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THE DISAPPEARANCE OF N LONGWORTIY.
M. F. KGAN IN AVE MARIA
—»
NV = Viles ”‘1’(’['5.

e longey Miles thonght of hisdesolutecondition-—deserted,
as it wers, by his own bload, east off, s he sud to bimself
when hie had inished his fourth glass of mildly diluted Scoteh
whiskey,—-the more indignant he beenne, nnd the wore ve-
solved hie was to strike his heartless sisters the deadliest blow
in his power, and to bring them to vepentanee by the rudest
shock he could devise.  This woull be, uy Miles well knew,
to o home hopelessly intoxicated.

v would cut Mavy to the heart : it wonld cover Ksther with
“shame ; it wonld forever dum all the hopes Mary had founded
on the virtwous lemonade,  He would have preferved to go
home drunk in the daylight, iv face of all the old neighbors;
but, then, that might injure lus political chances; for the
nerghbors had a great respeet for the Galligan givls.,  As to
Bsther, he felt that, after Mary was subdued. he could bring
her to her finces by putting the thumb-serews on Avthur Fitz.
gevald as o man having gnilty knowledge of the marder of
Johm Longworthy.

By amd by lie wonld go home and lie prone on the steps
until Mary and Esther, returning from the O0°Connors, should
find him in that condition, which Mary feared more than
deathiitself.  And to-morrow afternoon he would foree Bastien
to confess the murder; he would name his price, and go in
for hard, earaest pohreal work. He chuckled to himself as
he thought of st all.  Neblie Mulligan would drap down from
her high horse. too, when she found there was money in it;
and if she hesitated there were plenty of girls in the world,—
and any girl would thmk twice before she refused him.

With his back turned to the incomers and outcomers, he
thus pursued mentally, as it were, the primrose path of
dalliance.  He was ot distarbed ; for the bar-tender and his
friends knew thut Miles was indulging in one of his solitary
“sprees.” Bl to-night his mind was unusually active; hot
Scoteh had not ats usual chayms ; he let a glass stand before
him until it grew cold, and he was only roused from his long
reverie by the strikmg of a clock and an altercation between
the bar-tender and a wretehed-looking woman, who, coming
in search of her hushand, had scized ¢ hundful of sandwiches
from the connter, with an oath and a threat.

Miles was drowsy, and it was midnight. Perbaps Mary
and Esther were home by this thwe.  1f not, they wounld soon
be home now.  He walked wm the divection of the heuse,—
very erest as remarded his body, very shaky as regarded Lis
legs. A light, shaded and low, always burned in the from
rocm when hissisters were at home. 1t was out ; he lay down
on the bristle of the door-mat and went to sleep, gladdened by
the thought that when he awakened ho would see two pallid,
tearstained faces bendmg over ham,

At one o'clock he apened his eves with a shiver; it was
cold,—-un cager and ntig air blew from the ast River 5 he
sncezed and sneezed agam.  Why did they not come? It
was i prety time for givls to be oue! e was almost sober
now. and very uncowfortable. I they did not come soon Lie
should have to go in, and the whole effect, of his seene. so
cacefully worked up, would e lost.

He cursed the deterioration of Scoteh whiskey and the
activity of his own brawn ; another blast from the river, another
sheeze, and hearese and kicked at thedoor.  After some delay
the little servant, rubbing her eves, came and lethimin, e
went sullenly up to his den, defeated but not conquered.

Abount four hours later e was awakened by footsteps, and
voices, m the hall.  He did not recognize them, but they were
those of Dastien and Esther.

Whien little Rose O'Connor had goue home, Mary and the
Sisters seemed to feel that sther had endured enough.
Nellie Mulligan came into the room, with her hand clasped
in that of Lize Brown, who had forgiven the injury done to
her shoes.  They wept and wailed together, reproeched them-
selves, and called down maledictions on everybody who had
cver spoken an unkind word to little Rose.  Finally, Bastien,
who stoad quictly near the fuot of the lounge, trying to keep
a blessed camdle wlight — the draughts at this hour weve very
noticeable ir: the roomn,—was obhged to ask them to leave.

He looked at Esther's pule fuco and reddened oyelids, but
hie did not duare to ask to see her to her house.  Marvy, how-
ever, was anxions nbout Lsther ; and, after some hesitation,
she herself requested him to take hersisteriway.  The Sisters,
too, declared that her presence was not necessary ; and, seem-
ing in a dream, Esther found herselt walking slowly over the
muddy sidewnlks with her arm in Bastien’s. The dawn was
in the east ; the rattle of wagons hind alveady begun,  Bastien
carefully helped her wross a yawning sewer, and Lsther felt
a new delight in being takien cave of, .

At fivst little was said.  Bastien, however, could not keop
long from speaking of what was uppermost in his nund.

* You need not be afraid, Esther,” he said, using the name
as if it were familiae with him, and it did not sound singulur
to her.  ** You have bronght me nearver to your God.  1have
needed Him long, but e scemed so far away ! You are the
huwman Yink that binds me to Him.”

** No,” sho suid gently, forgetting her weariness ; * there is
His Son.  You have never understood s love. to which the
topmost round in the golden ludder is His Mother.”

Bastien wa. strack, as if with the light that flashed on St.
Panl, with the fitness of this for the need he had felt.

1 ouce loved a woman ™ (Fsther startedy ; * her name was
Bianea Rinaldi =1 was voung then,-—but we parted hecause
could not aceept her faith.  She was true and gentle and
sweet ; she has since manried.  But we parted becauso 1 could
not understand why she should cling to an outworn creed.”

* Do you thml it still outworn ?** she wshed, earnestly.

My God, n0 ! he answered.  ** It is the most vital thing
on earth.”

Esther looked up at him, with entire trast in her eyes; lis
vehemence pleased her.

“ You need tell me nothing more,” she began, * I un-
derstand. I you are first true to God and is inspirations I
need never fear.”

Then an awfnl sence of the boldness of hier words seemed
to stop her hemrt.  Mis fitce glowed with an inward lisht as
he turned it toward her. )

“ Fsther V" e murmured.  And at that moment Bastien
was happy. ¢ But 1 must tell you something : it is a Jong
story. Let us walk slowly.”

e gpoke rapidly after this, and Esther hstened attentively,
sometimes with a grave look, at others with a smile. When
they reached the house there were temrs in her eyes.  She
gave Bastien her hand, and said, in her low tones

< Will you rvead the Inst stanza of Adelaide Procter's « A
Wontn's Question "2 1t is my answer.  Good-bye ! And
the door closed.

Miles, hearing the sound, swaggered down the hall stairs,
a frowzy und dilupidated object, with blewved eyes, and an
unbrushed overcont over a rudimentary toilet. e frowned
at Bsther, whose gaze met his sevencly.

‘ It's the last time yow'sl come into this house, if you keep
hours liko this, young womant Either you or 1 will have to
leave—that's all!”

Lsther did not auswer wntil she lind reached the head of
the stairs. He repeated his speech then, with an oath that
struck her heart like a bullet.

* You shall leave this house, and Mary, too!” he roared.
“I've got my hands on your dude of u Fitzgerald's throat,
and I'll teach you te dely wme !

This stung ISsther, and she forgot the bullet wound.

“ You are welcome to the house, Miles,” she said, looking
down at him over the balnster. ¢ 1 shall go and Mary with
me. I um ongaged to be married to Mr. John Longworthy.”

«It's a lie!” Miles growled. '+ He's dead—""

« e is alive : 1 snw him to-night. .

Miles sat down in the hall clmir und wept njoud.  "Ihe hot
Scotch was having its revenge.

XXNo=The State of Mind of John Lowgworthy.

Bastien had told Esther a story which did not scem wonder-
ful 10 her, spoken in the weird light of the new day. At
another time the shock of finding that there was no Bastien
inall America, and that Mr. von Bastien was fur away, fol
lowing his busmess in Cuba, would have been very great. But
after the discovery she lind made—thut her heart was given



