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HOU? A HOME,

By Edward P. Roe, Author of ** Barriers Burned
Away, *Opening a Chestnut Bwrr,” “Suc-
cess with Small Fruits,” Ete., Etc.

¢ CHAPTER XXIX.—Continued.

The room in the lnquisition, whose ci
cular walls, studded wit}\ long, ;hnr: |;i:;:
and  which gradually closed upon and
pierced the victim, had its spiritual counter-
part in his present condition. He was shut
iu on every side. If he made a push for
l';‘b':"y by abstaining from the drug, he was

e _;nd driven ‘back by many nameless
-monies. - He seemed to recoil, inevitably,as
if. €rom steel barbs., Meanwhile the walls
were closing in upon him. In order to pre-
veat life from being a continnous burden
in order to maintan even the semblance

':_ Ttreng‘th aud manhood, so that he

ight have some chance of finding em-
ployment, he had to increase the quantity
of ‘morphia daily ; but each succeeding
indulgence brought nearer the hour when
the drug would produce pain—pain only
and death. After a week or two of fatile
and spasmodic effort he drifted on in the
old way, occasionally suffering untold agony
in remorse and self-loathing, but stifling
conscience, memory and reason as far as
possible by continuous stimulation.

His quest of employment was naturally
ul}su«-ce;sl‘ul . The South was impoverished.
Weak from the wounds of war and the
deeper enervation of a system that had
poisoned her life for generations, she had

was not
enough business in the city for the slow
and nerveless hauds of its citizens, there-
fore there was little prospect for a new-
comer, unléss he had the capital and energy
to create activity in the midst of stagna-
tion. A few were slightly ~imposed
upon at first by Mr. Jocelyn's exalted
moods, and believed that he might do great
things if he were given the chance; but
they soon recognized that he was unsond
and visionary, broaching plans and projects
that varied widely with each succeeding in-
terview. The greater number of hisformer
friends and acquaintances were scattéred or
dead, and those who remembered him had
their hands too full to do more than say a
good word for him—saying it, too, more
and more faintly as they saw how broken
and untrustworthy he was. , The story of
his behavior on the ship, and correct sur-
mises of the true cause of his mauner and
appearance, soon became current in business
circles, and the half-pitying, half-contemp-
tuous manner of those with whom he came
in contact at last made it clear, even to his
clonded mind, that further effort was utterly
useless,

Meanwhile his habit now began tg'in-
flict a punishment that often seemed be-
yond endurance. The increased #uan-
tities of morphia with which he sought to
sustain himself, combined with his anxiety,
remorse, and solicitude for his family and
his own future, filled the hours of darkness
with one long nightmare of horror. His
half-sleeping visions were more vivid
and real than the scenes of day. From
some harrowing illusion he would start
up with a groan or cry, only to
relapse a few moments later into an
apparent situation more appelling and des-

erate.

The earth would open and swallow him
in fathomless darkness ; then he wason &
ship caught in a maelstrom and whirleddown
with a speed imaginable only by a mind as
disordered and morbid as his own. Panting,
struggling, drenched with a cold perspira-
tion, he would struggle back into & brief
and miserable consciousness. With scarce-
ly any. respite his diseased imagina-
tion would seize him again, and mnow
the ship, with tattered sails and
broken'masts, would \be becalmed in the
centre of a cyclone. )ll around him was
the whirling tornado from which the ves-
sel had passed into awful silence and de-
ceptive peace, Although viewless, a resist-
less volume was circling round him, a re-
volving torrent of air that might at any
second -make its existence known by
wrenching the ship in some direction with
such violence as to destroy it at once.
When would the awful suspense be over,
and the cyclone, with a peal of thunder
through the rigging, again lay its frenzied
grasp ou the ill-fated ship?- In unspeak-
able dread he seemed to spring from the
deck in the hope of ending ‘all, and would
find himself gasping on his couch, which
vice had made a plage of torture not rest.

But the visions which most sheok his
soul were these connected with his wife and
children. He saw them staring ; he saw
them turned into the street, mocked and
gibed at by every passer-by. He saw
‘them locked up in prison-cells, under the
charge of jailors that were half brute,
half fiend ; he saw Fred and Minnie
carried off by an [talian padrone to
a den reeking with filth, and loud with
oaths and obscenity. With a hoarse shout
of rage he sprang uY to avert blows that
were bruising their ittle forms; he saw
her despairing eyes from
the hour ‘of their union ;
he saw Mildred, writhing and resisting,
dragged from her home by great dark hands
that were claws rather than hands ; worse
than all, he saw Belle, dressed in colors that
geemed woven from stains of blood, steal-
ing out ‘under the cover of night with eyes
+like livid coals. ‘

Such are the beatific visions that opium
bestows, having orce enchained its victim.
Little wonder that, after spending nights
upon a poisoned rack, My, Jocelyn was in
no condition to meet his fellow-men and
win their confidence.

The dark thought crossed his mind more
than once that he had better never return
home—that, since :
life had better go too; but in these dark-
est and most desperate moments the
face of . his wife would rise be-
fore him. and from her white lips came the
cry, ** Nolno! no 1”7 with such agonized
intensity that he was I strained.

Moreover, he had not given up hope al-
together, and he determined to return, and,
unknown to his family, consult his old phy-
sivian, who had inadvertently led him into
this terrible dilemma, and adjure him to
undo his work, He might aid him in con-
cealing the truth from those of whom, of all

5"’ Sthers, he would hide his shame. This
seemed diis one las
\ CHAPTER XXX,
THE SECRET \'N‘I"./Hl}\'EALR]).

On the day pregeding Christmas, late in
the afternoon, Rover -Atwood boarded a
steamer which hiad just - arrived from a
gouthern city. His tnele, the commission
merchant, was ¢ xpectilig a_consignment of

*tropical fruits, and as the young man
stood among others waiting to see the freizht
clerk, he overheard one of the vessel's offi-
cers remark, His name is Jocelyn—so
apers on his person indicate—and he must
Y;e sent to a hospital as soon as possible.”
. Advancing promptly_ to the speaker,
Roger said, ] overheard your remark, sir,
and think I know the gentlemen to whom
_you refer. If 1 am right, I will take him
k%o his family immediately.”

The officer acted with such alacrity as
to prove thet he was very glad to get the
sick man-off his hands, and Roger noted
the fact. A moment later he saw in
Jocelyn, sadly changed for the worse, and
lying unconscious in a berth.

] am right, I am very BOITy to say,”’
TRoger said, after & moment, ‘with & long
deep breath. ‘* This will be a terrible shock
to his family.”

«Do you think he is dying ?” the officer
asked

his wife. turn
heaven and curse

he had lost his manhood,s|

1 don't know, I will bring a physici
\ cian
and take Mr. Jocelyn home og ong y(::n'uii-
tion—that our consignment of produce is
delivered at once, 1 must be absent, and
::)y; ;r::smr's }nmeats must not suffer in

. Tam doil  favor,

you must return it iultnt“o y[;::mptly."’ i
RD'I‘he freight clerk was summoned and
" ger assured that his uncle’s consignment
:)e ould take the precedence as fast asit could
o+ reached. The young man then hasten-
to find the nearest physician, stopping
a moment at his place of business to give a
hurried explanation of his course.  Mr.
Atwood listened in silence, and nodded
merely ; but, as Roger hastened away, he
muttered, **This mixing himself up with
other people’s troublee isn’t very s rewd,
but his making Qapital out of it so that my
consignment will) all be delivered to-night
is—well, we'll call it even. He's no fool.”
The physician was rather young' and in-
-experienced, and he pronounced Mr. Joce-
lyn’s trouble to be congestion of the brain.
He agreed fo go with Roger to the old
mansion and do what he could for the pa-

recovery.

““She is learning to associate me with
mlsfnrlur.e, and will dread ‘my _presence as
if Iwere a bird of ill-omen,” Roger groaned
mentally, as he recalled the several miser-
able occasions which, in the mind of Mil-
dred, were inseparably connected with him-
self; ‘‘but some day—some day, if I have to
strive for a lifetime—she shall also learn
that it is not 1 who brings the trouble.”

Christmas comes at the darkest and
dreariest season of the year, making” short,
cok‘l days, and longer, colder nights the
holiday season, just us He. whose birth the
day commemorates, comes to human hearts
in the darkest and coldest hours of desola-
tion. Even in the great city they were
not brightened by some indications of the
hallowed time. -The old mansion, that
once may have been embowered in ever-

eens, was again filled with the aromatic

reath of the forest, “for Roger
had  commissioned a friend in
the country to send 80 large a
supply to Belle that she was embarrassed
with riches of hemlock, laural and pine,
which, although given away prodically, left
enough to transform their rooms into the
aspect of bowers. Since they had not
money for toys, they could make the Christ-
mas-tide s time §f wonder and delight to
Fred and Minni¢ in this inexpensive way,
and Mildred, w would naturally shrink
rom the wild mountain home of the ever-
green boughs, found in Weaving and ar-
ranging them into tasteful decorations a
pleasure glloyed by only one thought—she
was mde%h?d for it to Roger Atwood, the
silent yet determined rival of the man she
loved.. Thouzh! he buried his feeling in
such profounit 'silence, and hid all manis-
festation o carefully that even her intui-
tion could no lay hold of any one thing,
and say, ¢ This proves it,” she neverthe-
Jess £-1t the presence of hislove, and some-
times thought she felt it all the more be-
cause of its strong repression. It almost
vexed her that he made no advances and
gave her mothing to resent while all
the time ‘he was seekingTher with
the whole force of his will, or at least
waiting for some possibility of the future.
When Belle proposed that he hould help
decorate their living . room, since they at
this season had only remnants of evenings
to give and were wearied oo, almost beyond
the power for extra effort, she felt that for
Belle’s sake she ought not to object, and
that for her own sake she could not, so
scrupulous had been the quiet, distant re-
spect .with which he had treated her,

hen he came he seemed to anticipate her
thoughts and to obey her wishes in the
arrangement of the greenery, even before
she spoke 80 keen was his obervation and
quick his sympathy with her mind.

These very facts increased her prejudice
and dislike. - He was too_clever, t00 keeu-
sighted and appreciative. ad he
been indifferent toward her, and
not so observant, she would have
goon learned to. like him and
enjoy ‘his society, for he had a bright,
siquant way of talking,and was seldom at a
}nss for words. In fact, he had plenty of
ideas, and was gaining more. One reason
why Mildred ghrank from him in strength-
ening repulsion was bécause, in his ab-
sorbing interest and his quick comprehen-
sion of her thought and feeling, he came too
near. Without intending it, and in spite
of himself, he intruded on her woman’s
privacy ; for no matter how careful he
might-be, or how guarded she was in her
words or manner, she felt that he under-
stood what was in her mind. Her natural
impulse, therefore, was to’ shun his pre-
sence and suppress her own individuality
when she could not escape him, for only an
answering affection on ber part could make
such understanding appreciation acceptable.

Roger was not long in guessing quite ac-
curately how he stood in her thoughts, and
he was often much depressed. As he had
said to Clara Bute, he had a downright dis-
like to contend against, and this might not
change with his success. And now it was
his misfortune to become associated in her
mind with another painful event—perha{m
a fatal one. She might thank him sincrely
for his kindness and the trouble he had
taken in their behalf, but all the same, deep
in her heart the old aversion would
strengthened.

« That invertebrate Arnold,” he mutter-
ed, *‘ represents to her the old, happy life
and it’s my luck always to appear when
things are at their worst. After to-night
she will shudder with apprehension when-
ever she sees me. What will become of
them if Mr. Jocelyn dies !”

Full of forebodings and distress at the
shock and sorrow that was impending over
those in .whom he was 86 deeply interested.
Le and the physician placed Mr. Jocelyn in
| g covered express wagon that was impro-
Vised into an ambulance, and drove up
town as Tapidly as they dared.

In response to a low knock Mrs, Jogelyn
opened the door, and the white, troubled
face of Roger announced evil tidings before
a word was spoken.

+ My husband !’
a chair,

The young man knelt beside her and said,
¢ Mys, Jocelyn, his life may depend on your
courage and fortitude.”

tie had touched the right chord, and,
after a momentary and halt-convalsive sob,
she rose quietly, and said, *Tell me what
vo do—tell me the worst,”

¢:1 have brought him with me, and I
have a physician also. 1 found him on a
steamer, by accident. They were about to
gend him to a hospital, but 1 was siire you
would want him brought home.”

¢ Oh, yes--God bless you—bring him,
bring him quick.”

¢ Courage. Good nursing will prevent

she gasped, siking into

the worst.” 4

Roger hastened back to the patient,
stopping on the way only long enough to
ask Mrs, Wheaton to go to Mr. Jocelyn’s
room instantly, and then, with the physi-
cian's aid, he carri the unconscious man
to his room, and laid him on his bed.

#Oh, Martin! Martin 1” moaned the
wife, “ how changed, how changed! Oh,
God ! he's dying.”'

“1 hope not, madam,” said the physician;
“ gt any rate we must all keep our self-pos-
session and do our best. While there is
life there is hope.”

With dilated eyes, and almost fierce re-
pression of all aid from other hands, she
took the clothing from the limp and wasted
form.

¢« He i3 dying,” she moanec ; see how un-
natural his eyes are ; the pupils are almost
gone. Oh, God ! why did I let bim go
from mie when he was so ill.”

tient, although holding out slight hope of
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“Would you not like Belle
Mildred summoned at once ¥’ Roger asked.
¢Yes, yes, they ought to be here now ;
every moment, may. be precious, and he may
become conscious.” e

+ At the same time L would like you to'
cull on Dr. Bemton in ~Twent :
street,” added the 7hysician. *
friend of mine, and has had much experi-
ence.” In so serious a case I would like to
consult him.” .

Roger, while on his way to Dr. Benton’s
office, passed a livery-stable with a coach
standing just within the door, and he at
once vesolved that the weary girls should
not be exhausted by flying home in terror-
stricken haste. He took the carrisge, ob-
tained the physician, and explained to Eim
what had happened while on the way to the
shop in which Belle was employed. It was
Christmas eve, and the store was still
crowded with eleventh-hour purcharers, on
whom the weary child was waiting in a
jaded, mechanical way. Her vacant look
and the dark lines under her eyes proved
how exhausted she was ; but at the sight
of Roger a flaah of light and pleasure
came into her face, and then his expres-
sion caused it to fade into extreme pallor.

¢ What is it !” she asked, turning from
a garrulous customer.

“ Don’t be alarmed ; get your things and
come with mes 1 will make it all right
with your employer.”

¢ Belle,” he said, when they were by the
carriage door, ¢ you must be a brave woman
to-night. Your father is home and he is
very ill. Perhaps his life depends on quiet
and freedom from all excitement. Dr.
Benton, an experienced physician, is in the
carriage and will go with us. You must
tell your sister—I cannot,”

If Belle had been herself she would not
bave failed him ; but, after the long strain
of the day,she became completely unnerve
at his tidings, and sobbed almost hysteri-
cally. She could not control herself suffi-
ciently to enter the shop where Mildred
stood, unconscious of the approaching sha-
dow, and so the heavy task of breaking
the news fell upon Roger. *““If Belle, na-
turally so strong, was white and faint front
the long, toilsome day, how wan and

host-like poor Mildred will appear !” was
is thoyght as he sprang to the sidewalk.

They' were closing up, and the discipline
of the shop was over. Instead of pallor,
there was an angry  crimson in Mildred's
cheeks, and an indignant fire in her eyes.
She evidently was deeply incensed, and her
companions apparenily were as greatly
amused. When she saw Roger the crim-
son deepened in her face, her brow knitted
in strong vexation, and she went on with
ber task of putting the goods under her
charge in order, as if she had not seen him ;
but the thought flashed through her mind :
«Oh that he were to me what he is to
Belle! Then he might punish my insolent
persecutor, but he's the last one in the
world to whom I can appeal. Oh, where
is papa 1’

¢« Miss Jocelyn—"

¢ Don't you see you have another beau ?”
whispered one of her companions as she
passed out, - “‘ You won't treat this one with
words and manner that are the same as 2
slap in the face, for he's too good-looking.”

She paid no heed to the gibe, for the

oung man’s tone was significant, and she

ad lifted her eyes ‘o his with eager ques-
tioning. His grave, sad face banished the
flush from hers instantly.

« Miss Jocelyn,” Roger began again, in
a low tone, *“you have already learned to
associate me with painful experiences.
cannot help it. But this, my misfortune,
is nothinig you must nerve yourself for
anxiety that will test even your strength.
Your father is home, and ill. 1 will not
explain further before strangers. Belle
and a physician are awaiting - you in the
carriage,”

How quiet and measured were his words ;
but even in her distress she was painfally
conscious that the slight tremor in his voice
was the low vibration of a feeling whose
repressed intensity would sooner or later
break forth. Beyond a momentary shrink-
ing from what seemed to her but well-
mastered vehemence, ‘she gave him no
thought in her overwhelming solicitude.

Scarcely a moment elapsed before she
joined him at the door, * As he placed her
in the carriage he said, * Dr. Benson will
explain to you what has happened.”

¢ Rager—"' sobbed Belle, but he sprang
on the %)ox with the driver, and in a few
moments they were at the door of the old
mansion.

¢Dr, Benton,” said the young man,
¢ will you please accompany Miss Jocelyn ?
After the fatigue of the day and the shock
of this evening she will need your support,”
and he saw that she leaned heavily on the
physician’s arm.

Having dismissed the carriage, he found
Belle leaning against the side of the house,
faint and trembling. The young athlete
lifted her in his arms and bore her steadily
and eusily to the doorway, and then again
up the winding stairway. ““Belle,” he
whispered, * if you lose your father you
ghall at least have a brother.”

She entwined her arm about his neck in
mute acceptance of the relationship. Her
every breath was a low sob, and she eould
not then tell him how his words reassured
her, taking away, in part, the almost over-
whelming terror of being left unprotected
in the world.

During Mr. Jocelyn’s absence his family
had tried to banish from their minds the
memory of his weakness, and thus they had
come to think of him again as the strong,
cheerful, genial man they had known all
their lives. The montp preceding his de-
parture were like a hateful dream. It had
been a dearly cherisied hope that, after
breathing his native air for a few weeks,
he would return the same frank, clear-eyed,
clear-brained man that had won his way,
oven among strangers, after the wreck and
ruin of the war. To him their thoughts had
turned daily, in the hope of release from
toil that was often torture, and from
anxieties that filled ever waking hour with
foreboding. y

How bitter the disappointment then,
and how terrible the shock, as they

“hold, and was giving

now looked upon his prostrate form,
ménare, shrunken and almost lifeless !
instead of the| full, dark -eyes that
had beamed mirthfully and lovingly
for o many years, there was an unnatural
contraction of the pupils which rendered
them almost invisible. His once healthy
complexion was BOwW livid, or rather of a
leaden, bluish hue ; his respirations stertor-
ous and singularly deliberate.

¢ He is dying,” Mildred moaned ;” he is |
far, far away from useven now. Oh, if we
could have but one look, one sign of fare-
well !”

Belle and Mrs. Jocelyn became almost
helpless with grief, but it did not seem
possible to them that he could rally. *‘ Oh,
why did I let him go—why did I let him
go !” was the wife’s remorseful and often-
repeated words.

The elderly and-ex erienced physician
whom Roger had brought ignored with pro-
fessional indifference the gnefstrickenhouse-
his whole mind to the
the case. After examining the
Jocelyn’s eyes, taking his
temperature and counting his pulse, he
looked at his associate and shook his head
uigniﬁcan:lx. Roger, who stood in- the
background, saw that Dr. Benton did not
accept the young glexzsicim’s diagnosis. A

ton bared the patient’s

moment later Dr.

arm and pointed to many small scars, some
old and scarcely visible, and others recent
and slightly inflamed. The young practi-
tioner then apparontly understood him, for

study of _
pupils of "Mr.

s

-third |
8

he said. *“This is both worse and better
than I feared.”

- g

¥

. What

1yn, more -
'+ Madam,” began Dr, B
ly, *have you never SEC

uced from his,

;::;{z a little instrum

syringe, 4
y“Ne\rel-," was the perplexe
satirically,

"plﬂ' A
‘The physician smiled ‘8 little safi

and remarked, in a Tow aside, 4¢1 hope the
drug has not affected the: whole family.
It's next to impossible to get at-the truth
in these cases.” s v

“Do you think he will die?’ was her

agonized query. i 3

g“No, (l‘na‘gm, we can soon bring him
around, 1 think, and indeed he would
probably come out of this excess unaided ;
but he had better die than continue his
excessive use of morphit. 1 can scarcely
coniceive how you could have remained
ignorant of the habit.” ’

Mildred bowed her head in her hands
with a low, despairing cry, for a .ﬂuh of
larid light now revealed and explained all
that had been so strange and unaccount-
able, The terrible secret was mow revealed
as Yar as she was able to comprehend it—
her father wasan opium inebriate, and this
was but the stupor of & debanch ! The
thought of his death, had been terrible, but
was not this worse ! She li!}gd her face in
a swift glance at Roger, and”saw him look-
ing at her with an exnression that wa¢" full
of the strongest sympathy, and something

She coldly averted her eyes, and a
slow, deep flush of shame rose to Ler face.
¢ Never shall 1 enlure a hamiliation but he
will witness it, and be a part of it,” was
her bitter thought. :

The physicians ‘neanwhile changed their
treatment, and were busy with professional
nonchalance. Mrs. Jocelyn was at first too
bewildered by their words and manner to do
more than look at them, with hands clasp-
ing and unclasping in nervous apprehension,
and with eyes full of deep and troubled
perplexity. Then, as the truth grew clearer,
that a reflection had been made upon her
own and her husband’s truth, she rose un-
steadily to her feet, and said, with a
pathetic  attempt at dignity, “I
scarcely understand  you, and fear
that you as little ~understand my
husband’s condition. He npever con-
cealed anything from me. He has
been unfortunate and in failing health for
months, and that is all. [fear, from your
cruel and_upjust surmises, that you do not
know what you are doing, and that you are
destroying his slender chaneces for life.”

Do you wish to discharge us, then ?”
was Dr. Benton’s brusque response. He
was & man of unusual skill, but blunt and
unsympathetic, especially in cases wherein
he suspected deception-—an element almost
inseparable from the morphia habit. The
vietim is almost invariably untrutkful, and
the family not unfrequently hide the
whole truth in the desire to shield the dis-
graceful weakness. Dr. Benton was too
familiar with the facts to be easily moved,
but when the sad-hearted wite clagped her
hands and cried, in tones that would touch
the coldest heart, I wish him to live, for his
death would be far worse than death to us
all,” the ph'ysiciau said kindly, “ There,
here, Mrs. Jocelyn, I haveseen many cases
like this. Your hasbund will live, and will
soon be able to speak to you. If you then
can induce him - to leave morphia alone, he
may become as sound a man as ever,”

Mildred put her arm around her mother
and drew her into her room, closing the
door.

‘A few minutes later Roger heard the
wife's passionate protest, <] do not believe
it—I will never believe it.” Then Dr.
Benton said to him, *‘ Here, youag man,
run to my house for an electric battery.”

When he returned Mr. Jocelyn was
coming slowly out of his deep coma, and
bis appearance was changing rapidly for
the better. There was a. deep, indignant
flush on Mrs. J ocelyn’s face, and she took
Roger aside and said earnestly, ‘* Never be-
lieve the lies you heve heard here to-night.
I know that you will never repeat them.”

« Never, Mrs. Jocelyn.”

But Mildred was pale and almost stony
in her cold, calm’ aspect; her heatt, in
her desperation, was hard toward every
one. Belle had not comprehended the
trath at all, having been too much over:
whelmed by her emotions to heed the
earlier remarks of the physicians, and Mil-
dred had said to them significantly
and almost sternly, ‘There is no need of
giving your diagnosis any further publicity.”

D:. Benton had then looked at her more
attentively, and muttered, “An unusual
girl ; more’s the pity.”

«Mr. Atwood,” Mildred began, a few
moments after his entrance, *‘ we thank you
for your aid in_this painful emergency, but
we need trouble you no further. Papa is
rallying fast. 1 will thank you to inform
me of all the expense which you have in-
curred in our behalf at your earliest con-
venience.”

¢ Mildred,” inteérposed Mrs, Jocelyn,
suddenly appearing from beside her hus-
band’s couch, the unwonted fire still burn-
ing in her unusually gentle eyes, “1I
cannot permit Mr. .Atwood to be dis-
missed so coldly. He has been a true
friend in the most terrible emergency of our
lives. I must have a strong, kind haad to
sustain me now that my husband, my life,
has been foully slandered in his own home.”

Belle, in even greater terror of being left
alone, clung to his arm, and said, * He
cannot leave us—he has made me a promise
this night which will keep him here.”

With a troubled and deprecating look at
Mildred, Roger replied, *‘I will not fail
you, Mrs. Jocelyn, nor you, Belle ; but
there is no further need of my inteuding on
your Privacy. I shall be within call all
night.”

“ He can stay in my room,” said Mirs.
Wheaton, who, although aiding the physi-
cians, ‘could not help overhearing the con
versation.

“ No, he shall stay here,” cried Belle,
passionately ; I'm ‘so unnerved that 'm
almost beside myself, and he quiets me and
makes me feel safer. Millie has no right
to show her prejm]ice at such a time.”

Mildred kissed him also. and answered,
« We cannot think otherwise, papa, for
our love, our lives, and all are bound up in
rou.”

The morning dragged heavily away, for
all except the little ones were under the
impression that dark and woeful days were
before them. Dr. Benton had notdisguised
the truth—that the problem/ /with which
they had to deal was one of great difficulty
and much doubt. = The prospect was de-
pressing, but that which weighed like lead
upon their hearts was the thought that ene
who had ever been their ideal of honor and
truth had deceived them for months, and
had steadily yielded to a habit which he
knew must destroy his family’s honor and
leave them friendless, penniless, and dis-
graced. The weeeks of pain that Mildred
Rad endured were not the result of a hard
necessity, but of a vicious indulgence of a
depraved appetite. - Not disease but sin
had so darkened their lives and brought
them to a pass where even daily bread and
shelter for the fature were doubtful ques-
tions.

‘A thousand times Mildred asked her-
self, ¢ How can I ﬁo ant and face the world
with my name blackened by this great
cloud of shame?’ She felt as if she ever
wished to step into the open light of day
again, and !tge thought of Vinton Arnold
made her shudder. ** There is now a great

§ between us,” she moaned. $¢The
truth that my father is an opium slave can
never be hidden, and even were Vinton in-
clined to be faithful, his family would re-

1 d‘cate his knowledge,
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Ao aa & Toper, and he will yield to

,'p?d in both. her own and her
mother's heart was doeg indeed. Their

onfidence was shattered, tkeir faith in
human - goodness - and honor destroy-
ed. While.  they still hoped m\wz.
they npevertheless harbored = a “des-
perate fear, and, at Dbest,  the
sérene trust coull vever return, :
if Mr. Jocelyn. could rally and reform, there
would ever remain the knowledge that he
had once been weak.and false, and might
be ‘a /. He would be one who must be
watc! shielded, and sustained, and not
one upon whom they could lean in quiet
faith. The quuking earth which shatters
into’ ruin the material home brings but a
slight disaster comparsd with the vice that
destroys a life-long trust-in & husband and
father.

Mr. Jocelyn’s nerves were much too
weak and irritable to endure his children’s
voices, and sheir i and une i
ness of daager smote him with unendar-
able remorse ; they were, therefore, ‘sent
to Mrs. Wheaton's room. There, too,
Belle met Roger, and was much reassured
by his hopeful words. She only half com-
prehended the truth concerning her father,
and now, teeling the worst was past, her
mercurial nature was fast regaining its
cheerfuluess. She was one who might
despair oue day and be joyous the mext.

Like her father, she had unlimited cour-
age, and but little fortitude. Although she
did not know it, the outlook for her was
more threitening than for any of the
others, for she could not patiently submit
to a slow, increasing pressure of poverty
and privation. ~As her father feared, she
might be driven to interpose the protest of
a reckless life.

Mr. Jocelyn was greatly reassured when
Dr. Benton calied, and treated him with
much respect; and when a liberal allowance
of morphia was injected into his arm, he
became quite cheerful, believing that not
only his family but even the physician were
unaware, as yet, of his weakness, By
neither sign nor word did Dr. Benton in-
for it was his de-
sign to rally his patient into the best
possible condition, and then induce him
to yield himself up wholly to medical
skili, npaturally believing that in his pre-
sent enfeebled state he wonld shrink
from entering on the decisive and heroic
treatment required. - Promising to call in
the evening, he left Mr. Jocelyn apparently
very much improved.

In the afternoon Mildred went to her
room to seek a little rest. The physician
thought he had given enough of the drug
to satisfy his patient until he returned, but
he had not properly gauged the morbid
craving with which he was trying to deal,
and as the day declined Mr. Joeelyn be-
came very restless, F inally, he said he felt
so much better that he wounld rise and
dress himself, and, in spite of his wife’s re-
monstrances, he persisted in doing s0.
Although tottering from weakness, he said,
irritably, and almost imperiouuly. that he
needel no, helg, and wished to be alone.
With sad foreboding his wife yielded, and
waited tremblingly fer ~ his next step,
for he had become to her an awful mystery.

Her fears were fulfilled, for he soon
lifted the curtain door and looked at her in
a strange, suspicions maoner. “1 miss
some medicine from my vest pocket,” he
said hesitatingly.

Her face crimsoned, and she found np
words with which to reply.

h“Dlid you take it out?”
sharply.
‘r%z, she faltered.

His manner began fo grow excited, and
he looked like a distorted image of his for-
mer self. Anger, suspicion, fear, and cun-
ning were all blended in his face,sbut he so
far mastered himself as to assume 3 wheed-
ling tone and manner as he came toward
her and said, “ Now it was only a little
tonic that I found beneficial while in the
south. You must know where it is. Please
give it to me.”

The poor woman was 80 overcome hy her
husband’s appearance and falsehood that
she felt sick and faint, and knew not what
to say.

« Where is it ¢’ he demanded angrily,
for he felt that unless he had the support of
the drag sveedily, he would wholly lose his
gelf-control.

+Qh, Martin,” pleaded his wile, *wait
till Dr. Benton comes ; he will be here this
evening.”

« Why this ado about nothing ? I merely
wish to take a little tonic, and you look as
if I proposed suicide,

« Martin, Martin, it is suicide of body
and soul. 1t is'worse than murder of me
and your innocent children. Oh, Martin,
my heart’s true loye, make me a Christmas
sift that I will prize next 1o Him from the
%iay is named. Give me the promise that
you will never touch the vile poison again,”
and she knelt before him and sought to take
his hand.

*For a moment he was overwhelmed. She
evidently knew all ! He sank into a chair,
ani trembled almost convulsively. - Then
came the impulse—an almost inevitable
offect of the drug upon the moral nature—to
lie about the habit, and to strive to gonceal
it, even after an unclouded mind would see
that deception was impossible.

Mildred, white and faint, sank into a
chair by the table and buried her face in
her arms, leaving the young fellow in sore
perplexity as to what course he ought to
take, He believed the physicans were
right, and yeoc Mrs. Jocelyn had.tsk‘en it
for granted that he shared her faith in her
husband’s truth, and he knew she would
banish him from 'ber presence instantly
should he betray a doubt as to the'correet-
ness of her view. At the same time the
expression of his face had shown Mildred
that he understood her father’s condition
even better than herself, It seemed im-
possible to perform the difficult 'au(l deli-
cate part required of him, but with love’s
loyulty he determined to do what he ima-
gined the young girl would wish, and he
said firmly, «Belle, 1 again assure you
that you can depend upon my promise to
the utmost. ~Mrs. Jocelyn, my respect
for you is unbounded, and the privileze
of serving you is the best reward I crave.
At the same time Ifeel that is is mneither
right nor delicdte for -me to witness
sorrows that are so sacre 1. My partis to
help, and not look on, and I can-help just
ag well if within call all'the time. Belle,”
lie whispered, ¢\ dear Belle, I know you are
uanerved by wesks of overwork as well a8
by this great trouble, but be a brave little
and all may soon be

1
wien

old

Even

he demanded

womat once uiore,
well,” and he was about to withdiaw
Dr. Benton appeared and said.

¢ Mrs. Jocelyn, your husband is now ont
of all immediate danger, but everything
depends upor: his future treatment, 1 wish
this young man/ to remain a little Jonger,
for you must now decide upon what course
vou will take. We have been called in in an
emergency. There is no need that I should
remain any longer, for the physician who
accompanied him here is now ‘amply com-

tent to attend to the case. You have,

owever, exprassed lack of confideuce in us,
and may wish to send for your
own physician. 1f 80, this young
man can RO for him st once. cau
prove %o you in two minutes that 1
am correct, and I intend to do so ; then
my. responsibility ceases. Everything de-
pends on your intelligent and firm co-opeis
ation with whatever physician has ! chiarge
of the case, snd it is no i to leave
you ander & delusion that does your heart
Tnore credit than your head or eyes.”

He stepped back thro h the curtained
doorway and returned dwith her husband’s
vest, from an iuner pocket of which he took
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a hiypodermic syringe, a bottle of Magendie’s
salution, and also another vial of the su.-
phate of morphia.

] am an old physician,” he resumed,
“and know your husband’s, symptoms a’
well as you know his face. is possession
of these articles should eonfirm my words
The sligint scars upon his arms and else
where were made by this little instrument.
as Tean show you if yon will come and ob-
serve—" .

His medical logic was interrupted by o
low cry from the stricken wife, and then
she fainted dead away.

| Mildred, on' the contrary, stepped for-
ward, with a pale, stern face, and said, **1
will take charge of these,” and she carried
the agents of their ruin to. her own room.
Instantly she returned, and assisted Mrs
Weheaton-in the restoration of her mother

To Belle, who had looked on dazad,
trembling, and bewildered, Roger whisper-
ed, *“I shall be within call all night.”

CHAPTER XXXL
AN OPIUM 8 MANIAC'S CRISTMAS,

Beneath his brusque maumer Dr. Benton
masked a kind heart when once its sympa-
thies were touched. He soon became sat-
isfied that ‘Mr, Jocelyn’s family were not
trying to shield his patient, but were, on
the contrary, overwhelmed with. dismay
and shame at the trath which he had made
clear to them, He therefore set about
helping them, in his own prosaic but effec-
tive way, and he did not leave them
antil they were all as well and quiet as the
dread ¢ircumstances of the situation per-
misted. Opium slaves are subject to acci-
dents likethat which had overtaken Mr.Joce-
lyn, who, through heedlessness or while
half unconscious, had taken a heavy over-
dose, or else had punctured a vein with his
syringe. Not infrequently habitues care-
lessly, recklessly, and sometimes _deliber-

"ately end their wretched lives in this man-

ner. Dr. Benton knew well that his patient
was in no condition to enter upon agy radi-
cal cargtive treatment, and it was his plan
to permit the use of the drug for a few dl;ys,
seeking meanwhile fo restore as far as possi-

 ble his patient’s shattered system, and then

gain the man’s honest and hearty co-opera-
tion in'the terrible ordeal essential to health
and freedom. If Mr: Jocelyn had not the
nerve and will-power to carry out his treat-
ment —which he much donbted—he would
advise that he be induced to go toan in-
stitution where the wiil of others could en-
force the atinence required: He belived
that | Mr. Jocelyn would consent
to this, whieh convinced of his inability to
endure the ordeal in his own strength.
Having explained his intentious and hopes
to Mrs, Jocelyn apd Mildred, he left them
cast down indeed , but not utterly devoid uf
hope.

{)t seemed to them that the husband
and father must renounce the fatal habit at
once, in ‘response to their appeals. They
could. not understand that it was already
beyond his power to break his chains—that .
they must be broken by other hands, if
broken at all.

It may well be doubtful if the light of
Christmas day dawned on 2 sadder house-
hold than that whick was sheltered in the
old-mansion. Worn and exhausted to the
last degree, and yet sleepless from anxiety,

rief and shame, the two women watched
geside the fitfal, half-conscious man. At
last he appeared to throw off his stupor suf-
ficiently to recognize his wife ; but it was
with a strange look, in which were blended
fear, suspicion and gshame. A cold per-
spiration broke out over his whole form, for
something in her expresion, and especially
in the aspect of Mildred’s face, seemed
to indicate that they koew all, and his owa
guilty fears and conscience made the sur
mise true for the moment; but the tender
manner in which his wife wiped his brow
and kissed him were renssiirfng, and with
his rallying powers grew the hope that his
weakness might yet be unknown and sné-
cessfully concealed until, by his physician’s
aid, he had thrown off tha curse. . Fearing
aboye agd beyond all things else thav lus
wife wanld learn his degradation, he slowly
and fitfully tried to mature plans of decep-
tioi; but his enfeeblal miuil rallisd so slow-
Iy that he felt for a time that silence and
observation were his best dllies. He wonld
cautiously and suspic ously feel his way,
and having learned ail thas had transpired
gince he remembered b-ing on the steamner,
he could then decile wmore clearly how to
is course,  He thriefore affected to
regard his condition as the result of a severe
illness, and murmured that “quiet and
home life would soon bring him around.”

+» Nan,;” he began, as he grew a little
quieter, ‘‘ you take cruel ailvantage of my
weak nerves. You iust see that I am
rreatly reduced by illness, and I merely
wish to take a little tonic as any sane man
would do, and you treat me to a scene of
high tragedy. Give me my medicine, and
1 know that I will soon be much better.’y

¢ Oh, my husband, has it rea}ly come 1o
this ¥’ and the wretched wife? buried her
face in her arms, and leaned heavily on the
table. ;

He was growing desperate.
excess he had already reached a

Through,
oint where
urable bur-
den without the stimulant ; bat facing a
harrowing scene like this was; impossible.
He felt that his appetite was like a savage
beast on which he leld a weakening and
relaxing grasp. With the strange, double
consciousnes of the opium maniac, he saw
his wife in all her deep distress, and he had -
the remorse of a lost soul in view of her
agony ; he was about certain that she knew
how he had wronged her and his children,
and he had all the shame and self-loathing

nsitive man ; he knew that
the sacred trusts of husband
and father, and that awfnl thing we call a
sense of guilt added its deep depressiom.
It is not inability to comprehend his de-
gradation, his danger, his utter loss of man-
hood, which opium imposes on its wretched
slave, but an irapossibility to do aught ex-
cept gratify the resistless craving at any and
every cost. All will-power has gone, all
moral resistance has departed, ' and in its
place is a guawing, clamarous, ravening des
sire. The vitiated body, full of indescrib-
able and mysterions pain, the still more
sinking under a burden of
remorse, guilt, fear, and awful imagery,
both unite in one desperate, incessant « de-
mand for opinm. )

W hile bis wife sat leaning upon the table,
her face hidden, she was the pictare of des-
pair ; and, in truth, she felt almost as if she
were turning into stone. If her husband
had been brought home a mangled, muti-
lated man, as she often feared he might be
during the long years of ‘the war, she would
liave bent over him with a tenderness
equalled only by the pride and faith that
had ever found in him their centre ; but
this: strange apparition of a man with odd,
sinideer-looking  eyes, who alternately
threatened and cowered before her—this
mai,, mutilated more horribly in theloss of
truth and love, who was thus openly and
shamelessly lying—oh, was he the chivalric,
noble friend, who had been lover and hus-
band for so many years ! The contrast was
intolerable, and the sense of his falseness
stung her almost to madness. She did not
yet know that opinm, like the corraption of
the grave, blackens that which is the fairest
and whitest.

For o few minutes |Mr. Jocelyn debated
with himself. Was he strong enough
to go out the nearest- drug
fstore 1 -After ope or two  furns

up and down the room he found
tgnt he was not. He might fall in utter
collapse while on the way, and yet his sys-
tem,; depleted by his recent excess, de-
manded the drug with‘an intensity which

he could not restrain much lo:i;‘;er without
becomivy wild and reckless. He therefore

- within his own apartmerit.

“will

«aid to his wife, in a‘dogged manner, “Nan,
{ must have that medicine.”

'ne yeutle creature was at Iast goaded
\to such a burst of indignation for a few
vments he was appalled, and trembled
wfore her. The fire in her blue éyes seem-
d to scorch away her tears, and standing
sefore him she said passionately ‘' As you
vre # man and a Southern gentleman, tell
ae the truth. I never concealed a thought
rom you . what have you been concealing

from us for weeks and months?
‘[ wronged 'you in, that | did not think and
plan day and night how to save instead of
how to spend, and 1 can never forgive my-
self, but my fanlt’ was not’ deliberate, not
utentional. There was never a moment
when I tried to deceive you—never 2 mo-
ment when I would not have suliered
hunger and cold that you wnd the childrer
night be warmed and fed What 1s this
tonic for which you are bartering your
health, your honer and ours, your children’s
bread and blood ?  Mildred sold: her girl-
hood’s gifts, the few dear mementoes of the
old happy days, that you might have the
chance you craved. That mbney was as
sacred as the mercy of God. For weeks
the poor child has earned her bread, not by
the sweat of her brow, but in ageny of hody
und . unhappiness of heart. ' If it were
disease that had so cast us down and
shadowed our lives with -fear, pain, and
poverty, we would have submitted to God’s
will and watched over you with a patient
tenderness that would never have faltered
or murmured ; but it’s no disease, it’s not
something that God sent. It is that whick
crimsons our faces with shame.”
. He sat_cowering and trembling before
her, with his face buried in his hands.

In a sudden revulsion of tenderness ske
sank "again on her knees before him, and
pleaded in tones of, tenderest pathos
*¢ Martin, I know all; but I am ready to
forgive all if yon will be true to me from
this time forward. I know now the cause o
all your strange moods which we atributed
to ill-health ; L.know the worst; but if, in
humble reliance upon God, you will win
back your manhood, the past evil days shall
be blotted out, even as God blogs out our
gins and remembers them no more against
us, , We will sustain yonr every cffort with
syﬂ{pathy’and loving faith. We will smile
at cold and hunger that you may have
time—~3reat God ! and she spraug to her
feet, white, faint and panting.

Her husband had taken his hands from
his face, and glared-at her like a famished
wolf. 1o his desperage, unnataral visage
there was not a trace of manhood left.

“Give me the bottle of morphine you
took from my pocket,” he demand-
ed, rising threateningly. “Nofwords ;
you might as well read the Ten Command-
ments to an unchained tiger, Give it to
me, or there is no telling what may happen.
You talk asif I conld stop by simply saying,
coolly and quietly, T will stop. Ten thou-
sand devils ! haven’t T suffersd the tor-
ments of the dammed in trying to stop !
Was I notin hell for a week when I could
not get it ? Do you think I ask for it now
as a child wants candy?  No, it’s the drop
of water that will cool/my tongue for a brief
moment, and as you hope for merey e 0t
have a grain of mercy in vour nature, give
it to me now, now, NOw I

The poor wife tottered a step or two
toward her daughter’s. voom, and fell
swooning at the threshold. Mildred opened
the door, and her deep pallor showec that
instead of sleeping she had heard words
that would leave scars oun memory until
her dying day.

“‘Iihe poison you demand is there,”
ghe said  brokemnly, pointing to
ner burean. ‘“ After mamima’s apperl
1 need not, cannot speak,” and she kuelt
beside her mother. )

Her father rushed forward dnd seized the
drug with the aspect of one famishing.
Mitdred shanddered and would mot see more
than she eould help, but gave her whole -
thonght and effort to her mother, who
seemed wonnded unto death. ' After a few
moments to- her unbonnded surprise her
father knelt besile her anid lifred her
wother to a lounge, and with a steady hand
and a gentle considerate muiner sought to
aid in her restoration.| His face was full
of solicitude and anxiety —indeed he logked
almost the same as he might have looked
and acted 'a year ago, before he hal ever
imagined that such a’ demon. would posscss
him. -

&

When ab last Mrs. Jocelyn revived aud
recalled what had oceifrred, she passed
into a eondition of almost  hysterical
grief, for her = nmervous ' system was
unstrung.  Mr. Jocelyn, meanwhile, at-
tended upon her in a silent, gentle, selt-
possessed manner that' puzzled Mildred
greatly, although she ascribed it to the
stimulant he had taken.

After a few minutes a strange smile flit-
ted across his face, and he disappeared
A lpttle later,
Mildred, returning froin a momentary ab-
sence, saw him withdraw his syringe from
the arm of her haif-conscious mother,

« What have you done?”’ she
sternly, and hastening to his side.

Qecreting the instrument.as a miser would
his gold, he answered, with the same
strange smile,” *‘She shall bave a merry
Christmas yet ; I bave just remembered the
day. See how quiet she is becoming ; see
that beautiful flush stealing into her pale
face ; i i

asked

see the light dawning in her eye.
Oh, 1 gauged the dose with the skill of the
best of them ; and see, my hand is as
steady as yours. I'm not a wreck yet,
and all may still be well. Come, this is
Christmas night, and we will keep it
in good old Southern style. Where are
Belle and the children? Ah! here they
are.. Where have you been, Belle 2

#In Mrs. Wheaton’s room,” she replied,
looking at her father in much surprise.
] was trying to keep the children quiet,
so that you, mamma, and Millie might have
a little rest.”

“That was very kind and good of ycu,
and you now sce that Iam much better ; 5o
is mamma, and with your help’ and Mil-
dred’s we shall have a merry Christmas
night together after all.”

s Papa is right,” Mrs, Jocelyn added
with vivacity. ‘I do feel much better,
and’ so sgrangely hopeful.  Come here,
Pelle. ' I've searcely seen you i i 1
dren. all day. Kiss me, darimyes,
lieve the worst is now past, that papa will
soon be well, | and that all dur troubles
end ip renewed . prosperity and
[ have been looking -on

[ happiness.

the dark side, and it was Wrong in me to do
0. - I should have had more fajth, more
hope, more thankfulness. I should bless|
God for that sight—Fred and Minnie on
their father’s knees as in old times. Oh,
what & strange, bright torn everything has
taken,”

«Mamma dear,” said Belle, who was
kneeling anl carressing her, “ can/ I not
ask Roger in to see yon? He has looked
like a ghost all day, from anxiéty about

ou.”

¢ (Oh, no, no,” gasped Mildred.

(To BE CONTINUED, )

PEERE—— s

_Now that winter has well commenced
we would advise our readers against using
pills contaiping calomel and other injurious

substances, as there is great danger of
catching colds after their nse. An excel-
lent substitute for pilis is a vegetable pre-
paration known as Dr. Carson’s Stomach
and* Constipation Bitters, a family medicine
that, from all accounts, will soon take the

place of every other purgative and blood
purifie.. Smith & Mc(Glashan agents - for
‘ th: Bitters here.




