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‘¢ Sharpas he was, he counted without -the
“law. e thought that things were still, with
regard to ninrried women's property, as they had
- been long ago, when the husband could say to
the wife, ““ What's yours is mine ;' what's mine
is my own."’ He showed " his hand too soon.
~Mter a week he grew eareless of her, This nearly
broke her heart. - In a'month he told her about
the legacy, and steps were taken to realize, See-
ing how the thing was now, the landlady pene-
trated the whole design. ~ The good woman's
husband brought Mrs. Ryland privately to me,
When he found this out, he turned from indif-
ference to threats, and from threats to the wost
ntrocions and inhuman cruelty, To sum up, we
proved the will, got the money, and 1 invested
itin stock, By this time 1 found out that he
owed large snms of money ; he had been specu-
Iating through another, and had got heavily let
in. e continued his bad treatment of her, and
at lnst, just when her baby was about to be
born, we gave him £2,600 to take himself off
and leave herin peace, A1 could do. would
not induee her to have a legal separution.  She
seemed to think that such a step might in some
way, goodness kuew how, injure the future
status of her wnborn child. 1 may tell you that
for a whole month 1 resisted giving him the
money unless [ obtained from him something
wore binding than a written undertaking not to
g near her or molest her in any way. 1did not
consent until I saw that o hold out any longer
would b to tmperil her life. © Of course, the un-
dertaking given by him hans no more Jegal vatue
than the ashes in that grate,  Her whole soul,
bher whole nature now seems centred in that
child. © When she had made up her mind that
vo man woald ever woo her, bie eatne. ~ He was
above her station at the time, handsomne, as you
saw, secamplished, a8 1 know, and fascinuting
vou niy have guessed,  He beeame her sweet-
witt, aud she knelt down and worshipped him.
He became her husband, and spurned her ag she
knelt. e told her he thought less of her than
of the lawest of her sex, and she drew hack from
hing afreran iitad of inhuman abuse aud violence;
oue - only dream of life gone forever into the
warld, a vile waste or dead hopes that festered
in a sickly sun.  She would have worked for
him, givien him her heart’s blood ; but he told
ber he did not want her presence. and that he
loathed the very street she lived in. He derided
her folly for ever supposing thut any man such
ws be could dream of enduring the presence of
such a frightful caricature of nature as she. He
heaped every fnsult and contumely upon ker,
but b did not break ber down ; for, Baird, she
knew she was soon to Ve a mother. fe might
leave her, numd did leave her, but the baby came;
in the winter of her life, in her worse than wid.
owhood, the baby boy came,  She had given
money to the hushand ta go sway, but the baby
had come instead, and lay tn her armg all day
and all wdghit, sweet forher kisses, sweet for all
her love, the companion of - her worre than wid-
awhood, the nuconacious confidant of all her sor-
rows, the antidote which, when pressed aguinst
her bosom, -healed her of her memories - °

Y Get e back my child, or kill me—here”

“§ sprang up and turned round. The woman
was standing in the - dowrway. - Both her arms
were stpetehod towards Langton, Her eyes were
staring and fixed, adidressed to him mechani.
callv, imt not Tooking at him. - She was. rigid
ason statae, wnd atoeach corner of her wmonth.
Langton had turned round, but did not approach
her. - Wi wete both petrilied. with fear and suc-
prise. ) )

e Get e back my child, or kill me—here,’
she repeated in'the same tone as before, a tone
that made us shudder.  There was no passion
in ity no auger, no’ cutreaty, no. command. It
seemid 08 though hier heart had -died, and her
lips were mechanically repenting its dying wish
withoiit owning any human_sympathy forthe
dead heart.

511l she stood rigid in the doorway.  Laug.
ton louked at me in consternatiou, and whis-
pered 1. Thix case s now one for you.- liv te
her and speak to her!’ v R .

1 appronched her and tack one of the out-
stn‘-tclml» hands. 1t was d.\mg and cold. As 1
led her into the roowm 1 slippad my finger on her
wrist and looked into her eyes.  The julse was
Tow amd weak ;1 had ‘expected to find it high
amd strong. The semi-trandparent, ruby-colored
tlaws Jin ' the eyves had «lil]nte«l, and - gathered
deeper fire ¢ the expression’ was one of iu-
tense subjective oceapation.  Perhaps 'l may
better convey my meaning by saying that it
seemid ag if she were dealing rather with the
formula for an ides than with-the idea itself. At
& rough guess, [ said to maysell 2 YA shock has
numbed the perveptive power of the faculty, but
tins Teft uninjured the power af pain. - She hay
the sickening sense of want and the formula for
her loss, but she does not aentely appreciate her

““lows-as one who contrasts bitterly the memory of
possession past with the realization of preseut
dereliction., - She has no well-defined notion  of
what her child or death is, but she knows she
wants either 3 that less thau either will not
quiet the unusnal elamorings in her heart,’
«“Death or herchild, it was all -one-to her’;
the peace that was jgoue with her \mby,‘m‘ the
pece that was to comne ~in the grave. - 4 bad
cnse,” 1 thought to myself; * the child and the
image of the child are gone ;:this. always. means
insanity. This woman will be numbed as she
is now wntil either the child'is returned to ler
arms or thie image to her mind,"”? S .
SO TTow didl_tll’,,\iu happen:t T asked of her in
as gentle o voies ag beould. L
SO0y waited for: me: outsides. He: took the
chilil from me--1 did-not let it go until it cried

—until it ¢ried—until I knew he hurt it. Well,
it cried, and I let it go.  There were people
around, and I asked a policeman to get” me back
my child. But he said he was my husband, and
that the child was his.- The policeman asked
nte was he my husband and was the ‘child his,
and | angwered yes. o The policeman shook his
head and walked away. - Then he gotinto a cab
and drove away—do you understand what | Sn?'?
He got into a cab and drove away with my child
in hia arms-—you find it hard to understand 1 [
don’t, for I felt him doit. 1 felt it here in my
breast, where my child used to lie asleep—I felt
the child drawn ont of my breat, and, sir, while
he drove awny, as there's ‘u CGod above me, my
child criecd—-a3 he drove awnay—drove away.
You find it hard to understand, sir; but my
chilidl cried as lie drove away—drove away.' =~

“1 dropped her hand, and, having left her,
whispered to Laugton, ¢ Is there any means of
compelling that sconndrel to give up the child
at onee 17

*“ He shook his head and muttered a maledic-
tion,

“““Then, said I, “you had better send her
home in charge of some one.’

*“‘You don’t think she'll do violence upon
herself?” he whispered.

“*No. But some one shiould always be with
lier until the crisis arrives.’

' What do you expect to follow the crisis 7
““ ¢ She will either be cured or grow violent.'
““ My dear Baird, 1 can't leave here just now.
Would you see her home ; tell her landlady to
get some one to look after her, see her own doc-
tor, and ask them to send all bills to me

‘1 had nothing very particular on haud, so
I did as he requested.  We got a sober, honest,
elderly woman | knew to look after her. 1 found
out her doctor, and we had a chat about her;
he prowmised to take particular eure of her, and
to Tet me know from time to time how the ease
went on.  Assoon as | had made «1l as comfort-
ableas 1 could, | came back to town and called
upon Langton, knowing he would like to henr
how 1 had got on.

“ When | arriveid at Langton’s onter oflice the
clerk beckoned to me and said, ‘Our client’s
husband is inside again.’

** Without stopping to knock, I turned the
handle and went in.  Hyland's back was toward
me, and Langton, as formerly, stood on the
hearth-rug. This time, however, there was no
straddle, ~ He stood upright, with his feet and
his lips cloge together. He was deadly pale, and,
I could sce ata glance, in a dradly rage. Ryland
wag spenking as I entered ; he bowed with great
politeness to me, paused, and then resumed |

** “As | was saying, Mr. Langton, the boy is
now in safety, quite as sale as if he were with
his mother, and 1 am coms to say that 1 am pre-
pared to answer for his safety until the money—
1,200!.~-is paid over 1o me.’ .

¢80, said Langton, with a great effort to
control his rage, ‘ you propose charyging an addi-
tional 200{.- upon the estate for the succeas of
your last infamous trick, you sorry swindler !’

¢ ¢ Asa lawyer, von ought to know that your
language is ilegal and —' L ’

4 Take an action; do,” eried Langton, now
lasing all power over his anger.- *Take an
action, and go into auy "court you please, und 1
pledge you my word as & man aund a lawyer that
there isn'ta‘jury in England but would lynch
vou, and not & Judge ou the bench but would
applaud them'; and by heaven ! if you don't get
out of this instantly, I'll not leave the job for
Judge or jury, but do it with my own hands.’

‘ He seemed about 1o spring ou the man,
Ryland slipped his hand behind him, backed
towand the door, and said, ‘Don’t come near
me, Mr: Langton. Weéll knowing the vivlence
of your temper, 1 was compelled  to bea little
un-English, and come-——armaed.’ i

46 Un-Foglish ' shouted Langton, striding
up to him. *Theie's nothing human, not to say
English, in your corrupt carcass. . Get out, maun,
or they will be hanging you for killing me, or
phtting up n statue to me-for having killed you.
Get out ?- They pay for killing  venomous rep-
tiles in Tudia~~why not -in England, too 1+ Get
oitt, maun, 1 say; or 1 shall be claiming bloed-
money before night.’

“ With the revolver held across his waistcoat,
and pointed at nothing in  particular, Ryland
backed out of the door, and was gone,” .

“So far as there was anything of moment con-
nected” with (this atfair, -1 heard nothing more
from Baird that night. .

I did not see Baird again. till the week after,
Christmas. “He then continued the history, as
follows : . .

‘“ For some weeks after thoso scenes in: Lang-
ton's office they heard no more of Ryland. Dur.
ing that time his unhappy wife continued in the
same mental lethargy,: repeatedly asking for her
baby, but betraying no amotion and giving no
sign of “ violence. ~ 1 looked ‘in”at her lodgings
about twice a week. © Her doctor; Dr. Sherwood
Freeman, and 1 quite agreed as to-the case.
There was: little or no. hope of ‘a mental rally
until either the child was restored or_her mind
received some. shock which should counteract:
the one oceasioned by its-loss. In the meantime
Langton had, as soon as possible. instituted
l4~gn§proccedings agninst Ry‘and. L.don’t know
what the nature of those : proceedings 'was,: but
hia held out slight-hope of speedy. relief; the
case, it seems, was one full of difficulties at best,
and the block in the courts filled him with de..
SpRIT. o S

“In_about six swweeks from the day 1 waa in
Langton’s office, Ryland wrote to say the child

was ill,sand that he would’ deliver it up on con-
dition of getting 1,000/, SR

“ “Ah! said Langton to me the evening he
ﬁot the letter, *so the threats of law have already
eaten him down 200L. .. The. illness is n lie to
force uy to-terms, 1 shall not. answer that let.

“Well, Melton, as you may guess, | was hy
this time-greatly interested in the cases, legal
and medical. " In a week I called - again upon
Langton, and, to my astonishment found Mrs..
Ryland there. : ~

‘“ The explanation was very simple. The child
had really been iil of scarlet fever, all possible
caré had been taken of it, but, nevertheless, it
had died, and was to be buried that day; and
Langton and: the vacant-eyed woman were set
ting off now to the cemetery.

‘“ Ryland would not allow the mother to ap-
})ro:xch her dying child, but when it was dead
he seemed to think he might ran some ugly risk
if he did not allow the mother’s attendance at
the “interment, and Langton and she were now
going. | examined her closely, but counld oh.
serve no changoe ; the channels of her reason
were frozen up, and in- precisely the same con-
dition as on the day of her bereavement.

“iMay I go?. 1 asked,

* ‘Certainly,’ said he; and tu a little whiln
the three of us got into a cab and drove to the
cemetery Ryland had named.

““ The same unbroken shadow of mental gloom
hung over the unhappy woman. During the
whole drive she never spoke a word. IHer vyes
were cast down most of the time. On the few
occasions when she lifted them they sought
sangtou's face, but there was no question, na
excitement in them. It was plain from their
appearance that reason was an exile, but the
land reason had left behind remained still un-
ocenpied by anything save the spirit of the void.
““ When we got inside the gates of the ceme-
tery, we ascertained that the body of the child
had not yet arrived.

“ Langton turned to me and asked, ¢ What do
you think will be the result of to-day ¥

4 f think,” | answered, “that it will bring
about the erisis, followed 1L perfect sanity or
violent insanity ; but there is no telling which.’

¢ After awhile a mouraing coach drove in. |
will not drag you through all the small events
of the intérment. [t will be suflicient for you to
know that the tather of the child was not pre-
sent, and that during the whole time it oceu.
pied she never altered in the least:

“1felt greatly disappointed. 1 had been quite
confidlent of the lifting or development of the
affection now paralyzing her brain. When it
was all over, we returned to the cab as sober as
could be. 1 had been greatly deceived, aud |
could see that Laugton’s lnst hope was gone.

“* When we had got about half-way back, she
suddenly looked up into Langton’s fave, and
sail :

‘¢ We have left something behind us.’
¢ Langton and T looked round the eab.
three umbrellus . were ull right.

'“* No, answered Langton ;
we have left anything bebind.’

“ In the cemetery "' sheasked.

“¢No,” I.said.” ¢ No.’

¢ We have,” she aaid. 1 know it, 1 feel it,
As he drove away, | heard my child cry.  Aswe
drove away ‘now, I heard my child ey, Ab,
gentlemen, let us go back and tuke my child up
cut’ of the ‘wet gruve. 1 you give him to me
and let me hold Him against my breast he will
get warm. Ah, gentlemien ! lot us go back for
my darling t My baby son! My own! My
own!

* Sho threw her armas out towards us with the
anguish of a° mother’s broken heart on her face,
and the knowledue of -ter chilidless fate in her
eves. . Then all at once her body hegan sway-
ing slightly, and with a low moan she buried
her face in her hands and bumst into tears.

~ *“She had lost her child, bat had regained his
image, and. ber brain was healed. . She had lost
her ¢hild and vezained his iniage, and her heart
was broken.  The mail live long und howl'ahaut
onr’ paths';  the ‘broken-hearted creep quietly
into-the shadows and silently dig their own
graves, and in a litile while eraw! into the eanth
with gentle sighs and gentler smiles,

““There is now no heat in her poor breast to
warm her poor babe. She has been dead a week.
~ ¢ Four Lys ago 1 saw Ryland buying gloves
—dark.green gloves, a very quiet colour--in the
Strand. He was looking very well. - God bless
me, Melton ! but sometimes this world is too
much for me ! '

The

“1 dor’t think
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LirriNeort's: MAcaziNg for June makes a
speciality of articles depicting zocial life and
manners at- home aud:abroad.  In ** Stafe and
Society in Ottawa’™ we have an entertaining
description of the vice-regal court, with illus.
trations of the Parlinment Buildings, the State
Apartments at Ridean Hall, the Boudeir of
Princess * Louise, . ete. ~ The second of Mrs,
Wister’s two papers on Taris brings the splen.
dora of the Old'{\'orld into juxtaposition with:
those of the Now., *“Housekeeping in Texas™

rosents a graphic picture of domestic life in the
Southwest bafore and since the war,: Somewhat
in the same vein, and not less amusing, is the
continuation of Miss Porter's papers. on ‘. Vil
lage Life in:the South.”’ Aunarticle on * Ameri-
can  Fiction,” by ‘M. G. Van Rensselaer, shows
keen' eritical “sagacity,” and “a paper-on: Sir
‘Williarg  Johnson deals ~with  an interesting
episode. in . colonial . history.” There :are - two
striking short stories, A Strange Story" from
the Coast,” by Rebecca Harlding Davis, and
“ Played Out,” by the author ol * The. Clifton

Picture,"” aud other popular-novals,

MY LOVE AND I

1.

A glist'ning river "'neath a morning's sky ;
(tently we're gliding down, my love and {.
The oars Yie idle as we Hoat along;

Softly 1 sing, and this my tendser song,

* O lady, life is short, and love is strong

I

The banks shine green, a willow's bough hangs low,
A swallaw skims across, a black winged evow

Caws Joud, aud wikes & soft-voiced distant throng
Of warblers sweet, to-join with me in song, :
YO lady, life is short, and love iq strong!”

e,

The snu mounts hizler in the eloudless sky,

Stilh we foat oo, my gentle Jove and 1,

A rustling wind the s'emider reeds among

Bends their light forms and wiingles with my song,
O lady, life is short, and love is strong !

1v.

I'he naantide chunges to the golden gleam

Of parting daylight, and the rippling strean

Shines with o wondrous radiance. Al along

The dark’ning banks echo tlings baek my song,

0 dndy, life is short, uod love is strong ™

V.

The mists are gath'ring now, the rose red Jght has ded ;
A moarnful bird trills low that day is dead ;

The fHowers hang timp and hrown, and shadows long

Creep through the soinbre gines: ver sl my soog,
* (O lady, life is short. and love ix stoong 17

VI,

In tears and dimness on the banks we part:

Night bides the shining stream ; time stills the heart;
Only its chords vibrating yet protong

The soft sad cudence ot my tender song,

> O Judy, life is short, and love is sirong 1™

2
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HEARTIH AND HOME.

To PREVENT ANGER.—As a preventive of
anger, banish all talebearars and slanderers
from vour circle, for it ix these ihat blow the
devil’s bellows to rouse up the fimes of rage and
fury, by first abusing vour ears, and then vour
credulity, and after that stedduway vour patience
and all this perhaps far a lie. To preventanger,
be uot too inquisitive into t° afl v of others,
or what people say of yoursel, or into the mis.
takes of vour friends, for this is going out to
aather sticks to kindiv 1 Gre {0 burn vour own
house,

WireLy Tacr.—Whenever you tind a man
about whom vou know little oddly dressed, or
talking ridiculously, or exbibiting any eccen-
tricity of muanner, yon may be tolerably sure
that he is not a married man; for the little
corners are rounded off, the little shoots are
praned away, in marrieid men,  Wives generaliy
have much more senss than their husbands, es-
pecially when the husbands are elever men. The

wife's adviees ave like the ballast thar keees the
ship steady. . They are like the wholesome,
though painful, shears snipping otf little growths
of self-conceit ani folly. :

Teotu.—Truth, taken as a- whaole, is not
agreeable.  LEvery man, womun, aud child dis-
likes'it.. There are agreeable truths and dis:
agresable traths, and it s the province of dis
cretion or soungd judgment to make a seleetion”
from these, and uot o cmploy them all indis.
criminately.  Speaking the truth is not always
a virtue.  Conecealing it is very often judicions.
It is only when duty calla upon vou to reveal
the truth thatit is commendable, A tale-teller
may be a trutii-teller, but evervone dislikes the
character of a person who goes {rom one house to
another and intercownmunicates all he sees or
Hears,

Hrartu.—Te retain or recaver hedlth, per-
sang should be relieved from anxivty concerning
disease.  The mind has powsr vver the hody.--
for a persen to thiuk he has disease, will often
produce that disease. - This we see when the
mind is intensely coucentrated upon the disease
of unother.  We have seen a per<on sea-sick,
in anticipation of a vovage, before reaching the
vessel. A blindfolded. man slightly pricked in
the arm has fainted and died fram believing he
was bleeding to death.  Therefore, persons well,
to remain well, should be cheerful avd happy ;
and sick persons stould have their minds divert-
ed as much as possible from themselves.

Evovomy.—Evervbody talks about ietrench.
ment now.a-days,  but partieutmly the men,
They take it for granted that women maust do the
saving, however, and maseuline writers on” do-
mestic economy are  partienlarly vizorous in
their advocacy of woman's inalienable right to
work and save. Que of the pet notions is that
every woman should become her own' milliner
and dressmaker. U the ladies,” they say,
“would make their own bonnets and dress, a
very desirable peint woeunld be gained;”  No
doubt of it. ~ And the principle involved in the
gaining of this ““desivable point ’” is too good'to
be limited in its spplication to the ladies alon. |
The gentlemen who have discovered it should
be permitted to share in it. - This they can ‘do -
by making their own hats and - clothes. Thus
would another *# desirable point’* be gained. In
these hard times, the more Jdesirable points that
can be gained in domestic economy, the betrer, -

Tue Hox. Mu. TILLEY AND TEMPERANCE:~
The present Minister of Finaitee has long been
a4 member of the Temperanee cause. Judging,”
however, trom his portrait, we cannot congratu-
Inte him upon his strange neglect ot the solemn
warning contained-in: the words of the immortal
Dulfer, Treble makes the shivt sor you,  Send
for samples and cards for self-measurement to

TryuLe, 8 King Street E., Ramilton, Out,




