FORREST HOUSE.
BY MARY J. HOLMES.
CHAPTER XXXIL

WHAT THE PEOPLE BAID AND DID.

Before bed-time half the people in Rothsay
knew of the marriage, and that Mrs. Dr.
Rider had seen and talked with the lady, who
was reported as very beautifal, and young,
and stylish, and cultivated, and travelled,
and a Bostonian, whose family had been on
the most intimate terms with the Bigelows,
She was also a friend of Bee Belknap, who
had spent n summer with her, and probably
knew of the marriage, ;hich w-'a -' ;oﬂ of
escapade gotten up on the spur o @ mo-
ment, “gokte t & secret at first because Ever-
ard wae not through college, and feared bis
father's displeasure. But why it was not
made public after the judge's death wasa
question which even the wise onea could not
answer; and so the wonder and excitement
incrensed. =

The next morning, “h'll.glh was Snnd'az,
dawned clear and bright. The rain was over,
and at the usnal hour the Rothsayites betook
b Ives to their d place of wor-
ship. Trinity church was full that raorning,
for though the people hardly expected Mrs.
J. E. Forrest herself, they did expect Mrs.
Markham, and hoped to hear something more
from her. Mrs. Markham was not there, and
tho large, square pew whicl: the qurasta had
occupied for many years, and which was far
up the middle aisle, was empty until the read-
ing of the Pealms commenced, when there
was heard outside the sound of rapidly ap-
proaching wheels, which stopped before the
door, and & moment after there entered a
graceful figure clothed in black, with the pret-
tiest littlo Paris bonnet pefched on the golden
hair, the long crape veil thrown back, disclos-
ing the fair, blonde face, which was a little
fluslied, while the biue eyes Lad in them a
timid, bashful  expression a8 they
glanced quickly around in quest 9(
the sexton, who, having fulfilled his
daties at the bell, had gone to the ergan
loft, for he was blower as well as
bell-ringer, and left to others the task of seat-
ing strangers. .:o-ey did not ‘luvo to wait
lon for four  men,—two  young,
one middli-aged, and “ons white-haired and
old,—simultaneously left their pews and
made a movement toward her ; the youngest
reached her first and asked if she would have
a seat.

“ Yes, thauk you. Please show me Judge
Forrest's pew,” was the reply and every
head was turned as her long skirts went
trailing upthe aisle, and the air was filled
with the costly and delicate perfume she
carried with her, and which was fresh from
Pinand’s.

What a long time she remained upon her
knees, and how devont she was after she had
risen, and how clearly and sweetly she sang
the **Gloria,” and how wonderfully her over-
skirt was looped, and how jauntily her jacket
fitted her, with such a pretty stand-up collar,
and how white her neck was about it, and
how beautiful the wavy hair under the lovely
bonnet. All these details, and more, were
noted by every woman in church who could
get a view of her, while even the clergyman,
good, conseientious man as he was, found it
diflicult to keep his eyes from straying too
often to that crimson cushioned pew and the
black-robed figure whose responses were so
andible and clear, and who seemed the very
incarngtion of piety and innocence.
He had heard of Mrs. J. E. Forr.st, and he
guessed who the stranger was, and when ser-
vice was over he came down to speak to her.
Mrs. Rider, bowever, was there before him,
and was shaking hands with the lady, whom
she presented to the rector, and to his wife,
and to several others who sat near, and who
involuntarily moved in that direction.

And Josephine received them with a mod.
esty of demeanor which won their symgathy,
if not their hearts, at once. Not the slightest
allusion did they make to her husband, but
she spoke of him herself, naturally and easily
She had hoped to find him at home whén she
came and have him present her to his friends,
but unexpeeted business bad called him away,
she believed. However, he would soon re-
turn, as Miss Haetings had telegraphed for
him, and then she shou!d not feel so much
alone.

How very gentie and gracious she waz, an-
swering all questions with great modesty,
and without seeming to volunteer any' di-
rect remarks, adroitly managing to drop &
good many seraps of information with re-
stard to herself and her past life, all of course
highly advantageous to herself. Of Bverard
she said very little, but when she did speak
of him it was always as ** My husband, Mr,
Forrest.”

She should certainly expect him on the
morrow, she said, and then she should not
feel so much like a stranger, possibly an im-
postor, and she laughed a little musical
laugh, and her biue eyes sparkled so krightly
and her lips curled so prettily that every
heart was won, and the whole bevy of ladies
followed her to the carriage telling her they
should eall and see her very soon, stood
watching her as ghe drove away and  talked
together of her and her recreant husband, in
whom there muat be something wrong, or he
would long ago have acknowledeed this peer-
jess woman as his wife. And so the talk in

sed and every conceivable story was sct
afloat, and poor Everard stood at rather a
low ebb in public opinion, when the six
o'clock train came in the next day and left
him standing upon the platform, bewildered
and confounded with the words which greeted
him as he left the car, and which gave him
the first intimation of what he was to expect.
The editor of the Rothsay Star was standing
there, and hitting Everard on the shoulder
exclaimed :

** Hallo, Forrest. A nice trick you've been
playing upon us,—married all this time, and
not let us know."

“Married! What do von mean?” And
Everard turned white to his Jips, while his
friend replied :

“What do I mean? Why, I mean that
your wife is up at Forrest House, and thunder
to pay generally."”

CHAPTER XXXIII,
EVERARD FACES IT.

When Everard was interrupted in his in-
terview with Rosamond, his first feeling was
one of regret, for he had made up his mind to
tell her everything. He bad held her in
his arms for one blissful moment, and
pressed his lips to her forehead, and the
memory of that would help him to bear the
wretchedness of all the after life. But, be-
fore he could begin his story, Lawyer Rus-
sell came in, and the opportunity was lost,
He could, however, write, and he fully meant
to do so, and after his arrival at Dighton he
began two or three letters, which he tore in
pieces, for he found it harder than he had
ex, to confess that he had a wife to the
girl he had kissed so passionately, and who,
he felt certain, loved him in return. He had
seen it in her eyes, which knew no deception,
and in the blushes on her k, and his
greatest pain came from the owlod(g‘;hnt
she, too, must suffer i 80
he put off the writing day 'i"'f day, and em-

n ]

since. The last I heard of  him,
marry s couple, by which I infer

diversion.”
“1ghould hardly think a
formed

was a lawyer, replied ; adding, after a mo-
ment, “‘Matthewson is the name of his aunt,
which he took at her death, !oxgllm’ with a
few thousands she left him.  His real name
is John Hastings. I knew him when he was
a boy, and he was the most vmdlcu.ve, un-
principled person I ever met, and his father
was not much better, though both wnld be
smooth as oil, and ingratiate themselves into
most anybody’s favor. He had a girl in
tow some two or three years ago, I was
told; a Wi handsome filly, but fast
as the Ol Nick himself, if, in-
deed, she was not worse than that

close, and Everard went to his room, where
for a time he sat stunned and powerless to
move. Like aflash of lightning it came upon
him just who Dr. Matthewson was, and his
mind went back to that night when, with »
rash boy's impetuosity, he had raised his
hand against the mature man who, while
smarting under the blow, had sworn to be
revenged. And he had kept his word,
and Everard could understand now why he
had seemed so willing and even anxious
that thers should be a perfect understand-
ing of the matter 80 as to make the marriage
valii.

“Curse him I” Everard said to himself.
*He meant to ruin me. He could not have
known what Josey was, but he knew it was
not a fitting match for me, and no time or way
for me to marry, if it were ; but that was his
revenge. I remember he asked me if T did
not fear the man whom I had punished, and
said people like him did not take cowhidings
meekly ; and he is Rossie's half-brother ; bat
if I can help it, she will never know how he
has injared me, the rascal. I'llhave a divorce
now, at all hazards, even though it may do
me nogood, so far as Rossie is ooneequ,
I'll see that lawyer to-morrow and tell Lim
the whole story.”

Bat before the morrow came, Everard re-
ceived Mrs. Markbam's telegram, which
startled him o much that he forgot every-
thing in his haste to return home and see if
aught bad befallen Rosamond. It had some-
thing to do with her he was sure, but no
thought that it had to do with Josephine
entered his mind, until ke stepped from the
car and heard that she was at the Forrest
House. For an instant his brain reeled, and
bLe felt and acted like & drunken man, ‘as he
went {o claim his traveling-bag. Then, with-
out a word to any one, he walked rapilly
away in the darkness, with a face as white as
the few snowflakes which were just beginning
to fall, and a feeling like death in his heart
as he thought of Roasie left alone to confront
Joe Fleming as his wife. And yet it did not
seem very strange to him that Josephine was
there. 1t was rather as if he had expected it,
just as the marderer expects the day when
his sin will find him out. Everard's sin had
found him out, and as he sped along the
highway, half running in his baste to know
the worst, he was almfost glad that the thing
he had dreaded so long had come at last, and
to himsel! he said :

“ I'll face it like & man, whatever the result
may be."” A

From toe windows of Rossie's room a faint
light was shining, but it told him nothing of
the sick girl lying there, so nervous and ex-
cited that bright fever spots burned on her
cl , and her hands and feet were like
lumps of ice as she waited and listened for
him, hearing him the moment he struck the
gravel-walk beneath her window, for he pur
posely tarned aside from the front piazza,
choosing to euter the housa in the rear, lest
he should first encounter the woman, who,
like Rosai was waiting and watching for
him, and ing harself grow hot and cold al-

s wondered what he would say.
Like Rossie, she was sure he would come on
that train, and had made herself as attractive
as possible in her black cashmere and jet,
with the white shawl around her shoulders,
and her golden hair falling on her neck in
heavy masses of curls. And then, with a
French novel in her band, she sat down to
wait for the first sound of the car which
was to bring bim, for she did not dream of
his walking that cold, wet night. and was
not on the alert to see the tall figure which
came o0 swiftly through the darkness, skulk
ing like a thief behind the shrabbery till it
reached the rear door, whera it entered,
and stool face to face with old Auunt
Axie, who in her surprisse almost
dropped the bowl of gruel she had been pre
paring for Rosamond. She did spill it, she
set it down so quickly, and putticg beth
her hands on Everard’s shoulders she ex-
claimed ;

* Oh, Mas'r Everard, praise ds Lord you
am come at last | T couldn’t b'ar it much
longer, with Miss Rossie sick np sta’rs, and
that woman below gwashin' round wid her
long-tailed gowns, an’ Ler yaller ba'vr bhaung-
in’ down her back, and eayin’ she is yeur
wife. She isn't your wife, Mas'r Everard,—
ghe ien't 2" and Axie looked earnestly at the
young man, who would have given more than
half his life to have been able” to say, *No,
she is not.”

Bat he could not do
shook us he repiied :

* Yes, Aunt Axie, she is my wife.”

Axie did not ery out or say a word at first,
but her black face quivered and her eyes
filled with tears, as she took a rapid mental
survey of the case a3 it stool now. Dverard’s
wife must of course be upheld for the credit
of the family, and, though the old negrees
knew there was something wrong, it
was not for hepdo inquire, or to let others
do 80 either ; and when at last-she spoke,she
said :

“If ehe's your wife, then I shall stan’ by

that, snd his voice

her.

He did not thank her or tgem t> care
whether ghe stood by his wife or not, for his
next question was :

“ You said Rosamond was sick.
the matter?"

* Sore throat and bad cold fust, and then
your wife comed an' took us by surprise, an’
Miss Rossie fainted cl’ar away, and has been
a8 white, an' still, au’ slimpsy as a rag ever
since.”

Something like a groan escaped from Ever-
ard’s lips, as he said: .

 Tell Miss Rossie I am here, and ask if I
can see her,—at once, before I meet anybody
else.

“Yes, I'll tell her,” Axia said, as she hur-
ried to the room, where, to her great sur-
prise, she found her young mistress in her
flannel dressing-gown and shawl, sitting in
ber easy-chair, with her head resting upon
pillows searcely whiter than her face, save
where thered spots of fever burned so brightly.

In spite of Mrs. Markham's remonstrance
Rossie had insisted upon getting up und being:
partly dressed.

“ 1 must see Everard,” she said. ' You
can’t nnderstand, and I can’t explain, but
he will come to me, and I must see him
alone.”

*Yes. Tell him to come up; I am ready
for him,” she said to Aunt Axie,

And Everard advanced, with a sinking
heart, aud knoeked at Bossie’s door just as a
black-robed figure, with a white wool shawl
W d around it, started to eome up the

What is

l)loyad his leisure p the

aws of Indiana on divorce, and felt surprised
to find how comparatively easy it was for
those whom Heaven had joined together to
be put asunder by the courts of man. De.
sertion, failure to support, uncongeniality,
were all valid reasons for breaking the bumis
of matrimony ; and from reading and dwell-
ing so much upon it, he came at last to con-
sider it seriously as something which in bhis
case was excusable. Whatever Rossie might
think of it, he woald be happier to knew the
tie was broken, even if the whole world disap-
proved; and he at last deliberately made
up his mind to free himself from
the hated marriage, which grew tenfold more
hateful to him when there came to his know-
ledge a fact which threw light at once upon
some things he had never been able to under-
stand in Dr. Matthewson.

He was sitting one evening in the room
devoted mostly to the use of gentlemen at
the hotel where he was etopping, and listen-
ing in a careless kind of way to the conversa-
tion of two men, one an inmate of the house,
and the ether a traveller just arrived from
western New York. For & time the talk
flowed on indifferent topics, and drifted
at last to Clarence, where it ssomed that
both men had once lived, and gbout
which the Dighton man was asking some
questione.

“By the way,” he said, “whatever became
ol that Matthewson, he called himself, though
his real name wheo I first knew him was
Hastinge, You know the Meghodist Church
got pretty well bitten with him. He was
always the tallest kind of a rascal. I knew
him well.”

Everard was interested now, and while
seeming to read the paper he held in his
hands, did not lose & word of all which fol-
lowed next.

“Matthewson ? Oh, yes, I kunow," the
Clarence man replied. * You mean ghe
fellow who was 8o miraculonsly con-
verted at a camp-meeting, and lbc“.u took te
preaching, though & bigger hypoerite never
lived. Idont know where heis now. He
dabbled in medicine after he left Clarence,
and got “Doctor” hitehed to his name, and

Jas been gambling through the country ever

stairs.
CHAPTER XXXIV.

EVEBARD AND ROSSIE.

The voice which said “Come in” did not
sound like Rossie's at all, nor did the little
girl sitbing in the chair leok much like the
Rossie he had last seen, flushed with health
and happiness, aud the light of a great joy
shining in the eyes wineh now turned so
eagerly toward him as he ecame in. Oa
the stairs outsiie there was the rustling of
skirts and he heard it, and involuntarily
slid the bolt of the door, and then swiftly
crossed to where Rossie’s face was upturned
te hus with a smile of welcome, and Rossie's
hands were both outstretched to him us she
said : 3

+Oh, Mr. Everard, I am glad you have
come ; we have wanted you so much.

He had thought she wounld meet him with
coldness and scorn for his weakness and du-
plicity, and he was prepared for that. but not
for this; and forgetting himself utterly for
the moment, he took the offered hands and
held them tightly in his own, until she re-
leased them from him and motioned him to a
seat opposite her, where he could look into
her face, which, now that he saw it more
closely, had oun it suchagrieved, disappointed
expression that he eried out :

“Kill me, Rossie, if you will! but don’t
look at me that way, for I cannot bear it. I
koow what I've done and what Iam, better
than you do.” 2

Here ho paused; and Rossie said :

** I am sorry, Everard, that you did not
tell me long ago, when it first hap-
pened. Four years and more, she
says. I've been thinking it over, and
it must lhave been that time you came
home when your mother died and you wer:
so sick afterward. You were married then.”
How quietly and naturally she spoke the
words “married then,” as if it was nothiong to
her that he yas married then or now, but the
hot blood flamed up for a moment in her
face, and then left if whiter than before, as
Everard replied
“*Yes, if shat

was a mere farce, and has brought nothing
been

somebody
wrote arence asking if he had a right to | but bitter Lumiliation to me,
ot e canse of my ruin. I wish that day had been

been doing a little ministerial duty by way of | blotted from my existence.”
marriage per- | must not talk that way, and your wife hero
him valid, thoughI dare say it | in the house waiting for you. I have not

would hold in court,” the I?ighwn man, who | geen her yet, but they tell me she is very
beéautifal.”

Here the conversation was brought to a 'pmty, she said, but not the face of a true,

: P
can bo called s marriage whigh  pregsion abous his mouth, which msade him s

the

very different person from theboy lover
she had swayed o her pleasure.
a

“Hush, Everard,” Rossio said. “You

“Yes, with that cursed boauty which lures
men, or rather fools, to their destruction ;
and I was afool I Everard answered, bitterly
—“an idiot, who thought myself in love.
Don't call her my wife, RNossic. She has
never been that; never will be. But I did
not come here to abuse her. I came to
tell the whole trath at last, as I
ought to have told it years ago,
when my mother was on her death-bed. I
tried to tell her, but I could not. Imldql
beginning by showing her Josephine's pie-
ture, which she did not like. The face was

refined woman, but rather of one who wore
dollar jewellery,” and here Everard laughed
gareastically as he went on ; “‘then I showed
the picture to Bee, who said she looked as
if she might wear cotton lace. But you,
Rossie, said the hardest thing of all, and
decided me finally not totell, for I had
vlmost made up my mind to make you my
confidante.”

“1, Bverard ? I decide you? You must
be mistaken. When was it, Everard ?" Rossie
exclaimed, her eyes growing very large and
bright in her excitement.

“Do you remember I once showed you a
picture of a young girl ?” Everard said.
“You were watering flowers in the garden ;
and yon eaid she was very beautiful, but sug-
gested that the jewellery, of which there was
a superfluity on her neck and arms, might be
a sham, and said she looked like a sham, too.
How could I tell yon after that, that she was
my wife ? I couldn’t, and I kept it to my-
gelf ; and mother died, and I went crazy, and
you cut off your hair and sold it to pay what
you believed to be a gambling debt, and you
wrote to Joe Fleming, and I did not open my
lips to undeceive you, .

“ I will have my say out,” he econtinned,
fiercely, as Rossie put up her hands to stop
him ; “I deserve a good cudgelling, and T’ll

ive it to myself, for no one knows as well as
Tdo just what a sneaking coward I have been
all these years, when you have been believing
in me, and keeping me from to the
0, I won't swear ; at least before

you, who have been my good angel ever since
you knew enough to chide me for my faults.
Oh, Rossie ! what wonld I give to be put
back to those old days when I was compara-
tively innocent, and you, in your cape sun-
bonnet and long-sleeved aprons, were the
dearest, sweetest little girl in all the world,
just as you are now. I will say it, though I
am killing you, I know, and I am almost
wicked enough not to ecare, for I would
rather there were no Rossie in this world
than to know she lived to hate and despise

pl

0, Everard, never thas, never!” and
Rossie again stretched toward him her pale
little hands, which he seized and held while
he told her rapidly the whole story of his
marriage, beginning at the time he first saw
Josey Fleming and went to board with her
mother.

One item, however, he withheld. He did
not tell her that it wes her half-brother who
had married him, nor did he give the name
of the clergyman. He would spare her all
pain in that direction, if po:sible, and let her
think as well a3 she could of the brother she
could searcely remember, and who, she be-
lieved, must be dead, or he would ere this
have manifested some interest in her.

Of Josephine he spoke very plainly, and
though he did not exaggerate her faults, he
showed conclusively, in what hesaid, that his
loye for her had long since died out, and he
went on from one fact to another apidly,
that Rossie felt stunned and bewildered, and
begged him to stop. But he would not. She
must hear him through, be said, and at the
close of his story she looked so white and
tired that he bent over her in alarm, chafing
her cold hands, and asking what he could do
for her.

** Nothing but to leave me now,” she said.
I have heard so much and horoe so much
that none of it secms real. There's a buzzing
in my head, and I believe I'm goiog to faint
again, or die, How could youda all this, and
I trusted you so?—and, oh, Everard, whera
are you? It grows so dark and black,
and I'm so sick and faint,” and with a sob-
bing, bysterical cry, Rossie involuntarily let
her tired, aching head fall upon the arm
which held it so gladly, and which fain would
have kept it there for ever.

Rossie did not faint quite away, as she had
done when the news of Everard’s marriage
reached Ler, but she lay still and helpless in
Everard's arms until she felt his hot kisses
upon her forehead, and that rousel her at
once. Hehad no right to kiss her, she
noright to suffer it, and she drew herself
away from bim to the safe shelter of her
. pillows, as she said, with her old childish
manner :

“Kverard, you must not kiss me like that.
It is toolate. Such things are over betweea
us now,

She seemed to accept the fact that he loved
her, and though the love was hopelgss, and,
turn which way sbe would, thére was no
brightn n tue fature, the koowlelge of
what might have been was in one sease very

D the face which Everard
en bis hands and looked earnestly

his lips quivered and his eyes
, semel to him like the
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into, while
were full of tea
face of an angel,
pity me, Ross he said.

ity us both for this which lies be-
tween us.”” There was a knock outside the
door, and a voice Rossie had never heard be.

k

** Miss Hastings, if my husbandis with you,
tell him his wife will be glad to ses him
when he can tear himse!
waited an hour, and sure’y I may claim my
own now. "

There was an unmis
meaning in W
blood to Ross cheeks,
as death, as, with a muttered execration, he
stepped back from Rossie, who said :

“ Yes, go, Everard. She is right, Her
claim is first. I am sorry I kept you. Go,
and when I have thought it all out, I'll send
for you, but don't come till I do.”

She motioned bim to leave her, and with
the.look of one going to the rack, he obeyed,
and unbolting the door, went out, shutting it
quickly behiod him, and thus giving the
woman outside no change for more than a
glance at the white-faced little girl, of whose
personal appearance no impression could be
formed.
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CHAPTER XX

XV.
s
M. AND MRS, J. E. FORREST.

It had been Josephine’s intention to try
and make peace with her husbaud, if pos-
sible, in the hope of winning him back to at
least an outward semblance of harmony. And
to do this she relied much upon her beauty,
which she knew had not diminjshed in the
least since those summer days in Holburton,
when he had likened her $o every beautiful
thing in the uviverse. She knew she was
more attractive now than then,
studied to acquire an sir of refinemont and
high breeding which greatly enhanced her
caarms, and when she saw herself in the
leng mirror, with her toilet complete, and the
made-up expression of and graci
ness on her face, she felt almost sure hecould
not withstand her.

She had heard from Lois that Everard was
in the house, and as the moments went by
and he did not come, the sweetness lefs her
face, and there was a glitter in her blue eyes,
a8 she walked impatiently up and down her

hamber, li ing for his footstep

At last, as she grew more and more impa-
tient, she went down to the dining-room,
thinking to find him there; but he was still
with Axie in the kitehen, and so she waited
until she heard bis step as he went rapidly up
the stairs.

Swiftly and noiselessly she glided into the
hall and followed, but was only in time to
see the shutting of the door of Rossie's room
and hear the sliding of the bolt, while her
quick ear caught the sound of Rossie's voice
as she welcomed Everard. For a moment
Josephine stood shaking with rage, and feel-
ing an inclination to kick at the closed door,
and demand an entrance. But she hardly
darel do thet, and so she waited, and
strained her ear to catch the conversation
carried on so rapidly, but in so low a tone,
and so far from her, that she could not hear
itall, or even half. Bus she knew Everard
was telling the story of the marriage, and as
he grew more earnest, his voice naturally
rose higher, until she could hear what he
said, but not Rossie’s replies. In.
voluatarily clenching her fists, and
biting her lips until the "blood eame through
in one place, she listened still more mtently
and knew there was no hopa for her, and
felt ware that the only feel ng she could now
inspire in her husband’s heart was one of
hatred and disgust.

At last, when she conld endure the sus-
pense no longer, she knocked upon the door
and elaimed “her own” and got it, for her
husband, whom she had not seen for more
than two years, stood face to face with her, a
tall, well-developed man, with a will and a
urpose in his brown eyes, and a firm-set ex-

d

or

vigible improvement in her.

black, and that it became ber
that the delicate white shawl was so
and arranged as to heighten the effect of
picture ;
well
wear could move
she saw that sha must speak first,she laughed |
a little, spiteful laugh, and said:
nothing to say to me after two |
years
5ourself with her?" nodding towards Rossie's
loor.,

,and J
heart beat faster as she thought that
he might be won tec an d
friendship after all, and it would be better for
So, when the privacy of her
chamber was reached, and there was no dan-
ger of interruption, she affected the
wife, and laying her hands on Everard’
said, coaxingly and prettily :

“Don’’ 80 cold and hard, Ever-
came,

her every way.

ard, as
I had nowhere elee to go, and I'm no
more to blame for being your wife than you
are for being my husband, and I certainly
have just cause to complain of you for hay-
ing kept me so lonz in ignorance of your

not to be coaxed ;
ment you have just quitted "

ard interrupted her, and sternly

information.
Dresden, told me of it.
lieve him, for I had eredited you with being a
man of honor, but he convinced me of the
fact, and in my anger I started home at once,
and came here to finl that girl the mistress
of the housa, and, they tell me, your father's

misgeratle with you

wrath,
was because [ was not a lady aceording to
your ereed that your father objected to me,
and that you have sickenad of me.
unknown buteher’s daughter is not a fi:
wmateh for you; and I was just that.
thought you married the daughter of Roxie
Fleming, who kept a boarding-house, and 5o
you dil, and something more.
the daughter of the man who used to deliver
meat at your grandfather’s door in Bosto:

and of the Wwaman who for years cjoked i

your mother's family.
first came to us, and laughed in my slesve,
 for I know how - proud your are of family
blood and birth, and T can bast- of blood,
but it is the blood of beasts in which my | comin’ ?”
father dealt, not the blue veinel kind whica
shows itself in hypocrisy and deliberate decep
1 told your father when I met
him at Commencement, that mother was pre
She made
the jellies and ices, and stood with the other
ceremony.
Woulan't your lady mother turn over in her
coffin il she ¢ould know just whom her boy | began their dinner alone.
married ?"'

her your picture
aud that of your mother, whom sha at once
1 Roxio who had hved in her

nate refinement or delicac;
always asseit itsell, and raise one above the | waiting to eonsider whether she was wanted
lowest anc

her last words to me were of you,
whom she knew I was interested, for I had | his bowed head, spoke to him lovingly and

whatever,’ she aid,

in honest labor; it
actions, whic': tell ;

lieved you to be when in wy madness I con-
sented to that foolish farce, I would not care | had eaused the
though yonr

can be conceived."”
manded sl

me ?—you, who
dozen times since I beeame your wife.”

your money.
must say I think it mean in that girl | before him, and he could almost see the little
to k:;: it, knowiog as she does hew it came gtanding there
to » :

Everard seid.
know nothing of her,
and | now, might have
to me. Baut | ke would, there was no help, no hope; and

quickly.

tried to give
she cannot do it while she is under age,
and I would not take it if she could. I made
her believe it at last, and then counselied with | this bar
Miss Belknap a3 to my future courss ——"

ex-
claimed, indignantly. to me of
Miss Belknap, the tricky, deceitful thing, to
knowing all the time room, it found him white, and haggard, and
yet pretending such entire worn, with no definite plan as to his course,
erything. How I hate her, except the firm resolve that whatever his life

come int> our house,
who I was, and
ignorance of ev
and you, too, for sending her there as a spy
upon my actions.”

“You are mistaken,” *Everard said. “Bes
was 1o tale bearer, and no spy upon your
Neither was she sent to you, for I
did not know she was there till she wrote
0 She had, the bestof mo- *
tives in going to your mother's houss. She

actions.

me to that effect.

was
was not in Lis natare to be
courteous to any woman, and
Josephine with as much
'm:r"“m;"'d self-possessed, and
ing there so di an 5 y
with an sir of assurance and worldly wisdom
sach as he Lad never seen in Josephine
Fleming.

Belknap

For a moment be looked at her
ryprise, but there was no sign
face, uno token of -dnintivxn
o

simiraby,

i

tist's eye, and noticed that

but he knew the
vothing she could
him now.

that do

“Have you
' separation, or have you

That roused him, and he answered her:

“Yes, much to say, and some things 010 ex-

will
go with you to your room, they tell me you
are nccupying my old quarters.”

ain and apologize for, but not here.

i

He tried tospeak 1

g8 f!ﬂ s5aw

When |

! ‘mpod'hmmin to
better how to befriend m{os‘lll'ogd.;on

Heaven, I don'b,I 50 she had
" was Josephine's
Eva;lrd took no notice,

i your best fried from tl;a
heard of you, and affer
advised me to igh

just asshe was the previous night, but
paler, and more worn-looking, as if she
not for months. But the smile with
which she greeted hira was as sweet and cor-
dial as ever, and in the eyes which

steadily upon him he saw neither nor
disgust, but an expression of nnutterable
sorrow and pity for him, and for herself, tos,
as well. Rossie was notone to conceal
feelings. She was too much a ohild, too

went to her at once, ﬁndingharlming..l
=

u the whole truth, and

such as Icould make for
short, offer you poverty and
acknow! fe.”

did not follow

ty,”

l::ar advico

frank and for that, and was
& great and bitter pain in her hears, which
she could not hide. Everard had never said
in words that he loved her, butshe had ae-
cepted it as a fact, and when her dream was
80 rudely dispelled she could no more con-
ceal her di i than she could

notions of raorali

A ..;.;o:ludh. lied :

« 1 started t in-good faith, and went

far as  Alban; without a thought that
not it, but there I began to

y for T saw you, myself unseen

my presence unsuspected, so that you

‘_'.?‘ #poke your feelings withont re-

““Perhaps you
which yon a8
your escort, and perbaps, though thatis not
o likely, you may remember the man who
seemed to be asleep in the seat behind the
one you took when you entered the car, talk-

can reeall a concert or opera
ded with Dr. Mat s

‘s
possibly
of

n't

if you were sorry 1

father's death. Why did youdoit? But

need not agk why,” she continued, as slie saw
the frown on his face, and guessed he was
“‘the reasoa is in the apart.

Josephine got no farther,

*“ 8o long as yon censure ms for havin,
kept my father's death a secret from you
am bound to listen, for I deserve it ; but
when you assail Rosamond Hastings you hate
goue too far.
you, Josey, but we may as well undersf
each other first as last.
come here, thinking it was still my ho?
and I am justly punished for my deceit,
which no ons ean hate me as I hate myself.
If I had been candid and frank from the first.
it would have saved me a ggod deal of trouble
and self-abasement. You heard of my father’s
death—"

** Yes, but no thanks are due to you for the
Evarts, whom I met in
At first I did not be-

I do not wish to quarrel

Mr.

eir. Ia that true?"

**I've nothing, but what I earn,” he said,
* but I think I have proved conclusively that
I can support you, whatevermay come to me,
and I expeet to do so still, but it must be
T wi-h that distinctly un-
derstood, 8s it will save furtber discussion.
You could not be happy with me ; I should be
r knowing what I do,

part from myself.

nd seeing what I ha

seen.”
Here she tarned fiercel,

t ho meant.

16 beginning —

No need of that,” she replied, angrily.
* You went over the ground with her,—that
girl whom I hate with deadly hatrel. I heard

ou. I was outside the deor.”

** Listening!"" Everard said, contemptuously.
‘** A worthy employment, to which no lady
would stoop.”

“ Who said £ was 8 lady 7"

Qi
*Don’t you suppose I know that

ion of years.
ent at his wedding, and dhe was

ervants to see the

k"‘ ng

8 wim

for Ever-
bade

d
You had a righ::E:
e,

or

:ly upon him, and with
flashing eyes and dilated nostrils demanded
wha
*“ I will tell you when Ireach it,” he replied ;

‘ but, first, let me go over the ground from

she retorted,
stung by his manner ani the tone of his
, and forgetting herself entirely 1o her

A poor,

You

You married

ing and hing 8o loudly that you drew to
yourself the attention of all the passengers,
and especially the young man, who listened
with feelings which can be bester imagined
than deseribed, while his wife made light of
him, and aliowed attentions and liberties such
a8 no pure-minded woman would

a moment have euffered from any man,
and much less from cne of Dr. Matthewson's
character. I Thardly know what re
strained me from knocking him down and
publicly denouncing you, but shame and dis-
gust kept me silent, while words and glances
which made my blood boil passed between
you two until you were ziref out and laid
your head on his arm as readily as you would
have rested it on mine had I sat in his place.
And there I left you asleep, and I have never
looked upon your face since until to-night,
when I found you at Miss Hastings’ door.
-After that scene in the car Icould not think
offering to share my with you. We

better apart, and m y

would I live with you s
my wife. The thing is impossible ; but be-
cause I dreaded the notoriety of an open rup-
ture, and the talk and scandal sure to follow
an admission of the marriage, I kept quiet,
trtisting to chance to work it out for me as it
has dooe at last. And now that the worst
has come, I am ready to abide by it and am
willing to bear the blame myself, if that will
help you any. The people in Rothsay will
undoubtedly believe you the injured
im’ty. and I shall let them do so.

shall say nothing to your detri-
ment except that it is impossible for us
to live together. I shall support you just as
I have done, but I greatly prefer that it should
be in Holburton, rather than in Rotbsay. It
is the only favor I ask, that you do not re-
main bere.”

“And one I shall not grant,” was Jose-
phine’s quick reply. * L like Rothsay, so far
as I have seen it, and here I shall stay, Do
you think that I will go back to Holburton,
and bear all the malicions gossip of that
gossipy hole? Never! I'll die first! You
accuse me of being fond of Dr. Matthewson,
and so I am, and I like him far better than
ever I Liked you, for he is a gentleman, while
you are a knave anda hypoerite, and that girl
across the hall is as bad as yoa are: —I hate
ber,—I hate you both

She was standing clese to him new, ber face
livid with rage, while the blue of her eyes
seemed to have faded into a dull white, as she
gave vent to her real feelings. But Everard
did not ansser her, and ns tho dinner-bell
just then rang for the tuird time, she added,

i *1f you are through with your

n | the interview by asking you to

take me down to dinner. No? You do not

wish for any dinner? Very well, T can go

alone, so [ wish you good-evening, advising

you not to fast too lonz. It is not good for

you. Possbly yon may find some crackers

and tea in Miss Hastings’ room, with which to
refresa the inner man.”

And sweeping him a mocking courtesy she
started to leave the room, but at the door she
met ber sis'er, and stopped a mo cent while
she said :

‘ Ah Agnes, here is your biother,. who, I
hope, will be better pleasel to see you than
he was to see me. 1f [ remember rightly you
were always bis favorite. Au revoir,” and
kissing the tips of har fingers to Everard she
left the room, ani he heard her warbling
soatehies or some old love song as she ran
lightly down the stairs to the dininz room,
where dinner had waitsd nearly aa hour, and

here Aunt Axie stood with her face blacker

its wont, giving off little angry sunorts

I

A

it

I knew this when you!| as she removed one after another the eovers

of the dish»a, and pronouaced the conteats
spoiled.

“ Whar's Mas'r Everard? Isn't he
Aunt Axie asked, as Josephins
showed signs of commencing her dinner alone,
Mrs. Markham, who ate by rule and on
tim, haviog had tea and cold chicken, and

Forrest has lost his appetite
not  coming,”  Josephine re-
plied, with - the utmost indifference,
and as Agnes just then appeared, tue sisters

But few words had passed between Agnes

** Was she a woman, oradomon ?” Everard | and Everard. She had taken his hand in hers

wondered, as hs replied :

** If poesible, I would rather not bring my
maother into the conv: i
will have it so, [ mus: tell you thas she did | have it so, and I thought you knew and had

now who you were."”

*“How ! dill you tell your mother of the
marriage, and have you kept that ffom me,
too 2" Joseph nc asked, and he repliédt

* I did not tcll horof the marriage, although | am
wls a beginning by showing | be
and telling her your name | dinn:

tried to, an | 1

lentified
ather’s family so lonz.”

* And of couse wy fine lady objected
uch stock,” Joscphine said, with a sneer

her voice.

* Josephine,”

rue woman would do that.

humeblect of positions.

onfesse.d as much,

on, but since you

and Everard spoke more
sternly than he bad ever spokea to her in his
life, ** say what you fike to me, bitdon’t men-
ton my wother in that tone or spirit again.
She did not despise you for your birth. No | boy, finding him in the chamber where his
She said that in-
y of feeling would

Almost

and held it there while she looked searchingly
into his face and said .

“Ididn't want to come, “hut she would
sent for her,
go back.”

“ No, Aggie, let lier do as she likes,—I de-
serve it all. But don’s feel badiy, Aggie. I

to seo you, at any rate, and 1 feel
because you are here ; and now go to
, which has waited so long.”

Agnes was not deceived in the least, and
her heart was very beavy as she went down
to the dining-room and took her seat by her
to | sister; who affected to be so gay and bappy,
in | and wio tried to sof'en old Axie by praising
everythingimmoderatel v,

But Axie was not deceived, cither. She
koew it was not all well b-tween the young
couple, and as soon as she had eent in the
dessert, she started up stairs in gquest of her

Maybe I can persuale her to

mother had died, and kuneeling by the bed in
such an abandonment of grief that, without

sk | or nct, she went sofily to his side, and
in | laying her bard old hands pityiogly on

soothingly, just as she used to speak to him

‘“‘If sheiis 10 good, and womanly, and | when he was a little boy, and sat in her

tress upon is than do you

3 3
than shs did whether you are good, and wo-
manly snd true.'
Here Josevhiue began to cry, but Everard | is it, chile ? Can’t you tell old Axie ?

id not heed her tears, and went on :

true, her birihis of no consequence—none | broad lap to be comforted.
So you see she laid less
, who know better | happened you ? Suffin drefile, or you wouldn't

“Thar, thar, honey ; what is it that has

kneulin’ here in de cold an’dark, wid
only yer mother's sperrit for company. What
Is it

her that's a vexin’ you so? Oh, Mas'r

‘“There is in this coantry n> degradation | Everard, how could youdo it ? 'Tell old Axio,

in were the lowest. w)

is the character. the | won't you 2"
nd were you what L be- | And he d.d tell her how the marriage oe-

curred, and when, and that it was this which
trouble between him and his

M.;aum lived to see and regret

8

Here Josephine siopped crying, and de- | his mistake, and that it was impossible for

ly :
*What am I, L
ve scarcely seen me half

him to live with her as his wife. And Axie

y ? What do you know of | took his side at once, and repiied : —

“Iu course you can’t, honey, I seen,that
the fust thing. She bain't like you, nor

“I'know more than you suppose—have | Miss Rossie. She’s pretty, with tiem eyes

“Goon, I am all attention.”

seen more than you guess,” he replied; “but | and long winkers, an’ she’s kind of tetterin’
let me begin with the morning I left you in | an’ eoft : but can’t cheat dis chile.
Holburton, four years ago last June, and | the real siuflf like your mother was.
come down to the present time.”

When he hinted that he knew more of her
life than she sapposed, there instantly flashed
into Jusephine's mind the memory of all the
love affairs she had been concerned in, and | show. an’it's just de sams with no ’eount
the improprieties of which she bad heen | white folks. But don’t you worry, I'll stan’
guilty, and she wondered if it were pogsible by you. Course you can't live with her. I'll
that Everard could know of them, too. But it
was not. and, assuming a calmness she was | an’ you'll feel better in de mornin’, —see if
far from feeling, she said : '

'Tain't
Sposin’
I go and paint my face all over with whitenin’,
I ain't white for all dat. Thar's nobody but
ole black nigger under de whitewash, for
bless your sou!, de thick lips and de wool will

make you a fire an’ fetch you some supper,

’“B‘uﬁ Everard asked to be left alone, that he

Very rapidly, Everard went over with the might thivk it ont and decide what to do.

events of his life as conneeted with her up to | He could not go tobed, and so hs sat the
the time of his father'sdeath and his own dis-
inheritance, and here he paused a moment,
while Josephine said :

eatire night before the fire in the room where
his mother died, and where lus father had
denounced him so angrily, and where Rosa-

* And 80 it was through me you lost | mond had come to him and asked to be h's

I am very sorry, and

“ You misjudge her,”
“ You
she reballed against

it . back

how it

“Miss Belknap, iadeed!" J
i “Don’t

I ] wife. How vividly that last scene came up

again,just as she stood that

, which scemed to him years and years
ago. And but for that fatal misstep that
little girl, grown up to eweet womanhood
been his. Turn which way

thefuture loomed up before him, dark and
eheerless, with always this barden upon him,
to the happiness which might have
been his had he only waited forit. Surely
if his sin was great, his punishment was
greater, and ‘when at the last the gray
mormipg looked in at the windows of his
&

might ba, it would bs passed apart from
osephine.
CHAPTER XXXV '
NMXO!D'!—DICIIIOS.

Bosamond had sent word to Everard that
she would see him after breakfast, and he

hide the ravages of sickness so visible upon
her face.

** I've been thinking it all over,” she began,
a8 he sat down - beside her, * and
thongh my opinion may not be worth
much, I hope you will consider it, at least,
and give it some thought before deciding not
to_adopt it.”

He guessed what was coming, and nerved
himself to keep quiet while she went on :

‘ Everard, she is your wife. You eannot
undo that, except in one way, and that you
must not take, for it is wicked and
wrong. You loved her once. You say you
were quite as much to blame for the marriage |
a8 she, and you know you have been
wrong in keeping it a secret so long. She
has just eause for complaint, and I want you
to try to love her again.  You must support
her, and it will be so much better, and save
#0 much talk and gossip if you live in the
same house with Ler—in this house, your
rightful home.”

*‘Never, Rossie!” he exclaimed, vehement-
ly, “never can Imake her really my wife,
feeling as Ido. It would bea sin, anda
mockery, and I shall not doit. You say I
loved her once; perhaps I did, though it
seems to me now like a child’s fancy for some
forbidden dainty, which, if obtained, cloys on
the stomach and sickens one ever after. No,
Rossie, you talk in vain when you ask me to
live with Josephine as my wife, or even live
with her at all. The same roof cannot shelter
us both. Support her I shall, but live with
her, never! aod I am prepared for all the

His voice trembled as he spoke, and he
leaned back in his chair as if he, too, were
faint and sick, while Rossie continued :
*Then, if you will not live with her under
any ciroumstances, this is my next best plan.
Forrest House is her natural home, and she
must stay here, whatever you may do.”
“Here, Roseie ! Here with you ! Are you
crazy ?" Everard exclaimed, and Rosamond
replied :

“I am going away. I have thought it all
over, and talked with Mrs. Markham.
She has a friend in St. Louis who ie
wanting a governess for her three children,
and she is goiny, to write to day and propose
me, and if the lady consents, I—I am going
away.”

Rossie finished the sentence with a long-
drawn breath, which sounded like a sob, for
this going away from all she loved best was
ag hard for her as for Everard, who felt sud-
denly as if every ray of sunlight had been
stricken from his life. With Rossie goue the
worid would be dark indeed, and for a few
moments he used all his powers of eloquence
to dissuade her from the plan, but she was
quite resolved, and he understood it at last,
and answered her :

“Perhaps you are right ; but Heaven pity
me when you are gone !

For n moment Rosamond was silent, and
then she said, in ber usual frank way :

“Yes, Everard. I understand, or I think
I do, and it would be foolish in me to pretend
not to know—to beliecve—I mean,” and the
bright color began to mount to Rossie's
cheeks as sho weut on: I -mean, that I be-
lieve that you do cara for me some —that if I
were dead you would remeraber me longer
than anyone eise. I gucss you likeme a
little, doa't you, Everard

It was the child, Rossie—the little girl of
his boyhood—who spoke with &ll her old
simple-heartedness of manner, but the face
which looked up at the young man was not
she face of a chiid, for there was written on it
all & woman's first tenderness and love, and
the dark eyes were full of tears, and the
parted lips quivered even gfter she ceased to
speak, and sat looking at him as fearlessly
and ag little abashed as she had looked at
him when she asked to be his wife. And how
could he answer that question so innocently
put? “Youdo like mea listle, don't you,
Everard ?” How, but to stoop and kiss the
quivering lips which kissed him back again
unhesitatingly, but when he sought to wind
his arms around Ler, and hold her “closely
to him, she motioned him away, and said:
*No, Kverard, you might kiss me once, and
1 might kiss you back, as we would do if
cither of us were dying, and it was
our farcwell to each other, as this is. Iean
never kiss you again, never; nor you me,
uor say anything like what we have been
sayieg. Remember that, Everard, The
might-have-been is past, and when we meet,
a8 we sometimes may, it will be on the oid
footing, as guardian and ward, or brother and
sister, if you like that better. And now listen,
while I figish telling you what my wishes
are with regard to the future.”

2 (ro BE CONTINUED.)

————
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VARIETIES FROM A VETERAN.

Pawsing Pevils oa the steel Rall.

A man talks as easily at the rate of sixty
miles an hour as he does at an ordinary after-
dinner pace, and a veteran railroad man who
sat with his feet cocked on an adjoining chair,
on the Ohio & Mississippi fast train Satur-
day, let his recollections and gos ip
flow enterlainingly to a Conrier-Journal re-
porter.

* Ever in as mash-up 2"
laconically.

‘ Never 1"

* That accounts for your lack of nervous-
ness. A child never dreads the fire until he
is burned, and so it is with every kind of
danger. Thers are two classes of engineers,
who are known on the raad as ‘good runners’
and ‘bad runners,’ A good runner is always
sent ont with special trains and in other
cuses where fast time isto be made. He is
an engineer who knows the road and his en-
gine, and will gauge the speed by the quality
of the track, taking a good many chances on
safety. 1 knew one of these fellows, who was
regarded as the coolest and bravest man in
the business. He would take a lightning
special as safely through as another would a
freight. One dark night he was hauling the
night express around a czrve live a meteor, A
tree had been blown across the track by a
storm, and he ran upon it before it could bs
seen. The train was smashed and he was
badly hurt. He got well in time, and took
his place at work, but lost it, and he couldn’
get a passenger train onany road. The ac-
cident killed his ‘nerve,’ and he couldn't take
a train through on even schedule time, He
was always lagging and behind time. That
is the fate of & great many. A bad accident
to & fast train nearly always spoils.a good

"

engineer.
*“ They are always in danger,” said the re-

‘“ Yes; if there’s an nccident they ave al.
most sure to be killed. They go through life
on faith and by good luck. One day, several
years ago, I went for a day's hunting in the
country, and made arrangements for an en-
gine to be sent out for me at 7 o'clock. It
came, and, with three of us aboard started to
make the run of twenty-five miles an hour
abead of the regular train. We got outa
mile or two and the headlight flickered and
went downr. The engine was stopped and the
lantern was tinkered with, and we startel
again. We ran a few miles, and had to stop
and tinker with the confounded lamp again.
This time it %ent out clear, and to our horror
we discovered that the regular train was
within five minu‘s of us, aud there was no
ride track near, It was as dark as original
chaos, not a star out. The engineer started
carefully, worked the throttle out gradually,
and, all of us clinging to the cab for dear
life, the race began, For all that we could
see it was a plunge into space. The engine
snorted and rolled, and fairly flew along the
track, until the welcome light of the home
yards fell upon us. We- had rua thirteen
miles on pure faith in nine minutes, and the
regular train was an hour and forty minutes
behind time !

*“ That was a close shave on luck!”
“Yes; 1 don’t want to ride under pressure
again,”

askel the veteran

e ——

BIZPAR’'S LULLABY.
Sleep, sleep—the south wind blows,
il bee in the thornless rose ;
have gone to bed—
e-bell

the tide flows—
Night comes—night goes ;
While the stars the still watch keep—
Lullaby, baby—sleep—sleep !

Hush, hush, thy restless cries,

Cloge the drowsy, blue-bells eyes ;

On thy mother’s love-warm breast
Fold thy hidden wings and rest ;

Till tbe%loucm-ﬁye- unclose—

Sleep ; the svuth wind softly blows ;
In the mother-heart, my rose,
Love comes, but never goes—
Mother love has tides so deep !

y, baby—sleep—sleep |

—+You don't do that again,”
2 the boy who cut Lis tail off.

said the pig

| evening.

BADGSERING THR ELEPRANT.
Wow a Whole Menagerie Got in n #lay-

fal Mood,

From the Burlington Hawkeye.
The other day the elephant came into the
big tent fanning himself wearily with bis
ears,
‘‘Has the mammoth hippo-olympical and
monster menagerie of living wild beasts and
mastodon colossal aggregation of the road,”
he asked, ‘‘realized that it was about time for
the members of the assembly to put away
their furs in cedar boxes and camphor for the
summer ?"
The polar bear said he believed he would
have his packed away in ice, if he could get
the provigions out of the ice-box.
_The elephant told himhe would be more
likely to hang his hide on a fence thando
anything else with it, if the weather struck
in much warmer.
huT:: @rizzly bear said he was goingto store

T,
*‘Where ?" asked the rest of the animals.
“In & wear house,” replied the bear, with a
grim smile.

“That is,” said tho elephant severely,
““you are going to wear it ?"

*‘On my back,” said the bear,

And the elephant told him o be more ex-
plicit in his remarks when they were discuss.
ing such an important subject.

“You aren’t very much worried about your
furs,” retorted the bear,” are you "

The elephant lcoked a little uneasy, and
backed around to hide from Rgoneral view the
seanty wisp of hair at the end of his tail.
““What have youbeen wearing this winter?”
asked the leopard ; Russian sable or mink ?"
You've been clipped, haven't you " asked
the monkey.

“You might sonk yourself in a tan vat,”
said the buffalo, “and you'd have anice water-
proof of sole leather.”

*The moths must have got into your fur,
didn’t they ?" asked the mink.

**You ought to have a good shampoo,” said
the ze&m. “something has brought it out al-

_“You ought to graft yourself with a cater-
pillar,” said the hyena.

“Or,” the Numidian lion suggested, “you
might 'l.nn yourself vaceinated with a hair

The elephant remarked that ho al -
ways had his hair ous close in the spring, and
he never suff from headache or ernpti

of the ekin. But the explanation had a very
thin kind of a sound and the conference
passed on te the discussion of the third ques-
tion, and shortly after singing *“The Babies
on our Block™ in' a very ironical manner,
adjourned.

T —
TRE PERILOUS ICE FIELDS,

A Thrilling Story of Twoe Weekn on the
Newfoundinnd Const.

The steamer Plover Lias arrived at Tres-
passy, N. F., from the West coast. She
brought to that port the officers and erew of
the wrecked bark Thorndcan. The Thorn-
dean, of South Shields, was bound from
Genoa to Quebeo for a cargo of timber. She
experienced boisterous weather during the
greater part of the voyage. On May 1, while
running along the western shore, with a field
of ice on the outside and a dense fog obseur-
ing the land, the bark struck the rocks,
about a mile and a half from Lapointe. A
boat was inmediately lowered, into Whigh
several of the crew jumped for the purpose of
getting a line to the shore. This was accom-
plished after much trouble. On nearing the
land the boat was dashed to pieces, and the
brave fellows who volunteered to open A way
of escape jfor their shipmates, barely sue-
deeded in effecting their object. One end of
the line was fastened to the top of the cliff
and the other to the mizzen masthead. By
this means the remainder of the crew landed
safely, but their escape was not a moment
too soon, as the last man had barely reached
the cliff when the bark went to pieces, She
was of 1,308 tons brrden, and earried a crew
of eighteen men, all told,

Another steamer arrived at Trepassy brought
the crew of the wrecked bark Onturio, of
Grangenionth, Seotland. The Ontario was of
1,050 tons burden. Capt. Stewart Walters left
Grangemouth on Mouday, March 29, with
750 tons of coal, bound for Quebee, to load
lumber. Very tempestuous weather was ex-
perienced trom the beginning of the voyage.
On reaching the Newfoundland coast large
fields of ice were met, into which the bark
was driven and remained jammed for fifteen
days. She got clenr of the ice on May 9,
when Capt. Walters found himself ina very

Eaward mg'i-q.. | John Progtor,
e

i‘h‘mﬂ;‘:‘lomh Mgﬂ :ﬂm
attempt

ture, he persuaded his wife to attend -
meeting, and her abrence hm
the dog up so that it would not interfere. He
then locked himself in his barn and hi
himself to_a ladder. He could have nlnv:s
himself at any time had he repented of his
rashnese. The neighbors had always con-
sidered McInnes half-demented. He leaves a
and one daughter, who has reached

mlhu'itl.—St. Thomas 7imes.
LISTOWEL CARRIAGE U ..

GODDARD & GRLLD
Are now manufacturing
JARRIAGES, BUGGIES,
FARMERS'

) DEMOCRATS,
LUMBER WAGONSY, te.

From the very best seloctod muterial, and whiel
they will sell

=" AT BOTTOM PRICES!

‘We would say to those who wish to purahase
auy of these articles, to call nud exwmiue vur

No All work g teed.

Repairing, Painting, Trimming, &c.
done with neatness and dispateh.

Also repairs for Thompson & Williwms' Agri-
cultural implements kept on hand.

GODLDARD & GREEN,
Cor., Wallace and Inkerman sta,

BANK OF HAMILTOR,

CAPITAL SUBSCRIBED, $1,000,0€0.

DIRECTORS :
DONALD McINNES, Esq., Prosidens.
JON STUARY, Bsq., V‘l"umt

James Torner, ’ Denni:

an stowel.

Ee:
gy

W T O et

LISTOWEL AGENCY.

Interest allowed on deposit receipts at
the rate of

Four Per Cent. per Annum.

Drufts on New York, pa{nbh in Gold or
Currency, bought and sold.

Orrice Hours—From 10 am. to 8 poa. Om
Sasardays, from 10 s.m. to 1 p.m,
J. OLIVER MOWAT.
14 Agent.,

MOINEY.

McDONALID'S BANK.

ARMERS, MERCHANTS AND
others, desiring money on short date en-
dorsed notes, or witl F collateral security,
ean obtuin it at any time by applying to the
undersigned. Also interest allowed at the rate of

SIX PERCENT.PER ANNUM

on money received on deposit. Can be drawn at
any time with interest to date of withdrawal.
Drafts issued to all points in Canada, payable at
the Merchants Bank of Canada and its branches,
American currency bought and sold.
O¥rice Hounrs—10 a.m. to 3 p.m.
A. McDONALD & CO., Bankers,

Osborne's Block, Main streat, Listowel.

MONEY.

28

SCOTT’'S BANK,

LISTOWEL, ONTARIO.
ESTABLISHED 1873.

Does o General Banking Business.

$pectal attention given to collections at a modem
ate charge. Ivterest allowed on de-
posits at the rate of

“IX PER CENT. PER ANNUM
can be drawn ut any time.

Money ndvenced in small or large amounts
all tiines, on good endorsed notes or on col

security.
J. W.SCOTT, /
Manager and Propmeter.

unpleasant position. Outside of the ship lay
the danger from which he” had first escaped,
and inside, bus invisible, owing to a thick fog,
be knew that another danger awaited him in
the shape of a long etretch of const with
L L he was entirely unacquainted. At 3
i) ou the morning of the 10th land was
observed by the lookout, and immed ly all

WROFESSIONAL CARDS.

ENNELL & DINGMAN, BAR-
RISTERS, Attorneys, Solicitors, &e. Of-
fices—Over Mesars. Climle, Hay & Co.'s store,

hands were ealled on deck, and an attempt
was made to wear the bark, but before this
could le accomplished she struck on the
rocks, whers she held fast. The officers, be-
lieving it to be impgssible to get the Ontario
off, ordered the boats to be lowered to effect a
landing. On reaching shore they ascertained
that they were about five miles from the
channel. The bark was subsequently boarded,
snd such articles as could be removed were
taken off and given iu charge of the Commis-
sioner of Wrecked Property. The erew nom-
bered twenty all told.

—

EGREENBACK CAVDIDATE,

James B. Weaver, the Greenback candidate
for President, is an Ohio wan, havin
born at Dayton, in June, 1833.  After receiv
ing d eciomon school education he studied
law, and was graduated from the Cincinnati
Law School in 1856, t the outbreak of the
war Le enlisted as a private in the Second
lowa Infantry, and rose by successive steps
to'the rank of Brevet Brigadier- General. Af-
ter the war he returned to lis law practice in
Iowa, aud was elected District Attorney in the
Second Judicial District of that State in 1866,
In 1867 he was made United States Assessor
of Interoal Revenue for the First Iowa Dis-
trict, bolding the office for six years. The
Greenbuck party nominated him for Congress
in 1878, and he was elected over tke Repub-
lican candidate by a majority of 2,058. His
record in Congress is well known. He early
introduced his bill for the equaliaation of the
bounties of soldiers to a specie basis, and pro-
viding for the issue of $400,000,000 of green-
backs for the purpose, which has never come
to a vote in Congress. His other

D. B. Dinamax,
SMITH & GEARING, BARRIS-
TERS, Attorneys Solicitors, &o. Office—
Og{ollh Grand Central Hotel, Listowel, Ont,
. BarTR, J. GRAYSON SMITH.
{ F. W. GeARING, 1-8y
DBS. DILLABOUGH & DING-
MAN, Physicians, &c. Offices—Over Liv-
ingstone's drug store. Dr. Dillabough'’s residence,

corner Main and Livingstone streets. Dr. Ding-
an's rosiden : 1 and Penlopo sbs .

H. MICHENER, M. D., PHY.
eJ « SICIAN Suigeon and Aeconcheur. Office
at his drug store, Osborne Block, Muin strees.

ut.

Residence, opp. Post Office, M
EREAN.

NMIAR
W. MITCHELL,

Dealer in American and Foreign Marble,
Granite Monuments, Emnglish &
American Grave Stones.

Table tops, Mantel pieces, Fire Grate: dow
and Suor sills, ete. B

BTAND—O ite
tawel, Pposite town hall, Mill street, Lis-
B 1 1 T T
\\ M. BRUCE, SURGEON DEN-
e TIST, lute of Toronto, Graduateof the
Royal College of Dental Surgeons. Office—Over
Bean & Gee's store, Main street, Listowel. Teeth
extracted without pain by the use of nitrous-
exide god. 5
PRUCTOR & GALL, ARCHI-
TECTS and Superintendonts. Plans and
elevations of public and private buildings drawn
architecturally and practically, with specifica-
30!:5 in detail. Offices ~Wingham and T.ist,wel.

nt.
J. C. PROCTOR, Wingham,

was one providing that all the eurrency of the
country, whether gold, silver or puper, should
be issued by the Government.  After four or
five fuiile attempts to eateh the aye of Speaker
Randall, he at lust suceeeded, only to have it
defeated by a vote ‘of 83 yeas to 116 nays,
Gen. Weaver is a man of excelient perscnal
character, a warm udvocate of temperance,
and a prominent member of the Methodist
Charch.

FAT OFFAUKS.
The Elora Ezpress huas been hunting up

tha receipts of Registrars. It says : County
Registrars are well paid officera, istrar

WM. GALL, Listowel.
R. L. ALEXANDER, NEWRY,
of Po;th‘ Conve:

Qnt. Licensed Auctioneer for the County

ancer, &c. Mortgages, deeds,

&:., drawn up at lowest rates. Money to loan on
furm property at lowest rates. Zomplete ar-
or les can be made either nt

3 e

, NEWRY,

Ont,, Issuer of Marriage Licenses, is-
sionerin B. R, Deeds, mortgages, l.uc:cml:nd
all on terms.

Money to lend. e

COUNTY OF #JPERTH. — THE
Warden at the

John of Norih 'dlhqton. e~
ceived $5,355.05 for his valuabl lnet

year ; while Registrar Massie received $4,
484.40. Registrar Lineey, of Toronto city,
passed in the checks to the tune of $9,518.15.
The Registrar of Bruce received over $10,000;
while 2 Registrars received over $0,000, 1
over $7,600 ; 1 over $7,000; 1 over $6,500 ;
3 over §6,000 ; 3 over $5,500 ; 4 over $5,000;
3 84,500 ; 4 over $4.000; 4 over $3.500; 7
over $3,000 ; 6 over $2,500 ; 8 over $2,000 ;
4 over $1,500, and only two from $500 to
$1,000. We think that Treasurer Wood, in
view of a falling off in Provineial revenues
might fund registration fees, and pay Regis-
trars reasonable salaries. To 59 Registrars
no less & sim than $195,495 was paid last
year for registration fees, or an average to
each Begistrar of §3,813.

County Clerk's Odice, Stratford.

OMINION HOTEL, WALLACE

/' street, Listowel, F. W. Meckes, yroprietor.

Under the new manngement this house will be

kept in first-class style throvghout. Excellent

accommodation for quests. Bar rupplied witk the

best liquors and cigars. Good stalling, ete
Prime lager a specialty.

V J, FERGUSON, B.A., AT.
o TORNEY at Law, Solicitorin Cbnncerz,
ek,

Conveyancer, &c. Office—Cumpbell’s Blos
Main street, Listowel. & Money to lend on
farm security at low rates.

ISSES TRIMBLE, DRESS
and Mantie Makors. Rooms, over Bean &

TAE SUGAR BEET.
[Tilsonburg Observer |

We learn from the Oswego Palladium that
Mr. J. M. Hart, of that city, has sold to the
farmers of adjoining counties over half a ton
of sugar beet seed, all of which has been sown
this spring. The Maine Beet Sugar Company
has also contracted 150 acres of sugar beets
at $4 a ton in Shenectady County. In our
own neighborhood there are at least 50 or 75
acres sown, some who tried an scre lost year
having five acres this season. In the matter
of securing contracts for growing sugar beets
for a factory to be established here, nothing
has Leen done during the past month, as
farmers weré too busy seeding, ete., but Mr,
Law will recommence operations in a ehors
time. In the meantime he will be pleased to
receive visits at his office from farmers inter-
ested in the sabject, and will attend meetings |
in any neighborbood if farmers desire it and
will attend’ the meetings.

DETEXMINED TO DIE.

Duncan Melunes, a farmer living three
miles west of Rodney, hung himself to s ladder
in his barn about four o'clock on Thursday
He was quite dead when foand, |
Insanity is supposed to have been the eause,
This was Melnnes’ third attempt to shuffle
off this mortal coil. He twice attempted to
drown himself in a creek, but bisdog dragged

Gee's store, Main st., Listowel. Latest fashio;
Terms reasonable. Ladies attention invnu:l. .

D CR: S8 TEMPLE
Gteynl WBinel Pieeep.
Boy. i Miack Knighin
relnud, encamped at Lis.
I Iegular night ot meeting
iusl fidey in each month,
DR, J. A. BUKGRS

LISTOWEL MARBLE WORKS
AMMORROW

) Dealor in American and Foreign Marble, 4

Granite Moenuments Imported
and Finished 1o Order.
English and American Grave Stones, Mantel
Pieces, Table Teps, Counter Tops, eto.

Satisfuotion wuaranteed. SHOP—Opposite the
Commercial Hotel, Listowel, Ong.
81 [ A, M. MorROw.

0. L. NO. 617.
e The members of
this Lodge meet in their
Lodge Room, on
street, on the 1st Thurs.
day of every month, a$
7.00 p.m. Brethren from
other lodges are cordially
jnvited to vis't us when-
ever convenient.
DR.J. A. BURGESS,
Muster,




