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you will hive that to stand between you and 
poverty.”

n>i ^ f ^ $* Thirty thousand pounds 1 That mightThe Inglenook, save Carhilton.
With trembling hands Olive put the die-

PffPfffWWrl rt,««k The"rVm.h?«k^, n,t.d
vary to get at the diamonds. She wrapped 

Onre within it, she clos-d the door, ar.d, them in paper, nr d, sitting down, wrote a
going forward to the dressing table, laid the few lines hastily, her cheeks burning, but her
roses on it ; then, with her hand pressed bands cold as death.

. ... . . heavily on the table, she stood as if staring
“Have you told Olive John r jn^0 vacancy.
"Nay, why should I tell her, mother? Suddenly a sharp sound, almost Ike a 

L»t the child keep her happiness as long as cscaprd ,lfr lips quivered ; she
she may. She’s a beautiful butterfly cr.a- cu’v(,rr(1 b„ ,arc „,|h hrr h,n,lr.
lure, dependent on the sun of happiness for „For pjty_it Ka, aq ,or pity ! And now 
her very life : let her live in the sunshine as , „m ^ , lmlt,„ly ,h,ng to hie-a
long as possible. Time enough to tell her butterfly I”
the worst whan the blow falls." lt <at mn„in. Mrs. Sea'orth had come

“I think you are wrong, John, said the (rnm Redlhnrpe, the nearest town, to
wise mother gently ; "and, moreover, I „sre J()||n husinM5;. shr had said to
think you misjudge Olive. She is gay and Q||f;; 0]|yr ha(, deluded it was bu«m-
bright, a creature of the sunshine as you
say ; but do you think there’s no strength n| ruriosilv had „ilrrd k,r -----------------
and bravery, no power of meeting misfortune knc. lh business to be John’s own, and he
nobly and well behind that joyou.ne.s of hjd ^ h h,.r, hil „„c I „ wa, , „„ ,al„.
hers ? John, be advised by me! . They had hem married a year. Olive. john § aforih, looking ten years older
all ; go to your wife for sympathy h p. „n orphan at fifteen, had been the ward th hc bad done a year ago, sat one morn-
To whom else should you go ? I am proud o( M„ s afnrth ,nd her ,hcn a grave h„ 5,„j al Ca,h,ltun. He was still
that my son-mv good, wise son come man o( ,hitly Then Justin Cavendish, „,|le, A sudden, strange turn of the wheel
mein ht, rouble . and you know 1 do not ji|hn-s h,d come on the scene ; in a o| Fottunc had warded off the catastrophe
need to tell you—lliat !f.ia a nr,!d fcw n,on'hs 0 lvc and he ee,e engaged that „1S him, and John was establish
the uttermost farthing, ifI could. 1 “ ' Justin had to go abroad to the front ; he wa, d Cathiiton as surely as he had çv<r .
ha, t ut that out uf my power. I can only ^ in a rrglnif>1 ygomanry. He had b“rn. 
thaï k Him that this which has befallen you (aken enIeTjc fever, and word was sent home 
is no degradation because it has come ofhi,dcalh olive had felt it deeply $ hut
through no fault of yours ; it is the will of jhc e,fon|y Clyhtern. When, a year and a Q!lv, had diMpp„„d as wholly as if the
GtJohn lifted up his head with a certain h"‘ -^h*d o.-d he, great mouth and swai-

pave pr'de charaeteristic oMhe man. John S aforth was a manufacturer in Cm- Suddenly there came a tap at the door,
"Yes ; it ,s the ..I of Godmother. But |m, hc cll,, nl wcn, to business „nd KalJ enlcrcd.

what grieves roe most is the selling of Car- and ,pcnl m0st of his lime on his , Somc Mlc ,0 5ce you, sir."
hilton. 1 hm i'_?frrni ih. hf.^ small estate of Carhillon. Olive c uld only juhn rose. As l e did so, a man, tall,
anything in the world could eac p t guess what had happened. John was ruin- we||.made, bronzed, with a scar across his
of yourself, mother. ed ; even Cathiiton, which he loved belter cheek, enteod, and John's eyes fixed thcisi-

John, John, my son, vu y ,b|n anJrlhing—eacept his mother I—he selves on his lace. Then, wuh an exclama-
thatl I love you. and I thank God you would hare lo give up. tion .hat was almost, c,. he started for-
lore me ; but surely your wife ts more to 0l„e aank on her knee. By the bedside. 7
you than your mother can bel How long she knelt there she never knew—

"My wife !’ Seaforth repeated slowly. h*r |,y,b.md. did not love her!
He rose, and stood by the fireplace, his Qod , hnw the words had been I— 

tall figure and dark grave '•■« thrown into n lhi juslir,c, marriage, and that
strong relief by the sunlight which fell |Q'e „ °J
through the window. For a moment he was Sud(jcnl the rosc to her feet-was it 
iilent ; thenihe said slowly : hours after ? The morning sunshine still

"1 "»de Ohve Fenwick my wife when she Mreamed ,hc r,K;m. Quiside, the birds
was left alone and penniless. poor Justin s lwi„e,ing gaily ; a branch of honey-
widow in heart, though she was never his Mckle „ppcd a[ hcr wind„„. What a fear- 
wife. Mother it was a great mistake I ,,,l mocker” „ all seemed ! 
had no right to do it. Only one thing juv Something had come into Olive’s tnind. 
tifies marriage, and that is love. _ Hw (acc wa, whi,e and set ; there was

"John !’’ came th« gentle mother . re- ltrJngc re,olulion ln it. she ,cnt straight
prtathful accents. to an old fashioned bureau in the corner of

Bu, the unseen listener heard no more. ,hcrolim ,lwallockcd. Olive opened it.
She had been standing by the open French ghc # d it aild pullcd out a„ iron
window, her presenc. concealed from the drletr ,n „ , a smal| ca5kc, ; within 
two in the drawing room by a chestnut tree ehcn it „as 0|,ened, a crimson velvet mf
whose huge branch., reached almost to the ^ ,ns|(le ,he c'„e lhe[e lay a „,gni- Z“.°(or > year."
wldd‘|Wj ,n^ w’hite" with a hit flanning diimond 5lar' l'0mP'"cd of jewels ‘'Sought hcr, when it was you who drove

.ÔM.n hhd Her hand8. beauty was almost dazzling. hcr awa, I ’ cried Justin passionately. "Yc,
:î:Lefî^ .h ,e* «d enrosun m.,,-"he It was Olive’s only dowry ; hut it was one , „w her ; we me, by accident. It is
h-d been lathering them for the table But whose value she knew to he very great. It strange how these accidents do happen
^le fiTJnrd were uttered bv Mi's Sea had been given her on her matiiage day by ,„me.,meS. She is earning ten shillings a 
în,!Ï sL .,3 ..1f ,u,ncd mlo .tone u“. her uncle George Gordon, her only living week as a typist, John Seaforth ; and I
u , . ,.n un,ji ,e, heard all' relative, who had lived all his life abroad in hardly know her, she is to altered ’ He
bA.‘.h. listened Pdroo hv drop of blood ">ld and adventurous ways, and had only faced the other, with clenched hands and

r„,ool he .re le., ng hVr a,T„t nale and come home lor a lew months at the time flushed face. "Why did you „eal her from
l ',d .. fh. ^,!, ,n,e, ,he held in her -hen Olive was married. me ? I I ,ve.l her, as man nerer loved he-
hand. As Mrs. Seaforth uttered that re- “This is my marriage present to you my forc; I would have nllmgly given hee
proachful ' John I’’ the girl slatted and gave girl,” hc said, ’ ll is your dowry. It a of up if I had seen her happj. But you it
a convulsive shiver; then, turning away priceless value. A man whose hie I once chokes me to utter the words—you flung
with a noiseless foolstep, she sped round the saved at Kimherlay gave it to me. He said back her priceless love in her lace wuh sour
house to the mam door, and entering by it, it was w mh mtr y thousand p unds. Any- . wn • alloua COM ne. and o ove her four
went straight up to her own room. ho*, il fortune should ever run against jou, you. And she loves you stih 1 It tl wer
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Only a Butterfly.
r w '

BY HANNAH B. MACKENZIE.
“Dear John,—I accidentally cwchca d 

with mother t' -day. Iyour conversation
going away, and I hope you wi". forget 

1 wish you to*take the dia 
mouds ; they will help you to keep Carhil- 
ton, perhaps. If you have any thought of 
me at all, use them for that, for my sake.

Olive.

all about me.

“Why did you marry me when you did 
not love me ?”

Then she turned t© her wardrobe, and 
mechanically took down a dark travellingcss of her methei in-law's own, and no feel- 

Bu’ now she
*
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But he was «lone now. For a year hc had 
searched for his wife, hut without avail.

V

“Justin! Arc you Justin, risen from the *
dead ?’

“I am Justin,” s^id the other man. lie 
did not extend his hand, but sto< d regard 
ing the other with dark, dia*n brows.
“John, this is not ihe tim£ fir place to tell 
you how that mistake was made. It was a * 
common enough one. 1 was taken by the 
Beers, end only released when peace 
proclaimed. I came straight home. . . » .
Dj you know who the first person I saw in 
London was ? Your wile Oiivc—Oiive, 
whom you married, and (lung aside like a 
worn-out glove. Olive, whom I—”

He got no further, f< r John, with a face 
like death, stepped lurwurd and seized his

“You saw (Vive? Where, Justin? Till 
1 have sought her without
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