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THOUGHETS 0F HEAVBN.

<From the French of the late Dr. Iubert La
Rue c

Caini City of the Dead, to, thea I of t rer air,
To dream of Ileave's rest, in which ïhope Lu share

Wffheu this poor frame deesys.
Beside rny new-rnade grave 1 see îny mother weep,
Wbile, with sweet voice of fsitb, breaking the silence

deep, My dear chld kneels aud prays.

0 dear unes flirea, who lie boneatb tbe wintry ground,
Whila o'er you siveeis fthe wind with melancholy

s1ou , s you lay, 1 see,
Iu garli of deat' so pale, beneat.b bis cblly touc-
Then cornes, li ke wvb(lesomne dew, the fhuught -that

aven sucli
I, fou. ere long, shahli e.

III.

Inu Heaven we ail shail meet-ther le ounr reas borna;
Whst is thare on tise eartb fo causaounr thonglits to

roarn
From joys that wait us there ?

There wo shall ive in peace devoid of cars or fear,
Thorae orrow neyer cornes, tiara neyer falis a tear-

And Heaven is won by prayer.

JOHN READE.

The beaufiful verses of which a translation is bers
attemptsd were wriften only a few days bafore Dr.
Im Rue'e nntirnly deatb.

IBOTU IN THE WRONG.

CHAPTER I.

ON'THEE 0NRYM0ON TRIP.

"'My swest Olive,-
"Your boviug letter is to baud. Before long

I shaîl refuru to Englaud, darling, sud-'
Why, Olive, what dosa this mesu t A man's
writiug, too 1'"

The face raised to the speaker'a la vary fair,
fiusbed as it is with sudden confusion sud sur-
prise.

Ha bas eutared the roomn quiatly, sud resd the
aboya extract aloud before abs lbas beau aware of
hie presence.

«'IL is uothing," ehe raturas, doubliug the
latter rip bastily and putting iL away. "That
r., notbîug which concernes anybody except rny.
self. I1esuppose, Wilfred, I may lia allowed to have
»ome affaire of My owu t"-witb s toucb of de-
fiance in the clear toues.-

" But, my dear Olive, anything that concerna
yon should couceru me," ha saye, esrneetly.
" Snrely, if I wish Lo see that latter, you won't
withhold it fromà me."

"Why do you wisb ta ses it ?" see ske.
««1 amn curions to kuow who it eau lie froni,

Olive.- I was not swara that you were carryug
ou sny corresponden ce down ber. "

Sha beitates a minute. Rer face is sverted,
to bide fromn him ita tell-tale thoughts.

64î'In eorry, Wilfred ; but I eau neither show
it yoa nor tell you who it 18 from,"-in a low
Voice.

Ho turne sway Lu the window, with s pained
expression. Already s refusai from the worn
oflhi@echoice t It ià bard-veryt1.«I1tbiuk, Olive," hae saye, sbuwly, after s
Silence that bas beau ominous, ««I1am well witb-lu my riglt- iudeed, itlais ry duty as a bus.
baud-to insiet upon seing that ltter."

"If you canut trust me, why did you marry

She speake lu a bitter tons at lest, sud hbasse-
in the browu syes, lifted to.bis bldly, a gathars
ing augry ligt that la new tu him.
*Ras hae beau living through some aweet dreani,
ho wonders, sud is this the rude a*akeningt IL
soens bnt yesterday since bce stod with thia fair
youug girl in the chilly cburch-tbey twu alune,
vririthiout kitb or kin beaide them-aud prunoun-
ced those vuws that made. thai ona.

R. bad taker iber- Olive Raye-from a cheer-
e,,slmhome, wbers, ber parants bain g dead, sha

had lived witb anuaut wbu lad made life a mis-
ory ta bier. Andle ha hd believed ahe aould lie
happy with hinm sud lova him. Rad there beau
sny mistake t

4 " Have you slready forgotten the promise you
mnade tbree short weeke sînce-1, bvaop

"Stay, Olive 1" sud with a quick stride lie is
beside lier, sud leads ber bsck to the easy
chair.

Rie way is su, strauge sud imperions, so differ-
eut to what it lias been of late, that she is cou-
strained into complying.

IlSo you do not love me r" be says, quietly,
very different from the toue of upbraiding sbe
expeets.

" I neyer told you I loved you," is ber im-
petuous reply.

" Not in su mauy words, but you led nie to
infer so. Uufortunately I love yon, as I've told
you repeatedly. However, this is nu time for re-

roachies. 1 also bave a confession to rnake.
ave I aver told you I wes a wealthy inuV'
She looks up, dazed for a moment at this

abrupt query.
No, I have not, Olive ; and for the very good

reeson that, as I stand before you at this mo-
ment, I arn not worth s hundred p ounds."

"lYou're jokiug, Wilfred 1" she says, in a
low, tremulous voice.

IlI was neyer more in saruest in my life. Is
tbis the sort of place a rich mari spends bis hoîîey.
moon in ?"-bookiug round on the plain but
quaint sud homely-furnisbed rooni. I"A cbeap
lodgiug in au insignificaut little village like
Brookaide ! No eervaute, no luxuries ; waited
ou by au officions landlady! Surely there are no
evidencee of wealtb in ahl this tu, mislsad
you V"

"lBut-but you let me tik -- Oh, I canuot
believe it !"-turning frorn hi witb an indig-
usnt sob.

IlWby nott WbaL grounda bave you liad for
believing otberwisee? Beyoud meeting me at the
bouse of a common acquaintauce, you kuow
uothing of me. You have uever seri or heard
of s single relation of mine. Yon have neyer
asked me about my position in the world, nor
did your anutsese fit to do so. Arn I to blame if
yon bave been under a misappreesion ?"

IlI trusted youase a gentleman, Mr. Gar-
thoras !" facing bim haughtily now, wtb flash.
ing brown eyeesud crimsou face. IlI have beeri
imposed upon eharnefully 1"

ifNot more than 1 have beau. It is s case of
false preteuces on botb sides, Olive. For the
prasent, I daresay I can mnage ta, scrape to-
gether a livin for us botb, without auy greater
hardship than baviug to practise economy."

11I have notrnsrried to be a poor masn's
drudgs 1" she returne, disdainfully. IlYou bave
qaite miataken the womsu you have made yonr
wife, Mr. Garthorne. Your wife 1 For the
future we will go separate ways ; I will lie Olive
Rayne to the world sgaiu. Haro I"-spriugiug
up sud wrenchiug open s prstty escritaire beside
ber-" my marris ge certificats t"-teariug The
copy of theid ocumet to ebredai. I"My
ring "-tbrowiug it at bis feet. I repudiate
these, as I do everythiug couuected witb you
sud your marrisge 1"

Superli sud beantiful ebe looke in ber witber-
irig scoru, notwitbstariding it is a trille theatrical
sud overdone.

He stands loet ini amazemeut sud admiration,
until ber opening of the door arouses birn.

IlOne moment before y ou go, Mrs. Gar-
thora. 1" ha sxclaims, coldly. 1"«I1understand
yon desire to leave me-to lie indeperdent as
yon were before our marriage. Wbenedo you pro-
pose to---"

IlThis very day-this very bourt" is the im-
patient rejoinder.

IlSo lie it. Iu future, you are free, not orly to
go wbere you will, but, ag you leave me of your
own accord, to provide for yourself. If, alter s
while, you regret this sud corne to me-"t

But she turne fromn hirn contemptuously, sud
without witing to hear another word, sweepe
from the roorn.

CRAPTER Il.

THE NEW QOVERNE55.

H Ra Hall is a fine old country reeideuce,
gray, ivy.grown, standing in aswell-wooded park
of moderate size, sud situaLed about two miles
from that thriving market town, Peunerstaw.

Its presaut master is Mr. Geoffrey Wsrde.
*Ha is a middle-aged man, a widower with

tbree childreu, sud bas held for msuy yeas,
until lstely, an important post in the old.estsb-
lished Peunerstow bUak.

Ha inberitad Remua Hall from Barbara Warde,
the widow of hie elder brother, Humphrey, but
thoué ehae died some two years ago, hae bas nuL

papa. Oh , and tbe hall was sncb a succeas, and
I did enjoy it !"

"lHum !" is the unsympathetic rejoinder.
"How about the pearîs ?-missing by tbis time,

1 daressy ?""lOh, no, papa? I've brouglit tbem safely
back witb me. Everyone adînired tbe necklace
extremely."

Tbis was the first occasion of Amy's wearing,
in public, tbe valuable jewels left lier by bier
aunt Barbara.

"IDid Mrs. Jarwin tell you tbat I wanted to
speak to yoiu the moment you caine in V"'iisks
Mr. Warde.

diYes, papa. And sbe told me tbat Olive ar-
rived two days ago. I baven't seen hier yet."

"lMiss Rayne, if you please, Amy," hae says,
impressively. IlThere must lie no familiarity
uow between you. Miss Rayne is here as the
governeas to your younger sister and brother,
remember. "

"lBut, papa, we have known eàch other s0
long," pleada Amy, wistfully. IlAnd, besides,
sbe wrote me as a friend, aekiug if I cbuld find
bier a place where she could earn lier own living,
sud be free froinitbat borrid aunt of bers."

'"And you found lier a better one here tban
site conld hope for. You rnust lie content witb
that, my dear. I bave spokenl to bier myseîf on
the matter, sud she perfectly underatande tbat
she takes bier position bere as a goveriresa, snd
not as a friend. I bave also made it a condition
that we shalbear nothing frorn bier of that ras-
cal, Sidney."

"6Oh, papa! bow i.ould you pain ber by refer-
ring to bim ?" lber soft cheeka flnshing up hotly.

"1'f people will have disrepntable relations,
tbey muat sufer," returus Mr. Warde, coolly.
"lNot that I think there's mucli chance of bis
ever snnoying anyone in this ueighborbood
again. He prefers bis freedom abroad ta, the
chance of penal servitude in Eugland. Now, you
understand me, Amy, about Miss Rayne 1"

IlYea, papa. I muet do as you wisb, I sup-
pose," abe says, demurely.

Then she goes ont, and in tbe hall meetsaa
atout womau, weîl dressed, but witb a red,
blotchy face sud fisby eyes whicb tell their owaL
shameful tale.

"4Miss Rayne is in the school-roorn miss, if
you'd like to see bier."

IlTbauk you, Mrs. Jsrwiu."
She enters the school.room. We bave seen

the brown-eyed youug lady before, wbo rises to
meet her witb sucb a self-possessed air. Two
cildre-a boy sud girl aged about ten sud
twelve-spring up fromn their booka, and rush at
their sister witb a boisterous glas.

"lHow are you, you littîs pair of rompe? A
hies, Gertie 1 Don't, Freddy, you bad boy !
You've nearly dislocated rny arm. I arn afraid,
Miss Rayne," to Olive, wbo stands looking on
calmly, "lyou muet find thern very uuruly."

IlRather. Tbey mayg o uow," says Olive,
looking at bier watch. "Indesd, their time is
nearly np."

" Thanks, Mise Rayne. Hurrah 1" abouts
Master Freddy. "1Amy you must corne sud play
lawn-tennis witb us. Mustr't s, Gert t"

1" lVery well. Run along, sud get your bats
'mgoing into the gardon, says Amy, following

Olive is abus. She gives a little sigli. Rer
life bare is to lie s very comfortless oue elle per.
ceives. Well, it is ber own doing. She ls stoop
ing to pick up sorne books, wbeu thara is a lig;i
step, sud, before sbe can look up, two littie
bauds cover bier eyes frorn bebind.

IlOlive, you old dear 1 You didr't tbink I was
going to mun away without a word of walcome or
a bug 1 You cold, heartiesa tbing! You don't
love me balf as I love you.".

And thereupon a Ilbug " sud kisses follow, to
which Olive sulimits graciously, witb an amused
smuile.

"My dear Amy, it's s0 kind of you to-"
"Not another word, dear. By-aud.by, lil

fiud a chance. Here corne tbose tiresoma chil-
dren for me 1"

Tap, tap, tap! very softly.
IlMay I corne in ?" in a whisper to corre-

spond ; sud as Olive is sitting in bier bed-room
that same eveuing, Amy's witching young face
peep round the half-open door roguishly.

Writhout waiting for the word of permission,
slla glides ini, lookiug sapretty picture in bier*
dainty d"eing-gowu, witbt ber brown bair rip-

pigdwn over lier shoulder. àsa8hrefSe bring a low chair, u saaansafb
Oiveasd nestles to ber like s fond, overgrown
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"1 have heard from bim once since, fromn
Paris; and such news, deari1 He is coming
back to England. He says lie von't skulk abroad
any longer like a guilty man. He intends to try
and proýve Iis8 innooence, or take the conse-
quences.",

"lPoor old Sid 1 Poor love s"iighs Amy, bier
sunny face clouding over dismally. "lIf papa
would only believe him innocent! I can't tbink
why papa doesn't, Olive. It sema to me one
bas ouly got to know Sidney to be couvinced hie
couldn't commit such a thing as torgerv."

"P lapa isn't in love, dear," smiles Olive
soherly.

11I suppose tbat's it. But I neyer could un-
derstaud why Sidney wasn't tried and fouud in-
nocent instead of going abroad."

"lTliat was becaiise tbe evidence against himn
was s0 conclusive, dear. Your father's own law-
yer, who was acting for Sidney, advised bim to
accept Mr. Warde's offer-that the aifair should
be busbed Up and lie go abroad. I sometimes
wisb be'd stayed and faced it out."

"Why didn't hie, Olive 1"
"Because lie was young, and allowed bimself

to be persuaded. Tbis was bow it was, Amy.
Sidney wau under yonr father in the bank, as you
know, and it fell to bis duty to manage your
Aunt Barbaraa account and receive bier checks.
Your father used to place great trust in him, and
even introduced bim to your own bome, which
was tbe time be first learut to love you, you
puss. Well, when your auut discovered that
some one had drawn over tbree thousand ponnids
from lier accounit by means of forged cbecks,
suspicion naturally fell upon poor Sidney. Then
it was discovered that your aunt'à maid, who
often used to lie sent to cash checks, bad casbed
these particular ones. Sbe waq accused of it, and
swore moat positively that ber accomplice was
Sidney."

IlThe wicked woman !" pants Amy, with
flushed, indignant features. "lBut, Olive, my
annt's maid was--was Jarwin, wbo i8 bere
now.,'

IlWbat I the bousekeaper r" exciaima Olive
in surprise.

111Yes ; and now tbat I remember, aunt was
very angry with Jarwin about sometbing. 1 al.-
ways wonder wby papa bas ber bere. I can't
bear the woman."

IlShe'a the ouly one who knowa the trutb
about Sidney," ays Olive, tbougbtfully. "lkI is
indeed curions your father eepher. However,"
seeing Amy's pained, puzzled- face, 46it is not for
me to say. How bave you enjoyed yourself, and
wbat bavey ou been doing wîtb youraelf the lust
few days, dear?1 I hear you bave been very
gay.9f

Amy accepta the turri in the conversation witb.
out comment, and enters into a vivid description
of ber visit to Lady Hamlinas. When abe comes
to tbe firat wearing of ber precious peurls, she
exclaima, 111Ob, yon must aee tbem, Olive 1 The~y
are sncb beauties. Come witb me to my room.
Everyone' bas gone to bed, and we caru go
softly.",

Somewbat reluctantly, Olive is persuaded to
accompany Amy. Tbey go ont of tbe room snd
dowu a nai-row staircase, Amy lesding the way
with thelamp. Then along a passage and into
a wide corridor, from wbicb the main staircase
leads down below. Here Amiy pauses, ahading
the light witb one baud.

"tI1 suppose you know your way about now,dear," she says, beneatb ber breath. IlYou sleep
in tbe top room on the east wing. Jarwin aleepe
below you. It's a sharne 1 You ought to bave
bad bier room, as I told papa. You may shake
your bead and amile, you dear old love 1 I feel
bigbly indignant !"

And witb an expressive littie grimace, sbe
glides into a thickly- carpeted gallery, witb seve-
ral doors going into it from either aide.

"IThat'sé' 'pa's door," she whispera. IlAnd
this"-pointing to the riext-"l is mine."

It stands ajar, and tbey enter. Tbey are in
an elegantly - furLiibed dressing - rooni, coni-
municatin g by anotber door witb the bedroom,
beyoud. The latter is in darkness, but a eub.
dued radiance is shed over the dressing-room by
a banging larnp.

Amy produces a massive, old.fasbioned case
from ber wsrdrobe, and with ail tbe esgeruesa
of a chuld, unlocks it with as tiuy key attacbed
to bier watcb-cbain.

«&What's that 1" excîsima Olive, in a busbed
voice. "lDidn't you bear someone in the other
roon,,Amy?"'

Amy, baîf petulantly, stays in ber deligbtful
occupation a moment to liaten. "Why, 1 do«-


