+ what nonsense
are you tatking? It is impossible for me to
be pnor.”?

“ But supporse it were not *—he spoke with
feverish cagerncas, shifting away from the
gaze of the bright, wondering eyes—¢ sup—
pose it were possible—suppose such a fate
overtook you—could you bearit?”

# 51z John Dangerfield,” the yonng lady re-
sponded, impatiently, « I don't want to sup-
puoge it—I won't suppore such a preposterous
thing! No, I could®’t bear it—there! I
would vather die than be poor—liviog on
crusts—wearing shabby dresses—and work-
ing for insolent purse-proud common rich
people. Papa, I would just quietly glide out
of life in a double dose of morphine, and
muke an end of it «11. But what's the pse of
talking Auoh rubbish? I'm Katherine
Dangerfivid, heiress; it is about as likely that
[ 8hall go up o the moon, like Hana Pfaal,
nud Yve there away irom everybody, ns that
[ 8hall ever turn shop-girl and be poor.”

He set his lips hard becveath his iron-gray
mustache, and his soldier's training stood
bim. in good stead now. Of the sharp pain
at his heart his face showed no sian. |

<« Apd you couaent, pups—you dear, good~
natured old papa?” the girl said, her cheek
close to bis, herlips to his ear; % youn do con-
<eat? I am only seventeen, and. gilly, no
doubt, but let me be bappy in my own way.
[ can’t help liking Guston—I can't ludeed—
and I want to trust him—to believe in hm.
You'll let me, won't you? You won't say
bitter, cyaical things any more. And vou
know you won't lose me, a8 you wounld if I
warried any one elre, You'll only gein A
son instead—and we'll all live together here,
18 tne fairy tales say--happy forever after.

He sighed resignedly, disengaged himself,
and arose. )

“tWhen & woman will she will! etc.
Have your own wav Katherine, Let the
wedding be vu New Year's Eve. I give you
curte blanche for the trousseau—order what you
pteuse. I can say no more than that, I wili
make the beat of a bad bargain, since it I
inevitable; but I csn't like bim—I never
can. Marry him if you will, but I would al-

eheent in this way, and a_soldier who has
- foughs for his-conntry as you have, ought to

ous, especially when they bave remarkably
bandsome husbands.
wili be the son-in-law of Scarswood Park, anc
the hushand of eight thousand a year!
ton Dantree, my boy, you're acleverer fellow
than even 1 gave you credit for.”

Scarswood, and Mr. Dantree, with & fatuous
smile, mrde known to all whom it might con-
cern that the happy day was near.
Vavasor's llack eyes sparkled with their
suakiest light—the rusthng silk twisted, and
twined, and gleamed about her in more ser-
pentine coils than ever. Bhe flarhed a glance
across at Peter Dangerfirld, who rat, with
spectacles over pale, near-sighted eyes, on the
opporite side,
again bis big, heavy, dragoon mustache, and
&hot sharp glances of suppressed ferocity at
the smiling bridegroom elect,

him, with his self-satisfied grin and confident
#irg of proprietorship. 1 suppose Sir Jehu's
falling into his dotage—1 can't account for it
in any oth-r way, poor little fool,” with a

knowhe will treat her after her marriage, 1'1]
thrush him within an inch of his life, 'fore

most sooner see you dead than give your fate

I'think T'1l settle my mind by reading the
Times nfter all this. Arrange everything—
buy the wedding dresses, let the wedding
guests be biddern, and when the hour comes I
will be ready to give my d4ughter away toa
man of whom [ know nothing. That will do,
Kithie—I'd rather have no thanjs. Let the
subject of Mr. Dantree be dropped between
us—it is a subject on which you and I can
never agree, though we talked to the crack of
doom.”

Kutherine laid her hand on the handle of
the door. There was a swift swisrh of sill
outside. 8he flung it wide., Had that
odions little wretch, Mrs. Vavasor, been lis-
teniug ? But the passags was deserted, and a
tall Indian cabinet hid the little crouching
figure completely.

Miss Dungerfield rode out under the open
sky and suony downs with her aflianced, and
Mr, Dauntree simply hesard that papa had con-
sented that the marriage skould tuke place
upon New Year’s Eve—no more. But he
could easily infer ths rest from Kathberin’s
clouded face

“The gharp-sighted old haronet has been
abusing me,” reflected Mr. Dantree; ¢ he hus
taken my gnauge pretty accurately from the
first. I wonder how it is, that my face,
which makes ali women fall in love with me,
makes all mon distrnst me? JIs it that
women 88 & rule are fools, and the other sex

be for the rest of her life. I suppose it is in
be eteinal fitness of things, rpmehow, that

RSN N
.one's dreams"of ;the Olymptan. Apollo. “ And-
other#’ of s, g0 thray,

‘purséry” story -ovér.‘again : 't This little pig

goes -ty market, and thia little pig stays at
home.' - Katherino .Dangerfleld, what a bap-
py girl you ought to bel” -

«I am happy, Mrs. Vavasor.”

8till Mrs.. Vavasor stood, and looked at her.
How strange the gleam in her eves. how
strange the smile on her lips! The firelight
sparkied oo her emerald silk, on her costly:
jewels, on her shining laces, on her colls of
satin black hair. Katherins bad never
known fear in all her life—but something ifi
that woman's face made her shrink away in a
sort of terror.

u Mrg, Vavagor,” she said, rising and turn-
ing white, ¢ what is it you have come here to
say to me?” B

The widow laughed aloud—that shrill, me-
tallic laugh that rasped upon the ear.

“What have 1 come to say ?” Why, to
wish you joy of course, and to tell youI am
going away."

« Going away!" Ah, Kathie, what a poor
dissembler yom are! The light of unutter-
able reliet and gladness lights all your face
at the words.

« Going away, my dearest; and if I dared
harbor so inhospitable a suspicion, I should
say you looked glad to hear it. But you're
not, are you, Kathie, love—and you will
speed the partivg guest with real regret?
Yes, my pet, I am going-—never to come back
—well, not more than once again, perhaps—
on your wedding day. For I think I must
really come to your wedding, little Kathie,
and wish that beautiful Mr. Dantree joy.
How well he ioves you, Kathie; he is one of
tkose artless, frank kind of men wlho wear
their hearts on their sieeves, for all the
world toread. Yes, 1 leave Scarswood just
one week preceding your weddivg day. You
look as if you did not understand—but you
are ever 50 much relieved after all. By the
bye, Katherine, you grow more and more like
your mother every day. Justat this moment,
as you stand tbere in the firelight, in that
Invely blue silk and sapphires, you are fear-
fully and wonderfnlly like her. Would you
believe it, Miss Dungerfield—your mother
once prevented my marriage 7"

#t Mrs, Vavasor?”

wYes, my dear,” the liitle widow said in
her airiest mavner, ¢ prevented my marriage.
It was all for the best, you know—ob, very
much tor the best. I am not speaking of
Mr. Vavasor, pcor dear—your mother never
knew him. I was quite young when my lit-
tle romsnce happened, a year or two older
than you are now. He was gearcely older
than myself, and very handsome—not 8o
handsome as that divine Gaston, though, of
course. AndI was—woll, yes—I was just as
deeply in love &s you, my impetuous darling
are this moment. The wedding day was
fixed, and the wedding dress made, and at the
last bour your mother prevented it. It is
nearly twenty ycars ago, and if you will be-
lieve it, the old pain and disappointment,
and anger, and mortification comes back now,
as I talk, alinost as sharply as they did tlen:
For I suffered—as 1 hud loved—greatly. I
have never seen him for twenty long years,
and I wever want to now. He isalive still,
and married, with grown-up sous and daugh-
ters, end I dare say, langhs wilh his wite—a
great lady. my dear—over that little episode
of a most silly youth. And [—I eat, drink,

- thirought:}ife,;and don't find:
one- coniplétely -bappy: day:’ It.is the’ old-

-4 joy away !”

‘happy last night-

‘Bappier in my life. Wbt businesqibad she
‘to-come and spoil it.all? I'hate 'to\be un-
heppy—I won't be'unhappy | and, pips, T in-
sist upon-your ‘sending the odious.llttle kill-

His bronzed face
angry glance oame into his steel-blue eyes.

#You mean Mrs.' Vavasor, I presume ?
What has she done ?” -

«Done!” Eatherine repeated, with'avgry
impatience—-+¢ghe 'has done nothing—she 18
too cunning-for that; and it isn't altogether

what ghe enys, either; it's her look, her tone,

her smile that insinuates a theusand things
more than she ever utters. That honid, per-
petual simper of hers says, plainer than
words, ¢ 1 know lots of things to ‘your disad-
vantage, my dear, and I'll tell them, too, some
day, if you don't use me well’ I hate peo-
ple that go smirking through life, full of evil
and malice, and all uucharitableness, and who
never lose their temper.” - : :

«You seem to have decidedly lost yours
this morning my dear, May I repeat—
what has Mrs. Vavasor done 7’

« This, papa; she came to my room last
night, instead of going honestly to bed like
any other Christian, and began talking to mec
about my—motker,”

Sir John Dsuogerfield took his cigar sud-
denly from between his lips, a dark red flash
of intenre anger mounting to his brow,

« About your mother!” he repeated in a
tense sort of voice. ¢ What did Mrs. Vava-
sor say about your mother, Knthie 1"

tShe gaid for one thing, that my mother
once prevented her murrfege. Now, did
she?”

t Not that I am aware of. Was that all?”

& Well, that was all she accused her of. but
there wers volumes implied. My mother
died in her arms, she said, uod rhe had long
ago forgiven her, Pupa, if ever I saw a dervi:
in human eyes I saw one inlbers as she said
it. She hated my mother; she hates me;
and if it is in her power to do me or you any
harm, she will do it befurs she leaves Sussex
a3 surely as we both stand here.”

« Katherine, for Heaven's sake—"

#She will, papa!” Katherine cried, firmly
% A1l the barm she cun do oB she will do.
But is it in her power to really barm us?
The will is there fast enoagh, but is the
way 7"

« My child,” he eaid, and there was a sob in
every word, “ 1t is in her power to ruin us—
to ruin you.”

Katherine looked at him—very pale, very
grave, very quiet. You could see at once
how this impulsive girl, resdy to cry out
lustily with impatient anger over little troa-
bles, would bear great ones,

# Then Heaven help us!” she said, ¢ii that
be true. I dou't understaud, and it seems to
me you will not explaic uutil the blow falls.
Perhaps I could bear it better if I knew be-
torehand what I bad to endure. Just now it
swems strangely impossible. You are a
wealthy baronet and Iam your only child—
how can a woman like that injare or ruin ua?
Pupa” suddenly, «is there any flaw in your
right of succession to Scarswood—is there
any heir whose claim is better than your
own?”

He looked at her, a look that haunted her
for many a day, with eyes full of trouble.

t And if it were 80. If there were a claim-
ant whose right was better thau my own—if

and am merry as you see, and I forgave your
mother, as a Chrirtian should, and married
poor, dear Mr. Vavasor, and was happy.
Your mother died in my arms, Kathie, and

now I am coming to her daughter’s wed-

plain women should be always savagely jeal-
Before the year ends I

Gas-

There was a dinner-party that evening at

Mrs.

Aud Captain De Vere stroked

« Hang the beggar! I'd like to throtile

look at Katherine; ®if he treats her as I

George! I wish I had asked her myself.”

The wedding day was announced, Kather-
ine was congratulated,anda little before mid-
night, with her lover's parting kiss still oun
her lips, winging softly, she went up to her
room, Draped with rose-silk and Jaces, the
carpet Wwreathsa of rosebuds on smow, puffy
sitken chairs, & Swiss musical-box playing
tinkling tanes, fire-light and waxlight gleam-
ing over all—how pretty~—how pleasant it
looked. And Katherine, in her dinner-dress
ot rich mazirine blue, and sapphire orna-
ments set in fine gold, sank down in the
puffiest of the chairs with a tired sigh.

There came a goft tap at the door, not the
tap of Ninon, Katherine lifted her dreamy
eycs from the fire,

The door opened, and Mrs. Vavator en-
tered.

She too still wore her dinnerdress—the
rich sea-green silk glowed in the light far be-
hind her. The dinmonds that were not from
the Pulais Royal flashed splendidly on neck,
aud arms, aud ears, and flugers, Her shin-
ing, luxuriant black bair floated over her
shoulders, nud the smile that rarely left her
was at its brightest on her face.

*Am I an intruder?” she asked, gayly.
« What blizsful visions of ante-nuptialfelicity
have I frightened away? You will forgive
me, I know, my pet. I had to come.
Kathie, dear, you don't know how glad I am
your wedding day is sc near.”

She took both the girl's hands in hers.
Katherine's ficst impulse was to snatch them
impatiently away, but she remembered her
fathor's warning. This odious, fulsome,
fawning creature had some mysterious power
over him ; for his sake she mnst be civil.

41 Yopu are very good,” but, despitv the best
intentions Miss Daogerfield’s voice sounded
cold. « Will you &it down, Mrs. Vavasor 7"

#No, love; I willstay buta moment. Bee,
it is midnight. Weird hour!” with a atrill
laugh, * Are there ghosts, do you know at
Scargswood? BSuch a dear, romantic oid
house ought to be kaunted, you koow, to
make it complete. I suppose every house,
as the poet suys, where men aad women have
lived and died, {a haunted, and we all carry
our ghosts with us through life. Bat 1
won't turn prosy and metaphysical on thie
bappy pight. Ah! darling Katbie, what an
enviable girl you are—how brightly your life
bus been ordersd. Seventeen, rich, flattered,
caressed, and beloved | I zuppose you have
never had a single wish nogratified in your

ding."
She laid her hand—burning as though
with fever—on the girl’s wrist, and fixed her
black, glittering eyes strangely upon her.
# Look for me on your wedding day, Ka—
therine—I shall be there!”
The girl snatched her band angrily away.
t Mrg. Vavasor!” she cried out, ¢« what do
you mesn? Why do you louk at me s0?
You frighten ma.”
wDo 17" with her mocking laugh. « Now
I never meant to do that. I dou't mean any-
thing, bow could I ?—but best wishes for
you. Goed night, Katherine—bride elect—
heiress of Scarswood—baronet's daughtur—
good-night, and pleasant dreams.
! The morn s merry June, I trow,
Tlhe rose 1s budiing fafr ;
But she shall bloom in winter snow
Rre we 1awo meet agalp.
He rurned the charger as he spoke,
Upon the river+hore,
He gave the reins o shake, and cried

Adieu forevermore,
Iove!

Adieu forevermore!'”

A Inst derisive glunce of the black eyes, a
taunt!ng smile—sioging Mr. Dantree’s song
—~M15, Vavasor vanished.

Hours and hours after Katherine sat very
still, very pale, and very unlike her bright,
dushing, defiant self, before the flickering
fire. What did it all mean? Mysteries in
books wers very nice, the thickerand blacker
the better; but in every day life—well, they
were exaspersting, What power did this
woman hold over her father 7—why oould be
not speak out and tell her! Ifhe could not
trust the daoghtsr who loved him, whom
could .he trust! What did Mrs. Vavasor
mean by her sneering taunts, only half bhid-
den, her inveudo, her delusive smiles and
¢lances, her ominous song? Was itin the
power of this dark, evil womsan to part her
aud her lover ?

a No,” she said proudly, lifting her head
with that haughty grace that was her chief
charm; “no msn or wowan on earth can do
that. Nothing in this world can come Dle-
tween Gaston and me, unlers he should

prove—"

«Falsal” Not even to herself could she re-
peat that word. She got up shivering a
little.

«. It grows cold,” she thought; 1 will go
to bed, and to-morrow I shall tell papa, and
beg him once more to explain. I cannot en-
dure thut woman’s prerence much longer.”

If early rising be a virtue, Mfisg Dangerfield
possersed it. She might dance all wight, go-
til # the wee ema’ hours ayont the twal,” bat
she was prepared to rise at six next morning,
as fresh as the fresbest. When Sir John
came o.t on the terrace for. his mornivg
smoke, he found his daughter pacing up and
down slowly in the pale, chill sunlight, A
scarlet bournous wrapped her, and ker dnrk
face looked wan and sombre from out its
glowing folds.

# You here, Katherine!” the baronet said,
a8 he stopped and kigsed her. He was very
zentle with her of late; there was & sort of
sad, abnormal tenderness In his face now.
[t did surprire him to find 'her hore 80 early,
but looking again at her, he saw how heavy
the bright eyes were, bow siow the eiastic
fuat fell, the shadows on the tell-tale. face.
« What ig it, Kathie ?” heo asked. ¢ You Jook
as though you badn't slept last night. 'Has
auything gone wrong 7" Coe st

- #«Well, no papa; nothing exactly'' gone
wrong, perbaps; but I feel unbappy, and
cross, and mystified. I dido't sleep - last
night, and it's all owing to that detestabls
woman. Light your cigar, papa, and 1. -will
tell you while we walk up and'down.” Bbe
clagped both hands ronnd, ard round bis arm,

{ife, and in two months you marry the man
you love with your whole heart—a man like

and looked with dark, solemn eyes ¢ Papa,1
want you to send her away.. She i3 a wretoh

some day, and very soon, Scarswood were
taken from us, and we went out into the
world poor, disgraced, and penniless, how
would it be then. I have asked you befors, 1
ask you again—could you bear poverty, Fa-
therine ? Could you bear to lenve Scarswoud
and. its splendors, and go forth among the
women and man who work, aud be happy 7"

(To be Continued.)

Croup, that dire disesse, has Iost its terrors
to those who keep Yellow il wt hend
Yellow Oil also cures Sore Throat, Quinsey,
Congestion and Iuflamation of the Lungs.
Now is tae season to guurd agrinst sudden at
tacks of diseuses. Ask your Druggists for
Hagyard’s Yellow Oil. A

Into one of our larrest drapery stores
entered a gent'eman the other duy and with
the air of oue who had been used to this gort
of thiug all his life, you know. he gaid to the
astonished sales-womnan, «Give me a yard
of maroon-coloured flannel to-match a baby,
please.” Corrocting himnself hasiily he be-
gnoagain: ¢« I bheg pardon; I mean a yard
of flannel to match 4« maroon enloured baby—
here (producing a bit of flannel from bis vest
pocket), [ want a yard of that.”

-

The Physteal welfare of children is seriously
endangered by the adminis riation of indigesti-
ble und drastic mwdicine~ In ended to relinve
cortlvenesy, sonr stomach and Gatulence. Giwve
them fustews that blund geutle, yet effcncion.
remedy, MILK OF MAGNENIA. Having an agrece
able tasio and & ik l1kesmnothness it requires
na persuasion o Induce thems to take it. Sold
by all Chemists.

Consamption Uared.

An old pbysician, retired from practice,
bhaving had placed in bis baode by an Euast
Iudia missionary the formula of a simple
vegetable i medy for the speedy and permen.
ont cure for Consumption, Bronchitis, Catareh,
Arthms, and all throat and Lung Affections,
also a positive and radical cure for Nurvous
Dubility and all Nervous Complaints, a‘ter
baving tested its wonderfal curative powers
in thouxands of cases, bas felt it his doty to
make it kno#n to his suffering f-llows.
Actoated by this motive and a desiru to ve-
liave huwan guffering, I will send free ot
cbarge, to all who desire it, this recipe, in Ger-
man, French, or English, with full directions
for preparing and us ng. Sent by mail by

addressing with stamp, namiog this paper, W.,

W. SHERAR, 149 Powers’ Block, Rochester,
N.F. 1l-eow-G

HorsgMEN., Ask your merchant for HENRY
& JOHNSON'S ARNICA AND OIL LINI-
MENT, and keep it always in the stuble, to
use in case of accident. ‘ 16 5

ONE OF THE MO51 RELTABLE MEDI-
CINES for Hesdache is DR, BARVEY'S ANTI-
Binious AN FurcaTive Plnus, 16 2 .

—————— .

On a a fairly uncrowded atrest of New York
twenty men ' 'were counted us they passed
rapidly-along. Of ‘the twonty exactly ten
turned easily to the right when they met a
pedestrlat:. The other ten tlien took a great
deal of troubls to turn to the left, and made
much confusion,

_.‘¢ Here 13 a sketeh,” said the poet,

Tntn tha editor gray,

*“That § 1085¢d me off In anidle hour ,
To pass the time away.” o

"“Here Iga ciub,” waa the answer.

Inna blapd and smiling way, o

“With which I rrrquenuy tosd meoff

S8ix poets ina day.’ : :
« William,” obsevved a Milwaukee woman
to her husband, .« Mrs. Holcomb feels pretty
badly now since the loss ot her child."and’ X
wish you would drop over there'snd see her.
You might say that all fierh-is grass; that
we've all gotto go the sume way ; and soe if

the is golng to use her' dripping-pan this
afternoon.” : a L

E paled perceptibly ; an |

4T the Edito

“Sir—The article published in your exce)

Jent journal on - the -Irish ~question, Uﬂde;
date the 4th instant,- i3"Buch as to awalen
sentiments of gratitude, not only in eve
breast which loves Ireland, but in uny Periox{
who detests injustice and cruelty.
_ “Toraige the volce sgainst the ahuge of
Power wherever it msy exiet wasalwayg cog.
sidéred the sign of - maguenimity ; but whey
this ébuse comes from tho:e who sspire to en-
joy. the reputation of “civilizition” and «hy,
mnntarianism, and with thesegrest words try
to ucquire and increase their power and jip.
fluence in the world, then to raise the voicg is
the sign of a courage which lenves the com.
mon herd, and fears nothing in defence of
the holy cause of truth and ju:itice.

%The way in which, in the aiticle of the
4th instant, the Aurora explaing the stute of
the agrariun question in lreland ig certainly
coaformable to the pure aud vimple truth, I
defy ‘any Koglisbman, inside or outside of
Rome, lay or clerical, to confats g singlg
statement made in it, or to discover even 5
small insccuracy.. Public opivion was en.
lightened by that acticle, becuse many are
ignorant of the pregent state of the question,
Asguredly it i8 not in the juterest wor in the
durire of Evgland that the Boropean public

should se~ clearly into the matter,

“It was thus always, according to her poli-
tics, that she acted, so thut an impenctrably
veil should hide from foreign nations her
conduct in the affairs of thut istand where ap
over-fine policy bas always presided in the
execution of that code of which your article
has said go well. 1t will romain in the annalg
of Eogland as a stain of blood (and it might
have added of infamy), which ail the warey
of the British seas will not be able to wagh
out in eternity.

«The most disparcionate observers mugs
copfesg that, whilst Englund bus always re.
prersed moreor less ferociously, and on that
account always efficaciously, the atrempts the
[rish have made to publisb to the world thejr
greivances and their trials, che hns on the
other hand ulways dencuirced thut to other
nations the turbulence and the ivgratitude of
the Irish, who, scorning such kiud treatment,
have always repzlled fiercely the patsrnal cares
ofun Government which had ne other desiie
thun that of cwilizing them. It tho poor
Irish have despised the gift, nnd have held an
attitude of suspicion towards the yiver, it is
becaure they knew well the ancient ¢Times
Danaos et dona firentes’

#Thy desire on the part of Eagland to civil-
ize the barbarous races sulject to her rule ig
all tinsel, which now the vations of Europe
have begun to distinguish fr..m po'd. The
disinterestedness and the delicary of this Old
Euglund isnow too well wiitren in the bistory
nnd in the memory of other natioas to be for.
wotten, Everyone knows what thiz work of
civilization was on the banks of the DBos-
phorus and on the Ganges, and wheother it has
b-gn always generous. The Indians, the
Afghans, the Zulus, the Baxutos wonld be
uble to tell us to-dav what kind ofcivilization
is that which Lord Beaconsfield and his dis-
ciples would wish to impart paternally
amongst them.

4"Thy article of the 4th inst, alludes to the
crimes and as~-asgination sud revenges of all
anrte which have transformed Iretand. accord-
‘nyg to]English journale, into a den of brigands.
But this gigantic publicity wbich the demi-
gode of the Anglo-Saxon Presr yive to the
raurder of tho two lords— Leitrim aud Mount-
morres—can only deceive the simple. If the
Prews of the civilized world aud ail the tele-
graphic agencies on the terragueous globe
ware ta combine te repent the-m svery day,
thess two crimes would still remain two, and
humanity would bave only to moorn over
ugain the death of the snme two men, Their
titles of “Lord” capnot make thuir desth equal
to the deatb of a hundred men.  Call then as
you will, break out into byperhnlrs of every
kind—the landlords killed wure two, not
more than two, and only twe.

#] do not want, Mr. Editor, to Justify this
murder ; but I heg the over-severe censors to
remember that the victims to 'amine in Ire-
land in this century alone were two millions.
What a hecatomb compared with the
offering of the omuipotent Irixh landlordism.

« Moreover, to these crimes it has been
sought to give a signifi-aticn wxclusively
political, with what nght? Who assures
us that they were not caused by other
maotives ?

tAre we certain these acts of violence
were not the verdicts of the wummary justice
of a people wearied of seeing too long un-
punished some one of tnase modieval
tyrannies which are not y~t nnkuown to the
modern feudatories of Irelnnd,

«If, placed between dishnnor and hunger,
the tenant has recourse to vengeance, would
you rather attribute hix crime to deep-laid
plans of political rebellion thun tothe impetus
of a boiling parsion ? _

«T repentit. No good Irishmnn will praise
the murder of & man even if lie be the
crurilest of landlordr. Veng-ance belongs
to God, and is not a right of wan But be-
fors condemning Ireland wholessle for the
arkassination ot two aguresrors the English
pewspapers sbomld have cxllrd pmblic at-
toption to the mumercus crimes committed
dnily on their gide of the Channel. During
the past week there were six murders in
Eugland. Who takes note of them? Why
doer one not speak of the wnrder committed
by Anderson and Grimes ur Newenstle? Why
dowes one not aprak of the parricide Colling at
Lelcerter? Why does ons not speak of the
wife-murderer Smalicombe at Bristal? Or
of John Bivms, of Bratford. who almost
killed his mother.in-law? Or of the in-
nocent daughter of Shepuid, whn wase fourd
brotally murdered, - Friday fortnight, in
Loudon? -

u 15 it becanse slaughtering women is of
stich common occurrence in Encland that
Enpglisb senribility is accustomed to it? Or
is it becuuse the most harcible of unanusina-
tions, that of a girl of eighteen, 13 not of the
same enotmity before the tiibupsl ef
hamanity as the murder of & lord ?

o I conclude, Mr. Editor, hy thanking you
befurehand for the iusertion of 1his letter.
Pormit mé one last observation, If, as it
seems, Ireland will be put under special
legislation, becsnse two or ihree serarian
crimes’ bhave been committen, . England
should, for stronger rearoun, be treat-d inthe
A.me way. In short, if in: Ir«land the life
of a landlord is not securs; neither is the'1ife
of the Inmocent davghter of the honest
artisan in Eogland, .

i A FaIRND

‘WE BELILVE
Thatif everyone would use Hop Bittera freely,
there would bo much less sickne~#a aud misery
in the world; and people ave taat Anitiuk this
our, whole families keeping - we'l at-a trifling
cost by ita use. 'We 'advise all to try it.—
U. & A, Bochester, N.X,
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