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She threw" the latier across the -table.

‘With her first words the ‘face of the-1ndiat
oﬂ;oer had changed:~a 'bunted look of abso-
lute terror had come:into his face.

His hands, tightened -oyer the

eyes fixed! themselves. npon the.dainty mifs!

sive his ; danghter held before. them, bix
florid, healthfal color faded—a dull-grayish

whiteness crept over, his face! from’brow to

ohin. oo G
« Papni” Katherine cried, you're siok,
you're going to have afit! Don't tell me!
ean't

momensand come round 1"

She held a glass of water to his lips. He
obeyed mechanically, and the color that had
faded snd fled, slowly crept back to his
bearded, sunbrowaed .face. *'L'here!” said

- Miss Dmngerfield, in ‘& satisfied tone, *you
have ¢owde round! | Aud now tell me, Was it

a fit, or was it thelatter? Tell me thetruth,

wir; don's prevaricate!” R

« Iv'was one.of my old attacks, Kathie, no-.
thihg tnore. " You ought-to bé usedto them
by this time.” ‘Nothing more, I give you my
word. Go back to your breakfast, child,” he
said testily; «and don't stand staring there.in
Shat wocomfortable way!” .

‘uMy opinion is, papa,” responded Mies
Pangerfisld, with gravity, ¢ that you're ina
bad way and should tum your attzption im-
mediately from the roast beef of old England
to water gruel and weak tea. A fine old
English gentleman  of your time of day, who
has Jett his liver behind him in India, and
who has-a Sepey bullet lodged for life In his
left lung, and a strong tendency to apoplexy
besides, eught to mind what he eats and
drinks, and be on very friendly terms with the
nearest clergyman. Aren’t you going to read
that letter, paps, and tell me who the woman
is who nas the presumption to write to you
without 'y knowledge? Now where are
you going 7' For Bir John had arisen has-
tily, his letters in his hand.

#To my stady, Kathie. Finish your break-
fast, darling, and don't mind me” He
stooped down suddenly and kissed her, with
almost pnssionate tenderness. ¢ My datling!
my darling!” he said. ¢« Heaven bless and
kesp vou always, whatever happens—what-
ever happens.” .

He ropeated the last words with a sort of
angulsh in his voice, then turned and walked
out of the breakfast parlor before his very
much amazed duughter could speak.

#Welll'  exclaimed Miss Dangerfield at
last, * this does cap the universs, doesn't it 7”
This guestion being addressed to vacancy re-
oeived no reply. ¢ There's a mystery here,

and I don’t like mysteries out of sensation
novels. ‘I have no secrets from papa—what
business has papa to have secrets from
me?

She nrose with an injured air, gave the bell
a vicious pull, and walked in offended aig |
nity back to her rrom. The broad, black,
slippery oaken staircase weni up in majestic
sweeps to the regions above. Miss Danger—

Held ascended it slowly and with a face of
perplexed thought.

« It was never an attack—don't tell me—it
was that nasty, vicious, spidary written little
letter! Nuw what woman wrote tbat letter,
and what busfness had she to write it? 1
shall insist upon papa giving mea full ex-
planation at dinner-time. No woman in
Parls or any other wicked city shall badger
my precious old soldier into an early grave.
Aud meantime 1 sball have a gallop on Il-
derim over the golden Sussex downs.”

Bhe entered her room sinping the song the
handsome tenor had sung at the concert the
nighs befure, the melody of whose silvery
voice, the dusky fire of whose cyes, the dark
Ioreign besuty of w
her remantic seventeen-yoar-old miud ever
sinoe,

** Rlsponela a chit' implorat
Rispondia a cara ame!” .

# How handsome he was, how handsome— tempest. and at so opportune a moument.

If ever I marry, it shall be
a man—a demi-god like that. Peter Danger-
field, indeed! Nasty little bore! Siill I
would ruthor have him in love with me than
have no one atall. I wonder if it is I, my-
self, he loves, or Bcarswood Park, and the
heiress of eight thousand a year. Ninon!
my green ridiag-habit, and tell them to fetch
Ilderim aronnd. And ob, Ninon, my child,
tell that tiresome groom I don’t want him |-
perambulating bebind me, like an appoplec-
tic shadow, Iderim and I can take care of
surselves”

::But, mademoiselle—Seer John's orders

how han isome !

" #Ninon Duclos, will you do ag { order
you? f won't bave the groom—there! I'm
alwaps ahocklng the residett gentry of this
nefghborhood, and I mean to go on shocking
them. I fuel as if-I had a spy at my heels
while that-beef-eating groom is there. Hsip
me on with my habit and Bay no morg about
it.”? A :
Lattle Jinon knew a good deal better than
~4% dispute Miss Dangerfic1d’s moud when Misg»
Dangerfield spoke in' that toma. Miss
Dangerfield . had boxed her’ears before now,
and was very capable of doing it again. Per-
haps, ea the whole, smartlittle Ninon rather
liked having hereats impetuously slapped by
her impuldive young mistress, aad the ting-

ling ourer, ns it invariably was, by the present |.

of Miss Kaitherine's se-ond-best silk dress
half-an-hour after. -
Looking verv bright and dashiog, if not in
$he lewst pretty, the heiress of Scarswood
Park ran lightly dowa the slippery stairs; out
of the' vast vaulted hall, where statues
gle med and snit+ of mail worn by dea -and-
gone B ungerfie'ds cooturies before, flishad
back the sunshine, Her dark-green riding.
habit Bited her, as Katherine herself said, « ax
showgh sbe hid heen born in it"—the wav-
ing brightuess of her brown bair was twined
in thick plaits aronad her graceful hesd, and
her pork ple hat with its scarlet bird's-wing
perobed ever go little on one side, set off the
piquaate face beneath—a thoroughly Englich
face, despite the golden hue of a tropte'suu.
«1 beg your parding, miss,” Roberts, the
Batler, 8ald; stepping forward. - He was a dig-
nified, elderly, clerical-looking personage,
like an archbishop in silk stockiogs aud knee
breeehes; « hut if you will hexcuse the re-
* murk, migs, 1 think as ow we're going to 'ave
astorm. Thery's that closeness in the barr,
miss, and that happearance in the hatmo-
spbere that halways perceeds a :thunder-
siorm § ii I wmight .make 80 bold, miss, I
shonld badvise you not to stay hout more
than a hour, at the furthest.®
# Good gracious, Roberts, what nonsense!
Thero's not a oloud in the sky. Oh, well!l
that one! why it's no bigger than my hand.
I'm going to Castleford, and I don't believe
im yonrthunder-storms '’ .
. *You'll catch it, though, for all that, my
young lady,” soliloquized Mr. Roberts, look
ing after the slight girlisl figure as it dashed
out of sight down the elm uvenueé mouuted
on a spirited black horee. ¢ Great storms
’a¥e come from clouds no bigger than a man's

“paper,. iﬂs

1 gee it? Drink this—drink it this

hose face, had haunted | eyes into which it had ever been her good for-

silvor-voiced tenor of last night's ¢once.t,

»

’and befote
that/ﬂ/o/n :

20w, ..But Y'on're a young persine
be badvised jand you'll come te

théde"¢/ays’ through 'aving. tou
dy( 08 sure as my Dame's

Gl M2¥.: Roberts philosophically”
ent “bick/ito ‘the; Castleford Chronicle, and
maver:dreameid that ke had - uttered .a’ pro-
p‘heéy.v*,:f;."' DAY

“breezy Bryss.x downs—gold-green in the Sep:.
tember gunshine. . But thé-brilliance of that
sunligiat grew dim and dimmer. with:every
passing moment, and looking*up presently.
/she, sawthat her “cloud no bigger -than a
‘man's hand 7 had rpread and -darkened, aud
«as fast glooming over the whole sky. Old’
Roberts had been tight then, after-allj and’
onless she stayed at Castleford, or turned
back at once, she was in for a drenching.

«] won't turn back and I won't stop at
Castleford,” the baronet’s daughter said, set-
ting her white teeth. «1'l1l get my books,
and I'll go home, and Ilderim and I shall out-
otrip the lightring after all.”

Sbedashed into the town. Castletord was
a military depot, and_knots. of. red-coated-
officers grouped ‘here and there lowered their
crests, and gazed after her with admiring
eyes a8 gho flaw by.

« Pluckygirl that)” said Captain Vere de
Vere of the Plungers Purple to his friend
.Captain . Howard of the Bobtails. Blue.
« Gad! how squarelv she sits on her saddle.
And what & waltzer she is—as graceful as a
Parisienne ballerina, and as spriogy. Com-.
fortable thing there waiting for some lucky
beggar—clear eight. thousand a year, and
strictly entailed. Nota bandsome girl, I ad-
mit, but what would you? Doosidly clever,
‘too, and that’s a drawback. I hate your
clever women,—put a fullow out of conun-
tenance, by Juve! BShouldn’t know anything
—women shouldn’t, beyond the three great
feminine arts, dancing, dressing, and looking
pretty.” With which terse summary of
women duties the Honorable Plantagenet
Vere de Vere lit his huage manilla aud sana.
tered away. ¢ She sesmed uncommonly
sweet oa that foreigner, that Creole fellow—
what's his name--at the concert last night,”
he thought. «It's always fellows like that
with tenor voices and long eyelashes, that
draw the matrimonial prizes. Heard her
tell Edith Talbot last night all the officers
ut Castleford had ginger whiskers, and knew
no more how to waltz than so many lively
young elepbants.”

Miss Dangerfield’s errand was to a Castle-
foud bookeeller's, and herorder was for all the
newest novels. Sho came out presently, fol-
lowed by the obscquious shopman carrying
her parcel and bowing his thanks, The
storm was very near now. The whole sky
was dark—there was that oppressive heat and
stillness in the air that usually precedes a
thunder-storm. )

4 Coming !’ Miss Dangerfield thought,
vaulting into her saddle. « Now them, Il-
derim, my beauty, my darling, outstrip the
storm if you can!” o
She was off like the wind, and ina few
mioutes the. town lay far behind her. Bat
fate had decreed to take sides with Roberts.
.On the bare downs, treeless and honseless,
the lightning leaped out like a two-edged
sword. There came the booming crash of
thunder, then a deluge of rain, and the mid-
day summer tempest was upon her in its
might. Tne swift, sudden bluze of the light-
ning in his eyes stactled the nervous system
of Ilderim, He tossed his little black
Arabian head in the air with asnort of terror,
made a bound forwara and fled over the
grassy plains with the speed of an express
train. ‘

¢ A runaway, by Jove!”

-A man aarted forward with the cry upon his
lips,and made the agile spring of a wild catat
Liderim’s bridle rein. A moment's stroggle
and then the spirited Arab stood still under
the grasp of an iron hand, quivering in every
limb, and his mistress, looking down from
her saddle, met full two of the most beautiful |-

tuae to look.

It was Mr. Gaston Dantree, the handsome,
nd a flush of glad surprise lit up her.fuce.
«Mr. Dantree!” shecriud, “you ! and in this

dering me such very timely assistance ?”

to say, but that would bave been coming ita
little too strong. Her life had not been in-

horse-woman, and could have managed a
much wilderanimal than Ilderim. But the
kaight to the rescao was Mr. Dantres, and
last night Miss Dangerfield, had - Jooked for
he first time into those wondrous ayes of
gold-brown light ‘and falien straightin love
with their owner. ‘
He wag yvery handsome; perfectly, fault-
esaly haudsome, with an olive complexion, a
low forehead, a chisolled nose, a thick bLiagy
moustache, and two Gaik winond eyes, of
liquid light.” Not tall, not stout, not very
mmaly-looking, perhaps, in any - way, men
wore rather given to sneer at Mr. Gigron
Dantrea's somewhat offeminate \soauty, Bag
they never sneered loog, | Thure was that in
Mr. Dantrev's black tyes in Mr. Dantree's
wmusical voice, in Mr. Dantreds trained
muscles, that would have rendered a sericus:
difficulty a little unplousant. He took off his
hut now, deepite the pouriog rain, and stoud
bufore the heiress of Scarswood, luoking like
‘he Apollo himself in a shabby shooting
jacket. :

.4 You do me too much honor, Miss Davger-
field ; I don’t really think your life was in any
danger, still it's pleasant to know J wastheone
to stop your black stesd all the same. Ruather
a coincideuce, by the bye, that I should meet
you here just at present, as, taking
advantsge of last night's kiud invit:tivn, 1
was about to present myself at S arswood.”
tAnd Hcarswoud is very well worth
geeiog, I assure you. As it is not more
than u quarter of a mile to the gates, sups
puse yuu resume your hat and yonur journey 7"’
« But, Miss Dangerfivld, you will get your
death at this pace in this dowopour.”

2 0h, no, I'l not” Ratherine answered
coolly. “The rain will never fall that will
glve 'me my death! You don't know how
strong [am. Cume Mr. Dautree, let me see
ityou can walk as tast as Ilderim.”

She looked down at him with that brilliant
smile that lit her dark face iuto something
brighter than benuty.

«Come, Mr. Dantree,” she repeated, #let mo
be cicerwne fur once, aud show you thesplen-
dors of Scarswuod. Itie ¢he show place ot the
neighborhood, you know, built by a Danger—
fisld, I am afrard to say how many centuries
ago., Wocameover with Willlam, ths what's-
bis-name, you know, or, perhaps, William
found us hure when he arrived ; I m not posi-
tive which, . We're a dreadfully old family,
inderd, and Um the last daugbter of the race;
and I wouldn't be anybody but Katherine
Dangerfield, of Bcarswood Park, for the
world I ,

She dashed under the huge stone arch of
ma-onry as sheepoke, half laughing, wholly
in earnert. She was proud of the old bluod
thut flowed so Bpinitedly in her veins, of thi~

-
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1- «Thaok.yon. Miss

- ",':M'E&.’Ds’fﬁ'g;éfﬁéldjaasbed di?ay bvei:'?ﬁgei

8aid, a8’ ho;, passedby. he
Normanarch. - g
- He raléed*his hat-

: e i

Boah i
«T Miss Dangerfield,” he:8
-gtavely;-and so, still byrhec.side, walked up
the drippling elm avenue.and into the house.

“Boven-and twenty, to many women~—had done’
‘its »work" once more. Herown hand had
“piought Liimtheré, her own voice had spoken
*her, séntence, Gaston.Dautree stood under
‘the yroof ‘of Scarswood Hall, amd:until her
/dying hour; this day wonld-stand out distinct|
{fgn_r all other days in Katherine Daogerfield’s,
lifes oo ) ’ '
" *'Sir John'sat in hij library alone, that lettér
“from Paris still crushed in his hand as though
it had been'a serpent. It seemed a very
varmless ‘serpent.. It geemed a very harm.
loss serpent at: first sight; it only contained
lines, written in an clegant, flowing Italian:
chirograpby : -~ Lo
#Paris, September 23,
#“ My Dear Sie Jouy Dancenrienp: How de-
lightedly my pen writesthetitle! A baronet!
Who would have thonght it? -AndScarswood'

thousand ‘a:year: (Who could .have h-ped
-it? ~And youre back in England, and la
petite—the little Katherine. Darling little
Katuerine! 8o full of spirit and self-will; as
she. was when I saw herlust,.and that is fifteen
yoews ago. Ab, mon didu! fifteen weary,
wuoary, weary years. My dear baronet, I am
coming too see you; I know you wi l bo en-
chanted. On the third of October you will
gpud your carriage to Castleford. Stdtion to’
meot the 7.20° London express and me. And
your servant will ask for Mrs, Vuvasor., I
adapt my names as I do my conversation, to
my company; and, among the aristocratic
county fumilies of Sussex, let me be aristo-
crutic, too: - Adien,r my baronet, for. the
‘present; and allow me to subscribe myself by
the oid and, alas! plebeian cognomen of
Hagrpier Hazmax.

4P, 5.—Tell my pet, Katherine, I am com-
ing. Kissthe dacling chiid for me.”

He bud sut for hours as he sat now, the
letter crashed in his band, a grayish palior on
his face, hls eyes looking biankly out at the
drifting rain, ut the tossing, wind-blown treés.
The lightning leaped forth at intervals, the
summer thunder broke over the roof, the
summer-rain beat on the glass. He neither
saW nor heard ; he sat like a man stunned by
a greut and sudden blow, -

#And I thought her dead,” he muttered
once. “I hoped she was dead. [ thought,
atter fifteen years' ‘stlence, I- was safe; and
uow—oh; God!' will the wicked wish rever be
granted 7! :

He sat there still as he had sat since heleft
the breakfust table, when the door was flung
wide, and Katherine, dripping like a mermaid
stooa before him. o

#May I come in, papa, or have you fallen
asleep? Dvyou knew it is two o’clock, and
past luncheon time, and tbat I have brought
bome a guest? It’s Mr. Dantree, papn—you-
remember bhim, you know—and he wante to
dve tue house, and I want you to be civil to
him. MHe’s in the blue drawing-room; and
while I'm changing my habit I wish you
would go up aud entertain him. « Papa!?
She broke oil suddenly, catching sight of his
altered face. % What /s the matter? You
look like your own ghost!” ) 3
Ho rose up stiflv, as if his limbs were
cramped, crushing the letter more tightly still

in his hand. Heturned away from the winduw
8o that bis fuce  was hidden from her, as he
auswered: o '

«I am a litde cold. Who did you

say was waiting, Katherine? Ob, yes;
the singing man—Gaston Dantree. By
the byo, Kathle, tsll Harrison to

prepare one of the front chambers.for a—

a lady—an old friend ot mine—wLo is coming
to visit us,
of the third of October next, and her name is
Mrs. Vavasor.” ' '

She will be hure on the avening

© (To be continued.)

THE END OF THE WORLD.

The following dismal picture of the end of

the world is by the noted French- wciemtiet,
How shall I thank you for save—for render- | Cummills Flammarion: The earth was born;
| . she will die.
¢ For suving my life,” she hnd -been going | when her vital «lements’ sball have' beeu

She will -die "either of old age,

used, or through the ‘extinction of the sun; to
whose rays her life is suspended. She might

tue smallest danger—she wus a thurongh | 4lso die by accident, through collision witk

some celestinl body meeting lier on het route;
but this end ot the world i the most impro-
bable of all. Bhe may we repeat, diea natural
death through the slow absorption of her
vital element, Ino'fact, it 18 piobuble that
the air and water are diminishing. The ocean,
like the atmoxpaere, appears to have been
formerly much more considerable than it is in
our day. The terrestial crust has Tenetratad
waters which combine chijnically with the
rocks. It {8 almest Ceéitain that the tem—
peratvta of the interior of the globe reaches
that of builing water at the depth of six miles,
and preveots the water from descending any

‘lower ; but the absorption will continue with

the couling ot the globe. The oxygen, mitro-
gen, and carbonic acid which compore our
atmosphere also appear to undergo absorp-
tion but slower: Tae thinker may foreses,
through the midst yet to come, the epech, yet
afir off, in which the earth, deprived of the
atmospheric, aqueous vapor which protects
her from the glacial cold space by pieserving
the rolar rays around ber, will become chilled

“in the rleep of avaty. As Heorl Vivarel says:

«From the summit of the mountains a wind

ing sheet of snow witl descend-upon the high

platean and the valleys, driviog before it life
apd civilization, and masking forever the
cities and nations that it meets on its pas-
suge.” Life and humanuctivity will press in-
sensibly toward the iuner tropical zone. St.
Potersburg, Berlin, Londow, Paris, Vienna,
Constantincple and Rome will fall asleep in

succession under their eternal shrond, During:
very many ages equitorial hamanity ‘will
undertake Arctic expeditions to find again
under the ice the plaus of Parig, Lyons, Bor-
deaux aund Marseilivs, The sea coasts will
have changed, aud the geographical map of
tbe earth will have been trunsformed. No one
will live and breatk:e nny more vxcept in the
equatorial zone up to the day when the last
family, nearly dead with cold and hunger,
will sit op the shore of the 1xst sea in therays-
of thesun, whicq. will thereatter shine here
below on an ambnlent tomb revolving aim-
lessly round s useless light and a barren heat.
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CAN'T PREAGH GOOD.,

No man cen do a good job of work, preach
a good sermon, try & law suit well, doctor a
patiunt, or write a good article when he fuels
miserable snd dull, with sloggish brain and
unsteadv nerves, and none should make the
attempt in such a condition when it can be so
ensily and cheaply removed by a little Hop
Bitters. Seo “ Truths” and ¢ Proverbs,” other
column,

Goop Apvick. We advise every family to
Yeep Downs’ Flizir aiways on band. It

noble mansion, of the princely inheritance
which was her birthright, o

1a the best remedy fur coughs and colds ever
offered to the publio,. ' o
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* His fatal beauty—tatal, though he:was bu | =

Purk is yours, and your income is.clear eight | -

‘to me, forbade me ever seciog again the: face

. OHAPTER: XXTII—CoNTINUED
"So intenso is the surprise that he is-almost
stenned.” Then a-sudden startling”thonght
strikes him—why has she come? Does she
know ?. :He draws back and looks down into’
the face that is dearer to him'than all.earth
beside—that he“Las seen only in dreams for
two long years. - : Ce
 Sydney,” ho asks, * why bhave you come?
_How 1s it that what parted us once does: not.
-part us still 7 4 ‘
# Because it should never have parted us,”
she says with a great sob; ¢ because my life
away from yon was one long death. I could
put stay. Wheth.r you want me or mnof,
Léwis, I had to come. Do what you may,
I can nover. have .any. life apart from. you
moro.” .
She knows nothing. She has'come to him
-because shelover him too well talet even guilt
stand between them.- And he bows his head,

lime beyond all others to speak the utter joy.
of human'souls; - L
“* ']_.‘hpnk- God I

' CHAPTER XXIV.
6 INTO MARVELLOUS _men'r.”

The first shock of glad meeting, of ioyful
surprise is past, and they sit side by eide and
its Sydney who talks. She has mxnch to tell.
First and chief is Lucy’s death, of which as
yet he has not beard, and he covers his eyes
for a moment as he hears it. It is well per-
haps that some dimness should shadow the
radiance of too much light—that is the dark
spot in his picture. He has long known she
must die; but let death be ever so long ex-
pected, it is none the less a ghock when it
comes. He has loved and venerated that
tender, patient sister, even in the most
thoughtless days of his youth, but it seems to
bim he has never known how dear she was to
him before. Lookingup in his face, his haads
clasped in hers, Sydoey tells himall. Iow
Sister Monica and Lucy pointed out the path
of duty that has led bher here. Shetells him,
too, the story of Teddy’s loss, and the happy
reunion, after long parting and pain, of
Teddy's father and mother. : :

# So you lost all,’ he says to ber, looking
down into the fair earnest face with a tender
smile, «your friend and your boy. It
must have been very lomely for you, my"
princess.” . ) o

« Lorely!” She makes a little passionate’
gesture; “1 had lost you, Lewis—it could
not matter who cameor went after that.”
#Stil] you would never have come to me if
it had not been for Sister Monica;” he
answers, “By-the-by, it ever ! meet that best
of little sisters I must thank her for sending
me my wife. You never would have come of
yourself, would you, Sydney ¢ - . . e
"% Ah! Idoo't know,” Svdney says sorrow-
tully ; « it was such a miserable, miserable’
time, Lewis. It gives me the heartache even
now that I sit beside you and look back upon

hoping, aud fearing, and lenging. Lewis, 1
thought you would have returned when the
war ended, I so’'hoped’ you would " have
come; [ wonld never have let you go again,
if you had. Daty—as I thought it then—my
promise to the dead—all- would have been
flung to the winds at the sight of your face.
Bat you did not come, you did not seem to
care to come; you had your work ard your
ambition ; men do not fcel these things as
women do. My life bas been one long
wretchednéss ; and yours—has your protes-
sion kept sorxew and loneliness altogether at
bay ? Has your lite not been so full4and so
busy that you-have had little time to grieve
for your wife 7" o :
‘There is a smile on his face as he listens to
the impassioned reproach, but his eyes are
tender and grave.

¢ What do you think ahout?” he asks. .
¢ Your work has not fitled your life ;” she
answers. “XLonk hero, Lewis,” she lifts his
dark bhair, and with a touch that is a caress,
“there are gray hairs here, mv dearest, and
when I saw you last it was all raven dark.
You have not changed much, but I can sce
that you have suffered. My husband, Ishould
never have let you go” e

She lays her face on his shoulder, and there
is silence for a little; her beuart full of the
loneliness and loss of there past two years.

and love,” she goes on, # my duty, it seemed |-

of the man who had caured Bertie Vaughan's|.
death—fotgive me that 1 :8peak of it, Lewis,
I never will again—and my love called-al-
ways for my husband’s return  Many, many
times, when half wild with .thioking of you
alone and wretched as I was, have I begzun
{etters imploring your rsiurn, telling you the
past was forgiven and forgotten; but when
they were finished and the impulse was past,
[ could not send them, My promise to my
father seemed to rise befure me and appal |
me. To ask you to return seemcd tome like
a crime, and these letters went into the fire,
one and all” ' )
« And yet, my wife, you are here. .
«Yes, Lewis, it all seemed 8o clear that
night Sister Monica and Lucy were nearer
heaven than I; they knew best. All was
dark with me; I could not decide what was
right or- what wag wrong. I was like oue
shipwrecked, tossing about on a troubled sea
without rudder or compass or pilot to guide,
But they know, and wy heart, hungry for the
gight of you, echoed every word that they
said. Aud 850 I am here, aud I know at last
my first eartly duaty is to the busband Ilove
aud venerate above all men, aud to whem 1
bave pledged to cleave uutil death. And
pever—no never, Luwig, shall the shadow of
prst come to darken my life. I waut you to
know and feol cAat, to believe that [ love and |
honor yuu a8 greatly as though the past had
never been." .

She flings ner arms about him with a great
gob ‘as she ceuses, and. they s8it in silence.
Peesuatly he reaches over and takes up the
sheet of paper on which he has buen writing.

'« Look here, Syduey.,” .

She lovks and reads, « My Dear Wife,” and
lifts her rurprised vyes to his face :

t: Were you writing tn me, Lewis 7

« [ 'was writing to you. Dous it not strike
you as strange that afier a silence of two
years I'should to day begin a letter to you?
I conld'get no further than these three words ;
they hoid & charm for me. '{ thonght [ had
written them for the last time that mornine
in my motber’s house,. Do you not wender
what I was going tosay?? . =0 - . 1o

$She luughs and blushes in the old charming:
way that Sydney Owenson was wont to do,
under Lewis. Nolau's eyes.. | -

"¢ You were golng to tell me what I have.
come all the way from New York to San
Prancisco to tell you—that life apart was.im-
possible any longer.” N

“« Well, not exactly, although I think it 18

”

and from his full heart come the words, sub- | .

it—the long, desolate months of waiting, aud |

i It wus such a bard couflict between duty | .-

-man

P A
recall the message Déllgﬂ)e}(}o’ugoy.‘ga;e you

for'me, the afternoon shis:camb to you?.\Do

"~ you réemember the words2.Yo spnizled ;
” |¥ét me'help-you. Shé.pald, ¢ ourhus-

~" | bund how he Jast parted/yith:Bettie'Waughi ’n.\’\
| Was-that ot it 7 A gk Gt

4 Yeay/1 think.go:

1455, i;\may-
recollect I said that after flinging Vaughan

from me and fecing him fall-oVer, I-took it
for granted that:he was smashed to atoms, and

Now. does:it not strike you, that there may
have been a mistake?; That he may riot have
been Killedafter all 2’ ;% 0

« Lewis, what is this ? I—I do -not under-
stand-yout - -~ ,. ... .~ 7
- She lifts a -white startled face, and he
swiles down upon her a smile she does not
understand. v

#I do not believe Bertle Vaughan was
killed. Indeed I have excellent reasons for
believing that he is very much alive at thia
moment. I beligve that he is in California;
more, that he isin S8an Francisco ; still more,
that he is in this.very - hotel:at this very hour'l
Beneath the same roof with you, Sydney—
think of it—Bertie Vaughan !”

8he js trembling from bead to foot ; he is
clinging to him with a terrified face.
% Lewis, what are .you saying ? -Oh! you
would not jest.about this. . If yon have any
pity speak out——what do you mean "’ . . .-

“ My dear little wife, what I.say. - All'my

; remorse, all our suffering, all our parting bave

been for -nothing. On that long:-gone wed-
ding day of youte, when'the bridegroom did
not come and you mourned for him as dead,
he was the bridegroom of another bride. On
the day he was to have married you, my
Sydoey, he married Dolly De Courcy.” . .

She utters a gasping cry, clasps both hands
together, and sits breathlessly waiting.

4« Oh 1" ghe cries out, ¢ he'was not killed
after all! - Thank Heaven, thank Heaven !"

“Amen. No, he was not killed. He was
but a poor creature to suffer for ut the best,
but your suffering was in vain. Had your
father known the truth, proud, high-spirited,
as you told me he was, the shock of the real—
ity would have been worse to him than the
shock of the delusion. Dolly De Courcy.
saved his life that mght,and he married ber
rest day, Married her and deserted her, and
is now under this roof the husband of another
woman. Don't tremble 80, Sydney, I ‘will tell
you the whole story 1" R

He tells it, the story of that sultry night,
of Doily, of the services he was able to render,
and of her return. And Sydney listens, dazed,
in a dream. - ‘Bertie Vaughan alive and here !
She bas thought him dead so long that it is
impossible to realize it., And Lewls’s hand
is unstained -hy blood, not the shadow of a
shadow need stand hetween them. Shé turns
20 white,'s0 deathly fuint and sick, that he.
thinks she is going to swoon, and spriogs to
his feet in consteriation. C
4 Goud" Heaven! ‘Sydney, the shock has
been too wuch'for you. Don't faint, I beg!?
cries Lewis, “with a man’s comical. horror,
Wwait] Il geta glass of wine—of water.”
. He rushes ofl, despite Sydney’s gasping
protest. Under the open window there is
marble stand ‘and a crystal jug of ice-water,
He is bastily filling agoblet, when the stentor
tones of « You Peté,” on the sidewalk below,
arrest his hand. : T '
 Look-a-heah | you darn black nigger!” is
what ¢ You Pete” is vociferating; “does you
m-an fo loaf updarallday? Jestfotchalong

- Missy Vaughan's tother Sairytoggy, and look

alive 'bout it, will yer!” - o

It is the name that arrests the attention.
At. 1he curbstone stands a hack, the driver
busily strapping on trunks.’ ‘Within upon
the front seat sits a nurse and a baby ; upon
the back, a lady, her' head thruist out of the
doorway giving directions. ' She 18'a woman
of forty or mu re, fat and’ yellow, with an un-
pleasantly billious look, & wide thin'mouth, a
sharp pointed nose small fierce biack black
eyes, and shrewd, with vixon in evsry acrid
tone of her piercing voice: h

"% Say, you darkey,” she shrieked to * You
Pete,” « just go and see what Mr, Vaughan’s
about, will you; I can’t wait here for him all
day.”

% All right, missus, he ain't doin' nuffin,
missur,” briskly responds Pete; “jest a wet-
tin his whistle in de bar. Now den old whip,
bere's dat are Salrytogy at last.” '
# Wetting his whistle {" ‘repeats the lady
vindictively, « Will you go, you black boy,
aud tell him to come here this very minute.
Ishall drive on If ho isu't here when that
trunk is strapped.” - ' .
¢ All right 'ni,” says Pete with a grin, and
an intense appreciatfon of the situation, and
into the hotel.” | - - L

# Sydney,” says Mr. Nolan, with what can
be called nothing else than diabolical malice,
%come here. The air.will do'you good.”,
.There is a wicked laugh in his eyes as he
draws her hand through hisarm. .His win-
dows “give” on the plazza, like doors,and he

throws them wide, and leads her out.

“«Jam better, Lewis," she fays, it was no-
thing, It was oply——" - 7o - - o
8he suddenly stops. Io flaring painted capi-
tals, on the canvass cover ‘of. the "¢ Sairy-
togys” there is the name VAUGHAN. .
« Well,” criesthe owner of the vinegar face,
in a most vinegary voice to « You Pets,” ‘who
renppears; ©is Mr. Vaughan coming oris he
not? Does he mesan to keep me heroall'day,’
or Oh! really, Mr. Vauzhan, here you are
at lust!” (this in nccents of srathing: polite.’
ness), @ How very good of you' to conde-
scend to come at all 1" :

t What a dovii of a hurry " you're in, Caro-

‘line,” , says ‘a sulky masculine voice; «it

wants twenty miuutes of train-time ‘yet, and

it isu’t a ten-minute drive, Can't you'let a
: "o . . '

He pauses and looks up. For from the
pinzza there comes a low, irrepressible cry of
 Bertie '  Aud the wordsdie on bis lips, and
the deep, permanent flush fades into" sickly
palior- on bis face, and he stauds like a man
whom every power 8 leaving but the one
power of sight. And Bertie Vaughan and
Sydney are face to face. o, ‘
“He recognizes her instantly and she him,
She has changed but little, and that little for
the butter; he bas changed much, and that
much for the worse, but they know éach other
instantanecusly. Crown stoutand somewhat
bloated, indeed, all that delicacy of fluure and
complexion thut once made Bertle Vaughan
beau(iful, with n woman's beauty, forever lost,
it I8 yet Bertie Vaughan who stands thereand
looks at Captain Owenson’s daughter,

‘He has turned dead white to the very lips;
he stands paralyzed, and for ten seconds they
look straight into ench other's eyes.

Then Mrs, Vaughan comes to therescue in’
tohes of amothered fury, ‘

« Mr. Vaughap, for the last time, will you
or'will you not get into this carriage? What
are -you standing there gaping like.a fool

-1for?: Driver, dou't wait another minute; drive

on -
1t arouses him from his trance. ‘Alas!
those tones of verjuice arouse him often. He
.turns and leaps in. o _
. % Drive and be——1" is the awful expres-
sion he makes use of, In- his recklessness, to’
bis wealthy wife, = - o Y
He pulls his bat ovér his eyes, shuts his

highly probuble [ might' have eaid that too.
‘Bat I‘had something to tell you. Do you

lips, folds his arms, and is driven to tho sta-
tlon, : Bat all the while the ruddy color does

never looked to  confirm the; isupposition. |

_to resist every tondency to disease.’
-of subtle malidies are

not return, all the while the ceaseless nag
nag, of a negging woman falls like o harm.
less buzzing of a summer fly, - Whatever this
‘woman" whom he has married may know of
.his career, there is one episode.she does ngt
know, and never will'know ; ohe’name she
will never hear, and;thdat Sydney Owenson

. The husband aiid wife on the piakma stand
‘and’watoh the carriage ‘of the Giber: husbanq

with a sort of-sobbing Cry—'

4 Oh, Lewis, take me-in,”: :

.He -oleys, altnost |gorry: for»what he hag
-done, and she leans her facé against him, and
he knows that sheis orying. Not for the man
she'hag” just §éen, may never: gee 'again, ang
bas".s0 long. mournad as ‘dead, bdt for the
memory of thit other Bcrtie Vaughau, the
brother of her youth, the'pet of Do father and
mother—a -memory that is dead anc' buried
forever. .-

4 Don't ory, my princess,” her hnsband
says, smiling, yet looking sympathetic, too:
“ h; neverf Vﬁas worth one of those tears:
and, poor fellow, my deepest sympathbies go
R B it e PUCS 8O

“That wife!” Lewis Nolan laughs, in epite
of his concern’at the falling tears. T knew

you could never realize the fact of bis bein
alive ro vividly as if yousaw him face to face,
Mzs. Nolan,;cease immediately! I object {e

your:crying:for another man.” L

1¢ 1atho brfefest of ‘suizimer skowers. . She:
lifts her face and dashies away the lingering
tear-drops, indignant at herself,

“ Oh1” she gays, with .a.gaep, and clasping
both ber hands tightly aroand Mr, Nolan's
grey coat-sleeve, to think that I might have
been his wife to-day if you had not thrown
him over the cliff. I never want to think of
Bertie Vsughan again.”

4« Then my rising jealousy is allayed.
I?Iame him not, my princess—awful retribu-~
tion bas befallen him—an avenging Nemisis
vas overtaken him in the person of that ap-
palling Mrs. Vaughan. Even Dolly De Courcy
is avenged.?''":* . C -

s Let us talk of something else,” says Mis.
Nolan, withd little distasteful look, as if Mr.
and Mrs, Vaughan le¢tt a bad taste in her
mouth—* yonder sunset, for instance. I did
not think you got up such gorgeous coloring
in the land of gold. It equals Venice.”

For the sun is going“down behind the
myriad city roofs and steeples, in & glory of
color we call golden and crimson; but which
no bhue of earth ever approaches. Fleecy
clouds of palest rose or vividest red, faintest
amber and deepest orange, go before like
heralds, and in his royal purples, like any
other monarch, the king of day is sinking
from sight. o ‘

‘'« How lovely! how lovely!” Bydney mus-
murs. «What a glorlous sky !

«Ye-0-8"7 Mr.. Nolan' says in tho oritical
‘tone of a connoisseur in sunsets, « When we
do this sort of thing in San Franeisco, we
do it. A very fine celestial illumination my
dear Mrs. Nolan, got up for your special de-
lectation, no doubt, to convince you that
nainted skies are home as well as forvign pro-
‘dusts. It ds beautiful.” S

She smiles, but says nothing—her swelling
heart too full for words. 1t seems to her as
if the great new happiness that has come to
her is but the reflection in that lovely western
radiance. .Bhe still clasps -bis arm, and so,
side by side, fo part no more, they stand teo-
gether, the 108e light on their. faoes, the
# light that naver shone on sea or land,’”” and
watch the sun go dowa. o
.THE END,

|-and-wif- out-of sight:~ Then she turns to him

-

ARCHBISHOP CROKE AND E['[S CRITICS.

The Archbishop of Cashel, Most Rev. Dr.
Croke, has replied to his numerous critics,
who charged bim with perverting  Sctipture
in hisignorance of Greek, and with making
8. Paul say that «the husbandman should’
firat partake of the fruits of the soil" instead
of, as they allege, “sbouid labour before par-
taking of the fruits.”- The following i8 the
Archbishop's letter, as takeén from the Daily
Telegraph :— - - o _

- Were I not to notice in any way the letters
which ‘have lately ‘appeared in successive
fesucs of your paper, in reference to the in-
terpretation of St. Paul's text, 6th verge of
8econd Epistle to St. Timotby, your numer-
ous correspoudents in this matter, and, I
suppose, others besides, would,” no doub
take it as a sure sign that they had crushe
me completely, that I had,in fact, no de-
fence whatsoever-to set up, and that I am
not only lamentably ignorant of Greek—
which, by the way, I taught for a consides-
able time—~but'a poor proficient, moreover,
in Biblical écience and criticism, = Porhaps,
then, considering all things, it weuld be
right and wise for me lo fay a word or two
on the main point at issue; and, with your
kind permission, I shall do 8o accordingly.
“Your ' corresspondents’ have quoted the
Greek ‘text correctly. . Allow me to give
chronologicelly six different English ronder-
ings of it :—1. Wickliff'a translation, as it is
‘called, published about 1380—ult behoveth
an erthetiler to resceyve first of the fruytis.”
2. Tyndale’s vesson (1534)~4Theé husband-
man that laboreth must fiyrst receave o’ the
frutea.” 3. Cranmer's version (1539)—%The
husbandman that laboureth must fiyrst. re-
ceave of the fiutea.” - 4. The Geneva ver-
sion (1557)—+The busbandman must fiyrst
laborying receave the frutes.” .§. Douny

- verslon— The husbandman that labonreth

must first partake of the fruits.” 6. Autho»-
ised version—4The husbandman that la-
boureth must be first partaker of the fruits.”
The Latin:or Vu'gate version has besun al-
ready given by one of your.correspondents.
It is, “Laboractem Agricolam oporet primum
percipere fructus” .. .. - .- :

EPPS'S COOOA—GRATEFUL AND COMFORTIN
~* By a thorough knowledge of the natur
taws which govern the operations of digestion
and nutrition,and by a careful’ n;()Pllon jon of
the fino properties of well selected cocoa, Mr.
Equ has provided our, breakfast tables with &

" dellcately flavored beverage which may save us

many heavy doctors’ bills, It is by tho judicious
use of such artleles of diet that a conatitution
may be gradually bullt up until strong enough
Tundreds
oating around us reagy
to attaok wherever these 1s a weak point. We
may osaulao many & fatal shaft by keeping our-
selves well fortifled with pure blood and a pro-
prlv nourished ‘rame,’’--Civil dervice Gazetie.
Id onlv . racrets an-ljed=t JAWE? FoPH
Co., Homaepathlo Chemists, London, England. i
Also malkers of Krps's OHOOULATE KIS BNOR foy
afternoon use, ) : .

e .

For cleansing the system of all morbid
matter and warding off diseares, no madicine
posresses such' effioncy as Baxter’s Man-
drake Bitters.: ' ' S

Holluway's Pills can be confidently recom-
mended as & domestic remedy for the allments
of all clusses and conditions of people.
Youug and old of both sexes may. take this
medicine with the certainty of deriving benefié
from its use, when disorder or diseage I8
‘makiog them misérable. Holloway's Pills a1e
for their purlfying, speriont, and strongthen—
ing propuitics, They remove iudigestion,
palpitation, and headache, and are epeoially.

tions for the guidance of invalids who will
readily understand;’ from carefdlly, atiudying
them, the "“heit . way of  recovl g 'health.

1o, tho const

rutlons of ik Weakand nervous

)

Hollowav's Pillg will work a thorough obange. -

serviceable in complaints peculiar to females. ...
Each box is wiapped with priated .instruc-



