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REBECCA'S REMORSE

By JAMES PAYN.

{Copyright, 1897, by the Author.)

(Con Yuded.) o -
Rebecen was wonderfully calim and
resigued, and after a fow words of sym-
pathy which perbaps bad better not
have been smd, for X could seo they
iried ber firmness, I spoke of what was
woc :s8ary. Of course I took upon my-

!

ge] / all tho arrangements of tho funer- .

al, but I had to ask her a question about
the death certificate.

¢ do not know your sister's married
name,’’ I said.

‘‘She was nover marricd,’’ was the
unexpected reply.

My cye wandered interrogatively to
the wedding ring upon that dehlicate
finger, on which the needle had left no
trace., It hag, indeed, dcuo littlo work
of any kind, But Rebecca only shook
her head.

‘“Then Iwill give your sister's maid- |

en name, Bent."
“She was not my sister, sir. Sho was
no relative at nll. Put down Lester.”’

¢‘No relative? Then, indeed, Rebec-
ca, you may say you havo done your da-
ty to your neighbor.*’

She fecbly stretched her arms toward her.
“My duty 1" she answered with bitter
scorn and throwing up her great, gaunt
hande. ‘It was I who murdered her.”
It was not till some days afterward,
when Lucy had been laigd to rest in the

cemetery, that I heard from Rebecca !
what she believed to be the story of her !
crime. It was exaggerated, emotional, :

and I am very sore represented the case
unly a8 it appeared to a mind fuoll of
r~morse and sclf reproach.

I prefer, for truth’s sake as well as
hers, to give the facts as they would
have struck an unprejudiced observer.

Lucy Lester was the caughter of
tradesman well to do and who mado his
money honestly cuough, but he was 2
Paritau and of the strictest sect of the
Pharisecs. His wife had died when
Luacy was still a child, and sho was
brought up in an atmosphere ¢f gloom

and dalluess very uusnited to her char- !

ncter, which was at once frivolons and
cgotistic. Her beauty, of which sho was
suly toc couscious, was pronounced by
the formul society with whom she mixed
to be a snaro (a8, indeced, it proved to
be), and every awmuscment to which ghe
naturally inclined was steynly Sorbidden
her. Rebeceu, who had been her nurse
and wheu she grew up became her mund,
sympathiz:d with hier youg mistress,
to whom sho was ulso genuin»l> at-
tached, and made common cause with
her agaiust her persccutors, asshe called
them though they included her parent
hismealé Wa was very thrifty and kept
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i Luoy *‘short’’ as to pin money, and Ro-

becca who, as she told mo (for she .

. apared hurselt ip nothing), was **very
. greedy of gain,” on a very low senle of
vages. It was a sad nnd rather sordid
etory of soverity and repression met by

! duplicity and intrigue. What redeemed |

it wus the disutarested though exagger-
uted fealty of Rebecca, which would
have borue cowparison with that of
. feudal times. Except for her singalar
Leauty, there was nuthing admirable in
. Lucy, who indeed wns proud, solfish
- and exacting, but in Rebecen's eyes sho
. was perfection and a mactyr, fit fora
priuce, but with no choice of suitors
gave of a commonplace and unworthy
- kind, and who, never having scen a
stage play, bad no notion of the desir-
. ubility of making a friend of tho maid
of their inistress.
Presently, however, a lover appeared
. of quite another stamp, but unhappily a
claudestine lover. Mr. Power was one
_of her father'a customers, u geutleman,
' a8 was understood, of good position and
-who at all events gavo large orders,
which were punctually paid for, While
calling on Mr. Lester on business he
» chanced to catch sight of Lucy and be.
came at once enawored of her Leauty,
Without the simplicity which is the
| safeguurd ot ner sex, she was absclutely
| ignorant of that world with which she
pauted towingle. Thaman's airof fash-
ion made as much wauy with her as bis
protestations, aund uofortunately the
lavishuess which a man of his stamp
displays when bent on such a design

oy

was taken -by Robecca ns the sign of a

generous nature. Without Xnowing
them (n8 I think) to bo exactly bribes,
she took bis bribes.
With one word to her master she
could probably have saved hisdaugbter,
but she did vot feel she was in danger.
Even aword of warning to Lucy her-
sclf might not bave been thrown away,
but sho did not give it. On the con-
trary, urged by many considerations—
dislike of her marter and his surronnd-
ings, willingness to please her durling
and confidence in Power’s professions—
sho asisted himp to elope with her. Iam
afraid therowaseven a timo when Lucy
ghrank from the audacity of that de-
sign and but for Rebecea wonld bave
abandoned it, but it was because she
was hersclf deceived. Indeed at the
last, when Lucy bad lost her head as
| well as her heart aud would have risked
| all for love, Rebecca stepped in and in-
, isted npon being present at the mar-
, riage ceremnony. It was a barren precau-
tion, though poor Lucy might after-
‘wward have used it as a weapon of re-
venge if sho had had the heart for re-
venge, for in a few weeks sho discov-
ered that ha whon sho had believed to
bo her husband was a married man, In
- that brief spaco sho had lost all, for-
tune, friends and home, for her father
closed his doors against her, and the

. anhappy girl found herself thrown on .

her own resources, which consisted only
of a scauty wardrobe aud a few jewels,
Then, liko a wounded tipress, the
tarned upon Rebeeca with, It is you
| who have been my roin!®?
Tho fury that might reasonably have
i been poured on her deceiver seemed
cuenchied in the very catastrophe he
. had caused, a8 flameo deserts the Lluck-
enced ruin. So far us he was concerned,
" the crime of which she had been the
victim was 0 overwhelming that in
.place of indiguation she {fclt only
 xeretchedness and despair. Too weak to
. geck relief in self destruction she yet
" desired to bide hersolf irom her fellow
' cre~tures and especially to bo seon no
' more of men,

* \What remained to herof vitahity took
' the form of passiouate roproach of her
~Jate ally and assistant, and not a wurd

, did Rebeeea say in her own defense.

Tustead of leaving her young mistress
to a fato only too casy to be fureseen,
sho devnted herselt with penitence and
_remorse to smooth the rough road she
must needs travel for tho futore.

Effort of her own Lucy never mado
, and accepted the other's services not
; only us her due, but as but a small in-
stallment of the obligation she had in-
carted in hasing given bor goch bad
advice. That she had not forgiven her
sho wade very plain even, as hag been
shown, up to tho last moment of her
life, but Rubecea never thought herself
bardly used.

‘“Thero was nothirg I could do, a3
you may believe,”” she said, *‘that de-
served thanks, Itwas owing to me that
my poor deur mistress, 50 young, &0
beautifol, so tender, had “~len into the
. bands of a villain, and, uniit as sho was

to bear bardships, was compelled to livo
upon a crust. Was it to my credit that
thess haunds, which had taken his bribes,
provided the crust?"

It Miss Lucy had complained, sho
said she could have better borne the
conscionsness of her crime, but after
that first ontbreak she kopt silence—a
, cold, reproachful silence that for yenrs
; had chilled the other’s very heart. Al
. she stipulated for was to be nlone, not
' to be spoken to, not to be scen, and
 even when her illness had becomo so
I vere it was only ou Rebecca’s promiso
. to obtain professional udvice without
; tuo doctor’s presence that the sick girl
had permitted her to apply to me.

This was the story of Rebeccin’s re-
morse.

I did what X counld to reason with the
poor woman by pointing ont how pen-
auce atones for wrong, tut it I had not
been 8o fortunate ng to obtain for her
Lucy's deathbed forgiveness she would
certainly never have forgiven herself.

Ag it way, she was in some degree com-

forted. I got her a sitoaiion in the
country with some friends of miue,
. whero she was greatly esteemed and re-
wmained for yeurs.
day or two’'s holiday in tbe summer.
No one knew where she spent it, for
she had no friends, but ut that samo
i timo whoever visited an east end ceme-
tery would have found on Lucy l.cster's
* grave {resh flowers.
' THE END,

Ton Generous.

Landlady~—Mr. Granger did not drink
bis tea.

Synnex—No; Granger is not the man
to imposo upon weukness. — Boston
Transcript,

Master of the Stration,

In the days of slavery Abram wada
groat favorite with his master, whom
ho had served as a valet from his yonth.
At his master's death hi, mirtress

-unted him many privileges, and at
wno period of emancipation he resisted
. every temptation to leave the old plan-

tation. In tho exerciso of his privileges
ho becamo obnoxious to tho other neo-
groes, and their frequent complaints ex-
cited remonstrance on the part of Ins
mistress. Bat Abram parsued s own
way in spite of expestulation. TFinally
his interference with her own plans ex-
hansted the patience of his mistreas,
who determined to dismiss him.

“Abram,”” snid sho ons day to him
in a very kindly tone, I sce that yon
and I cannot live in peace on the snme
place, and I have decided that we must
part’'— But before sho concluded ber
remarks Abram exclaimed:

*Law, mustis, whar you gwine?
You ain't gwinoe git no bettak p'inta-
sbun Jan dis. Take olo Abe's advise,
mistis en stay right whar you {is.''—
Exchange.

She always took a .
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By HENRY HERMAN.
(()op"y-r'lght. 1897, by Tillotaon and 8on.)
© T (Coneluded.)

“I scot yow an the others to fcich
food, an yew bring mo stones. My poor
gell i dyin in thar., Thar's bin no focd
in this housoe nigh on u week nsw, I've
b'iled tho bark of tho cottonwoods an
cunten it, us if I wos ahoss. Dny an day
an pight an night I've waited an said
to myself: ‘Painther Harry will live
through it all. Painther Harry will
bring me meat for my gell, acos ho
loves her. Painther Harry will save my
Nellig, if he'll reach my doorstep to die
on it.” An yew've come back alone, an
yow'va left even yowr riflo on the rond,
an yew bring me this flithy gold. Can
yew cat gold? Can yew eat 1t? Speak,
it yew'ro not damb. Take it out of my
sight. Away with it!"

He graspe® a feeble handful of the
shining fragments and flung them into
tho fire, whero they rang against the
hard baked clay of the chimneyr. Then
ho sat down and burjed his fuce in his
handr, and his low moaus filled the
room as with calls of gaunt death,

Tho young man stood thero, with his
dark, pain stretched face clonded Ly
tho old man's accusation. With slow
and difident step he stolo toward him
and !aid one of bis blood stained banda
gently on his shoulder.

“*Don't speak g0 hard, Daddy Hays,''
ho snid, with a heartbreaking quiet.
“‘We found nuthin that wo counld bring
on oursel es, but we found this. There's
bushels whor this comces from, an
when the wind slows down it']] pay
fetchin, 1 didn’t think 1'd live through
it, an I'm nigh dead myself, but the
instapt minnit I can vso my limbe I'
take that rifle an sturt ont aglin. 1
cayn’t go ont with these things on, I'd
dio on the road, an thar’}l be picces of
tny skin comin away with ‘em as it is.

* But checer up, Daddy. Nellio won't die,

tf Painther lurrr kin save her, an I
will save her sti}l.”’

Tho old man remuired dumb in his
grief and doubt, while Harry, with
agonized efforts, stripp~d off his ico
covered clothing. In thu corver by tho
fireside hung u striped Navajo blanket
and u couple of mountainecer’s buckskin
shirts and trousers. Harry strapped tho
blunket around his waist and tied stripa
of freeh rag uround his wounded and
bleeding limbs. Then he sat down by
the fire, facing flaya.

““An  Nellie”' he asked at last
“Whar ia she®”’

Daddy Hays looked up.

“In thar,” he replicd—*“dend, may-
be. I ain't had the courage to look this
bnur past.”

“Sho ain't had nwthin to eat—for
how long uow?" inquired the young
man, 8 feverish determination gleam-
iug in his cye.

**Sho ain't tonched {food for moro
than cight an foriy hours now."

““May I go an look ot her?"’

llGo!"

The young mezu strapped the blanket
a little meae tight'y and wwiped the
dripping moist )re from his dark baile
and beard. In thefitful Rembrandtesque
hglit thrown by ths hearth fire his wiry
formm, all brawny muscle and sinew,
tlashed now and then liko polished
bronze. Heo miqly havo been a mnodel
for Tubal Cain us’he stoed tucre, naked
to the waist and Lssefcoted, with' bis
blanket reaching the ground like a
workman’s gown of wmygthological days
and with his long, durk beard strvam-
ing around hie mnnly face.



