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JOHN MALLISON'S CHARGE.

( Concluded. )

“Why not, John2"

“ For many reasons. 1 a2m no fit mate for Marcia—no, do not contra-
dict me; remember that yours are partisl cyes A pirl sees differently
That 18 1nevitable, and [ am wedded to 1wy books.!” He had often said
this before, but never with such a sivking of the heart.  * And then it
would seem as if I had broken thi: matter to Sir Owen Vaughan for iy
own purposes. lHe is rich—very rich. He is sure to leave his grand-
daughter a considerable slice of his wealth.  People would set mo down as
a schemer,  She—>Marcia—might come to think it.  No; the lines of my
life are shaped and scttled. It is too late to hirbour romantic fancizs. Do
not let us discuss this subject again.”’

“ Very well, John."

But there was obstinate unbelief in the set «f the genial old moath in
spite of the acquiescence in words

It was an crdeal which ke would have -hitked, but for his strong sense
of duty, that which now faced John Mallison. lle had to acquaiot his
ward with his discovery ¢f the secret of ber motter’s rank.  The interview
took place in the drawing-room, and Mrs. Mallison found a speedy excuse
to leave them alone together.

Marcia listened very quictly to the zccount of how her father's orders
came to bz inhinged, and the results which had foilowed on the infringe-
ment. She did sot ence tnteriupt from begioning to end.

The silence was at first welcemed at the occasional breaks in the tale.
It afforded John Mallison a chance of getting his sentences in order and of
smoothing emotion cut of his voice  But as the conclusion was resched it
perplexed and harassed him that the gitl was so impassive.  What thoughts
wére passing behind the soft veil of those dark and beautiful eyclashes?
Was he blamed ?  Wera the girl’s sympathies wholly swith her father?
Or did Marcia feel that the old man at Holm Manor had bzen hardly used
in the rejoction of his previous overtures for peace? It was impossible to
divine.

““Ihis is all.  You know as much as I do now,” ke said at last, with
an ¢dd touch of asperity in his accents. * How it may affect your inten-
tions, Marcia, [am at a loss even o guesz, but of course 1 should like Lo
hear.”

Marcia was biushing fariously.

“ It will be better that I should go away. You have been very kind,
and I tpust have been a great nuisance, I am sure.  You will be as blihe
again when I am really genel

Not a syllable had refurence to Holm Maner.  Bat John Maiiisen did
not notice the strangeness of the vmission. A madness seized him,  He
was not his own master. N wards cotld have been more cunuingly cal
culated to desiroy lis self-possession than thess as they feil from Marcia's
lipe, and their chalienge was supperted by 2 glauce at once shy, sorrowful,
and mischievous.

“ That is tho reverse of the trath, and surely you wust know it,” he said
in hoarse, vibrating tones.  * You have been wny winter sunbeam, Marcia ;
to lese you is 1o lose almost everything.”

Any girl couid have read in that mement John Maliison's secret.

Then in a sudden terrar of his own weakness he fecbly changed front,
and sought to put a different face on his appeal.

* Aud sy mother wiil miss you greatly,” he said.

“You told me once ihat 1 must be a daughrer ta her,” wurmured
Marciy musingly.

Sowmchow as she spoke her cyes flashed with all ihe power of pathos up
to her compauicn’s. They drooped as quickly. But their work was doos,
their message delivered.

Jobn Maliison's pulses were beating Jike mufiled druwms.
took a step forward.

“ Marcia, is it possible that there is hepe for me—ihat you can care
for a grave and almost middle-aged studem? My love has been yours
these many days, but I neves thought o confess i, ARl thau is in my
heatt I cannot say—nor the half. Do uot laugh at me; o not trifle with
me, I beg. 1 1 have blundered, furgive and forget the error.”

* Yeu have not biundered.”

“ And you will bz my wile1”

“ 1 will be a doughter—if you will let me, Johu—to Mrs. Mailisen.”
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Instead of Marcia Golding returning to africa, her father cinie 10 Eng-
land, and an old family fcud was happily ard finally buned. Austin
YVaughan solaced kimsel{ with a daughter of the house of Marcham, and
when everything was amicably arranged confided to Josn Mallisen thn he
had all the swhile feared that ke was vot in the runuing with such a clever
fellow as Marcia's guardian ~ Lut it is the latter’s strong epinicn that he
owcs the happy issuc ol the romance that swept him into iis irresisuble
current unawares to the skill and quiet diplomacy of his mother. Marciz
and he are very happy together, and very, very glad that the misapprchen-
sion geeurred which ied to thic healing of an ancient wouni in two true
and noble theugh proud hearis.

CoNSURITION Crrin,—An ald pliysician, miired from paactice, having hiad placed in
his hands by an East India mcetunary the formulaof asunple vegetable temedy fur tic
specdy and pesmanent cure of Constmplion,  Beohichitie, Catareh, A<thwa and 2l throat
and Lung Affections, aldo a pmsitive and radlical € are & Nerwons Debility ~ud all nervous
complainu, after hiaving tested ats wonderful curaiine powers i thensands of caxes, has ¢
{elt it his duly to make it known to s atlenug felwwa  Actuated by tuty motive and a
desire to relieve inman saifering. 1 will seud freeof charze loall who desire it, thiare-
cipe,in German, French or English, with full directions for prepating and woing.  Sent
by mnail by addressing with stawpr, uaming this paper, W. X Nuycs, $20 Pocers” Block,
Rochester, N X,
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MY AUSTRALIAN COUSIN.

CHAPTER I.

“Ye're my freen, Wilson,” says Mactavish, who always grows particu-
larly Scotch after a certsin number of tumblers, and nvariably when going
to say anything disagrceable.  “Ye're my freen, mon, an’ a'm goun’ to
speak oot !

I lcoked st bim with much disfavor, for I well know this exordium
means sumething very unflattering to my self-love. But as he is six feet
high, broad tn proportion, and a leading m:n at his athletic club, where
in my opinioa, he bestows on his violent pursuits all the atiention which a
deluded Government imagines is given to his official duties at the Waste
Paper Ofiice, L say uothing.

He refills his big pipe, leans Lack in his chair, and surveys me criti-
cally, with a stolid indiffzrence to my ssusitiveness of disposition which
makea we secretiy furious—but, as L have said, he is such a big man.

“ Wilson," he says coolly, * ye're not much to look at."”

Confound him ! he is handsome—disgustingly so, and doesn't he know
it i—though in a fiir-haired, blue-cyed, gigantic_Gothic style which I do
not appreciste.  So I cannot use that fu quoque reply which is so sopthing
to ont's feelings.

“ Ye're no much to look at, and ye've little io the way of muscle,
mon,” he goes on, fesling his own hugo biceps approviogly ; ““and I doubt
y¢'re no much on a horse, are ye?”

 Oh nothing, of course, in comparison with you,” I answer sarcasti-
cally.

“ Of course not,” he raplies compliczntly. * I've bsen a rider ever
since [ was a wee bairn ; but I doubt if ye can sit a horse, unless it were a
very quict one, at all.  And ye den't like shooting—shooting, mou, which
is the joy of my fife. Eh! the miles of heather I've tramped in Inverness
from sunnise to sunset,” he soliloquises rapturously and mixes himsel
more toddy.

* I dare say 1 can use a gun as well as most men of intelieciual tastes,”
I say suikily. * Atany rate, I can handle a cue as well =5 most.”

“'Dezcd ye can that,” he responds, *“as well most of us know when
ye've cleaned us out”—what an off:nsive way of putting it l—*“and if
everything clsc fails in yeur ivtellectual pursuits ye can earna comfortable
living as a biiliard-marker.”

I should niot sit so placidly under this insult if I were not in Mac-
tavish's own rcows, drinking his whisky, and possibly if there were not so
enormous a difference batween us physically. I bottle up my wrath, how-
ever, aud smile a sickly smile.

“Well,” he resumes, ¥ ye're as regards {eez2ek”—by which I assume in
his detestable accent he means physique—* nothing to speak of. Therc's
no denying that, laddie—ch? ™

“You are very flattering,” I say bilterly.

- Nag, nac mon, I'm your freen "—friend indeed !—*and I no flatter
ma freens. 1'm speakin’ candidly for your ain gude.” I writhe under this
disgusting phrase, always hateful, and all tho more so from tho detestable
Scotch accent ke mouths it 1n; but Mactavish goes on as if I ware as
pachydermateus as a rhinoceros.  * I'm of opsenion that ye'll find ye've
made a mistake.  Ye're a concented body, though why yoursel' best knows.
But ye've somne gocd points I'm free to admit,” ke adds magnanimously.
‘“Still it's 2 great thing for ye to attempt to go to your uncle—a big man
your uncle, mind ye, noo he's sctiled down at hame and pit his silier made
i Australian cattie runs intil a braw Eunglish cstate—sand try to mak’ him
tak’ yec as a gow-in-law.”

This growvs intoierable,

¢ 1 doa't know,” I say somewhat warly, for I too have had my shars
of the whisky, “ that I asked you for your advice, Mactavish, but you are
very kind in so handsomely giving it to mz. I was under the impression
that T mercly told you I was going to mike acquasintance with my Aus-
tralian uncie, who has lately scitled dowa in Davoashire, and that he has a
pretty daughter.”

** Preceesely,” says Maciavish, sipping his loddy with much delibara-
tion; ““that is what ye dil say. Nor did yc ask my advice, but knowing
ye to be a flighty sort of fellow, w1’ no too much brains or ballast, I thocht
I'd gic ye some sound matter for reflzction.  Nor hae I duae yer,”* here e
kiccups, which slightly epails his philesophic air, but at these points he
somelinies geis f.rocious at being opposed, and he is so big that I perforce
sit silent.

*Ye'll find y* uncle and ’s niece fond of the fresh air, devoted to field-
sporte, and as much at howe on horasbick as ye z2rein an armchair com-
posing the rubbish ve call violets "—1 suppase the barbarian means tris-
lets—* for the siily magszines that print your rhymes. Bul what good are
you, sir, teil me thay, in opza-2ir muscular exercise ; what sort of a figure
wou!d yec cut on a buck-jumper?” And o burstsicto a roar of Gargan-
tuan laughter.

** What has that to d» with the qusstion ?" 1 say snappishly.

* Everything, ye daft body, cverything! The sort of nephew your
uccle would like 152 man who would appreciate the free Australian life,
and the rough heauty of violent exercise.”

* Like yoursclf, par ceample 1" I say politely snecring.

“Yes, Jimmy Wilson, like myself,” auswers the huge Scotchman com-
piacestly.  1lis conceit is as great as his thirkness of skin. * More than
thyt, I can see with Inlf an cye yo think—for your self love, Jimmy, is in
ordinatc, isur-1-1 dinate, sir—1hat your Australian cousin is going to fall in
love with your bandbox graces.  Bat Il hold ye a pouaa’ to & bawbes
ahc']ll turn up her protty little nosc at ye I and he again laughs uproari-
ously.



