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1 cùilvate the ac- whio haà euIIIlen'Wf
pretty litti seat- aOut tite uneasinesi

scieiice, inueed I
Eat oliy, but after At Liverpool Mr.
1to' overtorge lier into the car belooxt
chate4 *pIcasantly, it. He swept bis t.

puais, àand a look 0l
i ruch from home, .tled on. bl fà e
nid about travelÎng "Tfhundèratioir'
d nerv'ôusly evtry pûàsible )foùhave lc

a lurcli, ,and -1- "1His è'i'_d'
t.Y to put.my rxn poiitikto >'i.t r
f the 9eat to calm passéngè. ,

ia uch a horror of railwayý
,sý s aid, land ber Aunt
iý' prediucted, eforé the'-Ieft
'h t' eà2neihing. dreadfùl ".wa
k.hàjpen tb'her; and theix she
er large, iùlting eyes to'my
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ad et it r st on lier shoul-
[n are the natel IProtectorsý
C2, you kxiowý
lked on, varlou's subjects. M If
ýompanion was very weIl in-
anid ' er Ianguake wa.s simple

11-c ' osen. Before I was liard'
.e of it, I,. had told lier 1. was

tive, and that I *as 'maâkinig
.rney expressly to help capture

She s-huddered and drew a little
aearer to Mt.

"Dear mel" said she, nervc>uily,
"jr ýmuSt be dangerous bum'ness, This
jotleft, I havé ead, i* a desperate
chacter. Pray, oh,- do pray be
carefull"

1And she dropptc~liher voicé 80 near
to a whisper, and thrtew so uucli ex-
pression into lier beautiful Cyee, 'that
I eould fot resisi tenderly pressig

the littie white hiand sô near rny Qwn e
aiid whispered, I arn afraid, somne-
thing 'that would look absurd on
paper.

That was a vety deliglitful t'ip 10
me, and I think it must have been
flot together unpleasant to the ydLtng
lady, for lier cheeks were red and lier
eyes bright as we approaclied the ter-
minus. She was going to visitlier-
sister, who lived two or thrce milei
inland from Liverpool, so, had , t
teave me before my Journey, was
ended.

The train only haltedfor a mo-
mýent, but I.managed to press a warnx
eiss on lier lips, and to bheg lier to
give me lier address Iliat I mnight cali
on lier.

She smiled archly up into my face.
"I will drop you a line within a

week, Mr. Dayton,"_ she 8 aid,. sweetly.
"Let me see-your first name is-'

'Aphonse. No. 341 T-Street,
Liverpool, for the next ten days-.
Good-bye, darling " and.I kissed lier
again, and saw th e door close behind.
her with a duil feeling of pain inside
the left section of niy waistcoat
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Pémuncut, r *W' of' 1St Y~
Church, Cum4nvèerll.' s4d'ýr
do', sir ?" "shik1rïg hatdsid hh.
eater.

«Aâ for me,1 was lookdnk"' a6
for a convefleixt knot-bcil~e tê "cfÏiWr
into, but tlier z. sec Imed t'o ýbe no0
thing around loose.

Cathcart tutied up$on me ftercely *
"Where li the,.deuce ifs j6r1étté?,

he exclainied,, sa,>49,ëly. "'Iji1 à-
ordtr yox' to look hi

'"Yonder reverend 1gent Iý u apý yi
,h ny one on the traIin Ii,*1ywýe

answering j0 tes ecf otn,
said'l, do6gcdW.etes e
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A weeic afterward 1 ,reevd a pçt4ý

ter, written'n u ink 'py' Fî rj"_,-V
and e- it geeraly tn<r,
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proplietie. I aMS on MY 'y f .10
erîca, wliere 1 cxpect to bce eetè>t.>
Congress with the r-estof tu

hâ~ve no. idea how~ furnny it', eie
have your lips pressed by a na ~ilp9t
when you.liappen ti bc' manx.r
Sorry you, are not'to get the,. t ,
thousgnd pouxxds, ýbut self-prserv;L,
tionx is the flrst lwof nature., )FhMý
f uly yours, "ire~~i~.'

Wvell, the secret was'oui!
My prettiygjrl was >the i4gia1us

murderer himself, -aùnd-Caibcart -ad I
were donc brown..

We kept the secret between u,and~
have not yct given over our, scarh
for Jorletie, but I greatly f car thatv
the iwo thousandý pounds will never,
fail into our hands.

BROWNING'S LINEAGE

How blind tlie toil ihat burrows like the mole,
In winding graveyard pathways underground,
For Browning's lineage ! 1What if men have found

Poor footrn or ricli merchants on the rol
0f his forbears? Did tliey beget his soul ?

Nay, for lie came of ancestry renowned
In poesy through ail the world, and crowned

With fadeless liglit that sliines f rom pole to pole.

The blazons on his poe's shield are these:
The flaming sigu of Slielleys leart on fire,

The golden globe of $liakespeare's human stage,
The staff and scrip of Cliaucer's pilgrimage,

The rose of Dante's deep, divine desîre,

The tragic nxask of wise Euripides.

-Henry Van Dyke.
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