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J.H. Carson.

This skilful artist in the designing
and canstruction of orthopedic ap-
pliances, artificial limbs, trusses, etc.,
will find a warm place in the appre.
ciation of many, who either by here-
dity or accident are deprived of the
fui enjoyment of limb, or sufer ln
almost any re,ýpect from physical
defect. llus exhibition is one that at
once arrests the attention, and is an
impressive exposition of what human
skill cati perforni, to the accommno-
dlation of a natural dcformity or
weakness. Mr. Carsons work is a
finished example of extreme delicacy,
and absolute fitîness applied to this
wonderful department )f mechanical
science. It mnay possibly occur to
the casual visitor, who walks through
the building, hale and strong, that il
inight in the couirse of anr uncertain
future be his nîisfortune to require
the aid of iii t suich a hielper as Mr.
Carson eau be tW iîui, s,)that 1no one
can buc.said to bu duvoid of a deep
interest inIç nowingiig f that cani be
ascertaincd of wliat hlIi as 10 101-Ipart. Ilis, city addreqs is 54 King
strect.
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By cHARI1OTTU M. BRAUMIZ.

CHAPTER I. w

"That is a valuable diamonid and a i
very beautiful one," said my brother t

lohn, holding the ring in diffçrent ac
ights after the manner of conflois- th
seurs. " It must be worth at least h
two hundred pounds. You ought tom
be proud, Alice, of such a present.t
Let -me put it on your finger." U

My sister-in-law held out hier hand
-a very pretty one, by the way, white ai
and. tapering, with littie rose-tipped
fingers-and bier ' q9band place d the
ring upon bier finger. The diamond v
ahowed *to advantage; it gleamed andL
glit'tered, throwing out rays of li lht
and color' that were brighter t an f
flame. It was evidently a gem of the h
first water, and we we.re proportion-DE
ately proud of it. I

"Now, Alsie," said my brother,b
take great' care of that ring, not only

for its value, but because it is myj
uncle's first resent to you. 1 can- t
flot tell you LW relieved 1 feel . He
is a dear, good old man, after aIl, andt
I arn glad hie is flot vexed. Treasureà
that ring, ,love-lt means a great
deal."11

"I neyer bard a 'diamond in mv life,u
before," said Alice. " You alwavs0
gave me pearîs, John." t

" Yes, because they are more likec
you, for one îlbing," was the gallant
reply; "and thýn tbey c ost less, youa
know. You Will h ave diamonds ina
abundance if ever you become Ladya
Temple; and 1 must confess3 that rine
promises well."C

" I shall lock it up in my jewel-
box," said my sister-in-law, "and
wear it on state occasions. See, John,
how it flashes în the liglit."

My brother drew a long sigh of
relief as bis beautiful young wife
quitted the room with ber treasure.

"I am so glad, Charlie,' he said,t
turning to me. " would not make
Alice miserable with my doubts, but
1 had begzun to feel that 'my uncle
was ofended."

We Temples depended in a great
ineasure upon our rich uncle, Sir
Vernon Temple, of Fosbroke Hall.
He was very wealthy, and had never
married. The fine estate of Fosbroke
was flot entailed. Sir Vernon could
leave it to any one he chose; but he
hadl always called my eider brother,
John Temple, his heir. John and I
vwere alone in the world, for our
father, Sir Vernon's young brother,
was killed in the Indian Mutiny, and
we hadl made our home at Fosbroke
since our mother's death. She did
flot long survive that brave and noble
husband, who died sword in hand,
pierced wltb a rebe's dagger, and
calling bis men to go forward as hie
feil. She neyer rallied after the letter
came telling bier she was a widow and
her cblîdren fatberless. Broken
bearts are very rare; perhap-ý few
people believe in tbem; but my
mother died of one if ever woman
did.

My uncle, Sir Vernon Temple, then
sent for us to the Hall. H-e bad
nieyer been married. Sorte people
satd that in his early manhood he bad
loved and los-~ others said that be
bad been deceived by the lady to
wbom he was engaged; and others,
agatn, were confident that Sir Vernon
had neyer cared for any one ini his
life, and never would. He acted like
a good father to us. and sent ils to
Eton and Oxford. He gave John a
liberal allow:ance, and nie niy chloice
of a profession. 1 preferred thie bar
(l Iîd t"o love for a imilitary lifej,
and at the timne my story opens 1
hiad hegun to practice1 and 'was con-
sidered everywbere as 'da risig young

mati." John had a regular allowance
of five hutndred pur atinuni. T liad
only a pittatîce; but tben 1 lived with
nîy brother, and 1 had already begun
to niake tinuyby myproesion.
Althoi h o.)111 was treated in everv

a- ru\ uuce'sh istli, stranze
sac lu~ uldnot allow hini to

1e -at 1 r k He qaid lie was
0\ uI 

1
l 1 1Ile SCeyof vonnlg

I I 1uît ln. F1v ery
"1.0ritlowîî for a few

vývkind to us, atnd

would give my brother many direc-
ions as to what he must do when hia

turn came to reign over the broad
acres, of Fosbrokce; but hie neyer
pressed us to stay-he neyer delayed
the time of our departure by one
Lour. When hie shook bands with
ne hie invariably left in my palm a
thin piece of paper, very valuable and
useful in my eyes. Both my brother
and myself were honestly and warmly
attached to the good old man, who
iad neyer said an unkind word to us.

John, altbough a bachelor, had a
very nice bouse in a good part of
London. Sir Vernon bad furnished
t handsomely for bim, and arranged
for me to make my home there. He,
had a great prejudice against Young
men living in lodgings. It gave themn,
lie was wont 10 disclose, 1.no sta-
bility of character."

The world went on merrily for
John and me; we had no care or
trouble. A bruIlant future lay before
hlm. I liked my prospect even better
than bis. I bad grand ideas in those
days of the dignity *of labor.

One morning a sltgbî cloud arose.
îhere came a long letter from my
uncle. His epistles were generally
of the shortest and vaguest descrip-
tion; Ibis consisted of several sheets
closely written.

" Wbatin the world can aIl that be
about?' cried John, with a smile. But
as he read the contets the smile died
away, and a look of perplexity came
over bis face.

"I1 arn in a mess now, Charlie," he
cried. " Read that."

It was a long and most aifectionate
letter, sayin h ow the writer had al-
ways loved John as bis own son, and
how aIl that hie had in this world,
bouses, lands and money, would corne
10 my brother at bis death. H e re-
minded hlm that hie had neyer crossed
bis wisbes, neyer refused anything
be had asked; and now, in return for
bis love and kindness, be was going
to urge one desire upon bis boy.
Years and years a g lie said hie had
known the lady who was now Lady
Clare Roulston. She was a widow,
with one daughter, a pretty, innocent
Young girl, resembling bier mother
as be bad known bier so long a o.
This one wisb be entertained was tgàat
John would make the acquaintance of
these ladies, and secure the Young
one for bis wife.

"The early part ofrmy life," wrote
tbe old man, " is a sealed book. 1
never look into it myself. 1 could
not open it, John, not even for you;
but I sbould be bappier if I knew
that Clare Roulston would be Lady
Temple. Slîe is so, Young and fair
that you cannot belp loving ber. I
will increase your allowance t0 tWO
tbousand per antîur, and I will make
a bandsome settlement upon yoflr
wife. Will you do this to please me,
John, wbo bave known so few jovs
iti life? I do tiot comrmand, I do not
tnsist, but I hope an(l pray tbat y0Ii
will love and marry Clare Roulston."

" Well," I said, throwing down the
letter, "there is nothing so very ter.
rible in tbat. Tell me, why can yoIl
not oblige dear old uncle and marry
Mis3s Clare?"

'Simply because I asked Alice
Poytîtz yesterday ho be mxr wife, and
she assented," replied my brother.

"Thiat alters the case, certainly," 1
assented. And then my bro'tber and
1 felI inho fits of musing.

It was certainly a complication.
Thiere was no knowing how Sir Ver-
non would take the refuisai. After
aIl, the estate not being entailed, lie
might leave it to the yuuing lady inl
whom lie shîowed so much interest,
and no one could blame hlm or in-
terfere.

" Even if he bad not wished for
this niarriage," 1 said, "hbe would
fiardly approve of your niaking Alice
Povntz voir wife."

"I1 suppose not," sighed John.
Yet she is the -most beautiful and

lovahie girl in the world,' and I love
ber so dearly. Charlie, that I wOuld
not care to live withottber. But if
voit look at this matter from a
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