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THE FOES OF A HOUSÂHOLD.

A TALE OF ENGLISH LIFE.

CHAPTER VIIL
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As Pereira] progressed in bis etody of 
Alin's character he became considerably 
interested ; for he found she had a great 
deal more character than he had origin
ally supposed. There were some pointa 
upon which he was still in doobt ; but 
one ohameteriatic had revealed itself to 
him almost immediately—the was sel
fish—openly, professedly selfish. She 
told-him one day that it was one of her 
most fixed unalterable principles to get 
all she could, and the best of everything 
f*r herself. Perhaps she had guessed 

t the thoughts to which her avowal gave 
tin, for on the following day she talked 
•.good deal about how bed such a life as 
ehn had led must be for any girl ; it must 

' - of necessity develop ell her latent self- 
lehness. Pbrotval had replied that some 
women had no latent selfishness to be 
developed. Alice, however, laughed 
very much at the idee, end said he mnet 
he very much wanting in penetration if 
he had not yet discovered that every 
women had her pet selfishness, which, 
though she might do her beet • to hide it 
Altogether, hot it wee there all the same, 
so she said, and Percival hardly knew 
whether ehe spoke in enrueet or not. 
She had totally changed her manner to 
him. New he was her oheeen compsn. 
ion. Unless ehe had a long and what 
she chose to consider a confidential talk 
with him—though, so far as he was con
cerned, the whole world might have 
heard every word that passed between 
them—ehe did not consider the day had 
passed off well. She forced him always 
to be In attendance upon her, though it 
was so skillfully done that to the curious 
onlooker it seemed ss though ehe were 
rather reluctantly yielding to him.

Everyone noticed it. Though Perci- 
val’s dose end intimate friendship had 
•riven rise to no remark, almost every 
word he spoke to Alice was noted, and 
his must superficial attentions construed 
into e serious purpose.

Percival was often struck by the com
plete way in which Helen seemed to 
have vanished from among them. No 
one appeared ever to think of her, or te 
wonder what she was doing. Ever? day 
a servant from The Thwaite called at 
the doctor’s house to make inquiry after 
him ; Percival himself often brought tid
ings from the sick room ; and there, 
commmunication between the houses 
ceased.

One evening he called on his way 
home, He had been spending the even 
ing at The Thwaite—people said he spent 
a great many evening» there now, chooe 
ing to forget all the mornings and after
noon» he had passed there in- Helen’s 
time—and he had left early on purpose 

o be in time to see Helen. There had 
been a large party at The Thwaite, and 
the rooms had got rather overheated ; 
the sharp air of the autumn night blew 
cool and refreshing on hi* face. He 
took off hia hat, and walked slowly on, 
thinking of many things, and in par 

of Alice. She had looked ex 
beautiful that evening, dress

ed in her^favourite white, with a soft 
colour in cheeka. and a greater brillancy 
than usual in her eyes. She had been 
even more gracious than ever before to 
Percival She had been the last person 
to whom he had spoken before leaving 
the house. Naturally she was present 
in his thoughts aa he strolled along in 
the moonlight with the air of the song 
which she had just been singing still 
sounding in his ears. He did not under
stand her yet. He knew of one offer of 
marriage she had had since her return 
home, and so advantageous a one that 
for a day or two she had been half in 
disgrace for having refused it. She had 
told him of it herself with the moat com
plete indifference, and he could not 
quite make out, what to use hia own 
phrase, “she was driving at” She had 
told him the waa capricious, and ahe cer 
tainly was He felt half angry with her 
aa she recalled the numerous caprice* 
ahe had displayed since he knew her. 
Then he thought of her beauty, ft was 
ao superb, ao wonderful, and almost 
hanced by the fact that ehe herself 
ao fully commons of it and gloried in 
aa hp plight have done in some rare I 
precious possessions which in nowise 
pend upon himself. c

So musing, he reached the doctor’s 
house, and rang the muffled bell. The 
servant who answered it told him in 
answer to hia question that her master 
waa “about the same, and just then 
asleep." Was Hias Lafonestill op? he 
aeked, he wanted to see her. Mise La
fone was lying down ; she had gone to 
her room when the doctor fell asleep, 
bnt * that was sometime before. No 
doubt ehe would toon be returning to 
her poet ; the maid would cell her.

“No,” be replied, “do not cell ber.” I 
can wait 1 will go upstairs and ait in I

She did not try to detain him,|but rasa 
to her feet at the same time, and they 
went softly downstairs together.

“How I should like a walk,” ahe said, 
as they stood on the doorstep and saw 
the garden flooded with moonlight, and 
heard the sound of the sea below in the 
bay

“Take one turn round in the garden, 
and crowded rooms ", He will not wake, and no one will see 
Before coming up

your master’s room till ehe comes, for I 
want to see her.” *

He went softly upstairs, pushed open 
the door which stood ajar, end entered 
the sick room. The doctor lay in bed, 
asleep and breathing heavily, but not in 
any apparent discomfort. Percival took 
a low chair by the fire, no doubt the one 
Helen had been using, and leaning back 
in it, looked round. The light had been 
•haded and the corners of the room 
were in the derk, except for the fire
light. A screen etood between the fire 
end the bed. A little table stood by the 
chair with a «mall work-basket and a 
book upon it. He took the book— 
Wordsworth ; he amiled and read the 
poem which Helen had evidently been 
reading before ahe went to lie down, and 
having read it he fell into loose, disjoint
ed thought.

How quiet the room was ; what a 
change from the richly furnished, 
brilliantly-lighted, 
he had just left !
•taire he had stepped aside into the 
dining-room where the remains of 
Helen’s supper (till stood upon the 
table, and he contrasted the simple food 
with the meal from which he had risen 
up only a short time before. A feeling 
of disgust came over him as he compared 
Alice’s life with Helen’s, and hit heart 
swelled with tenderness aa he thought of 
her. At that moment the came In ; the 
had mat no one on her way from her 
bedroom, and in the dim light saw only 
a man’s figure seated in her own chair 
before thdfirq without recognizing whose 
it was. But a moment'* reflection told 
her it could only be une person, and the 
went forward, saying in a low voice—

“Percival.”
He turned at once, and rote to greet 

her.
“Why did you not let me know you 

were here ?” she asked.
“The maid told me you were lying 

down. I would not have had you dis
turbed for anything.”

“How good of you to come,” ehe went 
on,looking up at him as ehe stood on the 
hearthrug by hie aide. “I had given 
you up for tonight You have never 
come to late before."

“I coold not get sway any earlier. I 
left before anyone else on purpose to 
come and see you.”

“Where have you been ?”
“At The Thwaite ; they are very gay 

there just now,”
“Are they ? I have not seen anyone 

since I came here. They do not call, 
and I have no time to go and see them.”

“Haye they never been to ace you, 
nor to inquire how you are getting 
on ?”

“Never ; but you know I would rather 
they did not come. Fancy Alice up 
here. She would look rather out of 
place.”

She smiled as ahe spoke—a sad smile, 
for ahe was thinking of the man who 
lay there asleep, and her eyes rested 
upon him. Percival'» followed them aa 
he said—

“The servant told me he was about 
the same ?”

He spoke interrogatively, for Helen’s 
manner seemed to imply that the pa
tient was worse.

She shook her head.
“He always seems about the same, 

and each day it gets a little nearer the 
end. Dr. Smith told me to day that I 
should not be kept away from home 
much longer.”

She looked up into his face aa she 
•poke. They were sitting down. That 
ia Percival waa seated. Helen had slip
ped on to the rug, and waa half sitting, 
half kneeling there with her arm rest
ing on Percival’» knee. There waa un
utterable aoorow in her eyes and in the 
drooping corners of her mouth. Perci
val pressed her hand without speaking.

“What shall I do when he is gone, 
Percival ? I shall be so lonely 1 cannot 
bear to think of it, I cannot tell yon 
how I love him !”

“You muet make the beet of me, my 
love.”

“Ah !” clasping his hand and speak
ing with a sudden vehemence—“I thank 
God every day that I have yoo. If it 
were not for that I should lose my 
courage, and be unable to stay here and 

him fading away, growing weaker 
every day ; yet always so good and 
kind, always thinking of me, and fear
ing lest I should overtax my strength. 
He thinks so much of you, too, Perci
val ; he often speaks of you. We had a 
lone conversation the other day, and he 
told me he was more reconciled to leav
ing me since I have you."

He cannot be more anxious about 
your happinem end safety than I am, my 
child ; and spanking of that, I went you 
to let me aak your father’s consent at 
once. I think we have kept our secret 
quite long enough.”

"Wait • little longer, just qjjttle hit,

•he*pteaded. “Wait till I am at home 
again. I could not beer people’s oom- 
meats end congratulations joet now, and 
it will not be long, Percival"

He consented, and for some little 
time afterwards they were silent. Per 
eival hslf wondered Helen did not speak 
of Alice; it seemed curious that ehe 

i should be blind to the ghost that ehe 
, had herself conjured up. Before Alice 
had come heme aha had -—nid in 
constant state of nervous apprehension 
leat Percival should find out he prefer 
red her. Now that ehe wee at home, 
that Percival end ehe were thrown con 
stently together, end that Helen her 
■elf wet not present to roe how far their 
acquaintance had advanced, ehe eppear 
ed to have forgotten her fears and to no 
more doobt Peroival’e constancy to her 
than ahe doubted her own to him. 

Presently Percival rose, laying—
“I should have liked to speak to him, 

but there seems no chance of hie waking, 
and I dare not stay longer for yoar sake 
child."
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Bhe stepped on to the gray el path, 
and they went onoe round the garden 
•jowly, as though loath to part. From 
time to time Helen stooped down and 
plucked a flower—an alter or two, a late 
blooming single dahlia, end a few froade 
of fern. She bound them together with 
e bit of gram and pot them into Perci
val’* hand as they parted at the gate.

It waa about a week later that the end 
came. The doctor had been growing 
rapidly weaker, end all that day had lain 
with closed eyes, scarcely speaking, or 
seeming to notice whet was goiog on. 
Thoogh the end of November, the 
weather was singularly bright and clear, 
and as warm as spring. The window 
was open, the only sound was the boom 
of the sea aa the tide came In. The sun 
was just setting and pinring its last 
beams into the room. Helen thinking 
the doctor was asleep, and afraid least 
the brilliant light should disturb him, 
rose and went to the window to dra- 
down the blind, bat the doctor turned 
and revealed that he wrja not asleep by 
laying—

“Don’t draw down the blind, Helen 
I should like to see the eun set once 
more.”

She came back and resumed her seat 
by the bedaide without speaking. Till 
now she had wept her woman's tears in 
secret, and to the doctor had been al 
ways bright and cheerful. But today it 
was beyond her strength te smile, almost 
to apeak, and she only raised the dying 
man’s hand to her lips.

“Read to me,” he mid presently 
•peaking in his old way, neing word» 
which in form were imperious, while in 
spirit and tone they were gentle and 
caressing beyond the words of women.

“What shall 1 read ?” ahe asked, forc
ing herself to speak calmly, as she 
thought this waa the lmt time ahe would 
perform this familiar service.

“No,” he mid, seeming to revive a 
little just at the lmt, for hie voice waa 
firm, though weak. “You shall my 
something for me, as you used to do 
when you were a little girl, and came to 
pour out tea for me when 1 got home. ”

“What shall I my ?” [ahe aaked, her 
voice scarcely rising above a whisper.

He appeared to consider for a moment 
then hie face lit up aa he mid—

“Say, 'It ia a beauteous evening.' "
She wm silent for a moment ; collect

ing all her strength, then she cleered her 
voice and began to recite the beautiful 
sonnet.

The doctor lay still, his eyes fixed upon 
the window, through which was visible 
all the calm radiance of the sunset. He 
did not speak, only when ehe came to 
the words—
"D^herc”4, dear girl ! that walkeat with me 

he clasped her hend tightly in hie own, 
and drew it close up to him till it rested 
on hia heart.

Her lips trembled, a lump rose in her 
throat, ahe felt as if she must break 
down ; but she only made a momentary 
pause, and then went on to the end.

The doctor wm silent for a minute 
after she had finished. Hie lips moved 
ae though he were repeating to himrnlf 
the words ahe had just said.

“It has always seemed to me, Helen, 
•a if that sonnet had been written for 
you and me. We have so often walked 
together on the eea shore and watched 
the sunset. It wm the first bit of 
Wordsworth I ever set you to learn. Do 
you remember T’

“Very well."
“It ia juat suited to this evenieg, he 

went on, musingly. “Say it min 
Helen.” »

She did hie bidding, and began in a 
voice which ehe had to rtarAy once or 
twioe.

Dear—
She paused, her trembling Ups refused 

to perform their offices. She eat silent 
for • moment, and then mid in a whis
per.

“I cannot.”
He mw her raise her handkerchief 

to her eyes to wipe away her tears, 
he pot hie other hand t 

her head, mying,
“Oly, child, if you want to ; it will 

not hart me, rather it doee me good. 
Let your tears come freely, Helen."

She bent her head upon the bed and 
eobbed aa if her heart would break, and 
he stroked her hair gently, mying,

“Poor child, poor child.”
He did rot attempt a woid of consola

tion ; he let her cry on, end partly, at 
least, east her heart to him. Her sons 

the only eonnd that broke the 
eilenoe ; the room wm nearly dark, for 
the eun had eat and the fire was low, 
The boom of the waves—the everlast
ing thunder—came deafly through the 
•till air. For some time no word 
wee spoken. Helen had ceased crying, 
but she still eat in the same position, 
her heed bent forward, her face hidden 
in the bedclothes. Now and then a 
long, shivering sigh shook her figure.

“Helen,” said the doctor, it lmt, “I 
want to see your face."

She raised it, pale and tear-stained, 
and her large eyes, full of eadnem, look
ed into hia ont of the gathering dnek.

“Light the lamp,” he mid, “I cannot 
eeeyoo.” She did so, end then came 
beck to him.

“Still I cannot see It,” he murmured 
to himvelf. “Lift my hend to your 
face.”

She lifted hie hand to her forehead, 
and he passed it over ell her features, 
mying.

“Yes, now I know, I shall remember 
it. I wish Percival were here,” he went

“I will send for him." She wrote s 
note, which ehe sent by one nf the ser
vants, and then came beck end said 
what ehe had done. He premed her 
hand, but so feebly that she scarcely 
felt it, and then mt in silence. Pre
sently the servant came in to my that 
Mr Moore had been away all day, bnt 
the butler had promised to give him 
Miss Lafone’i note as soon as he came 
in.

Hour after hour passed. Helen knew 
that the doctor would never speak again, 
that if Percival were to enter the room 
at that moment he would probably be 
unrecognized, but she longed for hia com
ing with an inexpresible longing. It 
past midnight. She had heard the 
vante go to their rooms some two honre 
before. She knew that ehe was the only 
person ewske in the house. The fire had 
died out, end the lamp wm burning low. 
She mt by the bed, the dying man, dead 
now to all intenta and purposes, heldfher 
hand, which aha dared not withdraw. 
She could summon no one, for she mt 
out of reach of the bell, and a kind of 
horror which waa creeping over her pre
vented her from calling, for this wm the 
first time she had seen death, and she 
had an almost exaggerated horror of it 
She dared not disturb the silence, which 
wm broken by the doctor breathing. At 
ast when ahe could bear it no longer,ahe 

tried to draw her hand away, and found 
•he could not. The dying man’s fingers 
had ao far stiffened that ahe could not 
withdraw without a greater effort than 
she had either with or courage to make.

It waa perhaps two o'clock in the 
morning when the heavy breathing ceas
ed, and the long, delicate fingers for a 
moment relaxed their hold, enabling her 
to free her hand. Almost at the same 
moment the lamp flickered and went ont, 
and ahe knew that her old friend waa 
dead, and that she was alone with the 
corpse in a room without a glimmer of 
light.

She tried to move and could not She, 
tried to call, and her tongue clove to the 
roof of her mouth. She dared not 
breat [that awful stillness. So ahe eat 
rigid with terror, dumb with grief, until 
ahe heard the house door open softly, 
and a quick, cautious footstep on the 
stairs, and which she knew even to be 
Percivat’a. He came straight on to the 
dark, silent room ; she heard him push 
open the door, and then stand uncertain 
whether in the dark he had not mimed 
the familiar way. She knew it all, knew 
that he waa on the point of going out 
again, and still ahe could not apeak, 
Fortunately he did.

“Helen,” he mid, in a low voice.
The sound of his voice seemed to break 

through the horror that kept her dumb, 
and ahe answered him, mying—

“Percival !” with a aob in her voice.
(to bb continueu.)

tantôt Vine Figaro.

The St Thomas Timer prints a list of 
thirty-six eligible city baehelora and 
widowers for the information of the 
maidens of the place, whose privilege it 
is this year to make matrimonial pro
positions. The descriptions are well 
written end mid. to be accurate. The 
following one i* given aa a sample. — 

Sanders Frederick, retired trades
man, is a shining mark for the design
ing female. Still hovering about the 
early thirties, handsome, stylish, of fine 
figure good habits and pleasing manners, 
he ia a star in aooioty. Fred ie simply 
irrésistible whan togged out in hia para
phernalia and has that peculiarly wion« 
ing way which ao unerringly strikes a 
tender cord in the feminine heart He 
has independent moans and is the envied 
possessor of brilliant prospecte and 
should be garnered by some worthy fair 
one before the year of special grace ex
pires"

Tke Breath of a chronic catarrh pa 
tient ie often so offensive that he eanoto 
go into society end he becomes an object 
of disgust After a time ulceration iota in, 
the spongy hones are attacked, and fre
quently, entirely destroyed. A con
stant source of discomfort is the dropping 
of the purulent secretions of inveterate 
bronchitis, which in its turn has been 
the exciting cause of pulmonary disease. 
The brilliant results which have attend
ed ite oee for years past properly desig
nate Ely’s Cream Balm m by far the 
beet, if not the only real cure for hay 
fever, rose cold and catarrh.

nrs
CREAM BALM

Gice»\Relief 
at once and chi

COLD in HE A!

Catarr!
Hay Fever.
Nut Liquid, Sin 
or Potoler. Ft 
from Jnjurioui 
Drujt and UJfeH- 
rire Odors.

A particle is applied late each noetril and Ie 
agreeable. Price 80 cents at Dreegteta; by 
mail, registered. *» crate. ELY BROB. Drug
gists, BÎQreenwIch sL.Ne* York. mt-lj

TARRH

are thoseRICHLY 1^“^, u„.
then act; they will fled honorable employ- 
mmt that will not Deflate them from their 
homes and families. The profite are title aad 
rare for every industrious person. Many have 
made and are now making several hundred 
doltor* a month. It te easy for any one to
mate *5 and upwards per day, whote willing 
to work Either sex. young or old ; capital 
not needed ; we start you. Everything new. 
No special ability required : yon. render, can 
dolt aa well as any one. Write to ns at once 
for full particular», which we mall free. Ad
dress Stinson fc Co., Portland. Maine. *k

we -v.---- .. — Itetranquility;
gentleness of heavra ie on the sea ■

-t A sound like thunder—everlastingly.

■ nnshng.
Baronm said “The American people 

like to be humbugged.” This may be 
true in the line of entertainment,but not 
where life ia at stake. A man with con
sumption, or any lingering disease, look
ing Death In the face end seeking to 
evade hie awful grup, doee not like to 
be trifled with. So with confidence we 
place before oar readers Nature’s great 
remedy. Dr Pieree'e Golden Medical 
Discovery, a euro relief for thai long 
train of diaweee resulting from impure 
bleed, each m Consumption, Chronic 
Neeel Catarrh, Liver Complaint, Kidney 
Disorder, Dyspepsia, Sick Headache. 
Scrofula and General Debility. Tim*-' 
«riadMd thoroughly tested, it stand* ,J 
without an equal. Any druggist,

A Camlet's

New York, Jan. 7.—On September 5, 
1884, Julias Ferrel escaped from Sing 
Sing prison, where he had served four 
months of e five years’ term for forgery. 
He made his way to Montreal, where he 
assumed the name of Charles Chestnut 
and married a pretty young French 
Canadian girl Three months ago he 
brought hu wife to Williamsburg and 
secured » position M drug-clerk. Since 
hie marriage he has led an exemplary 
life, and believed himself to be free 
from pursuit. One day last week a for
mer gaol companion recognised him and 
informed Warden Debrosh. Today he 
wee captured end returned to the prison, 
Before being taken away be aeked per
mission to ace hie wife end child, which 
was granted. He entered hie room end 
said feelingly to hie wife, “I am not 
Charles Chestnut, nut Julius Ferrel, en 
escaped convict, who must go back to 
pmon. You know that I have been 
honest einoe I met you. “Yes,” replied 
the|young wife, “you have been a good 
husband to me.” Then ehe swooned, 
the shock may be fatal to her and her 
unborn babe.

•«Set Balk katBaalaess.-
Is the way e Western man pnt it in 

expressing to a friend hie complété satis
faction in the use of Dr Pieree'e PIsm- 
ant Purgative Pellets. So small and yet 
eo eflectual, they bid fair to supplant 
entirely the old atylq pill. Ao ever- 
remedy for Sick and Billions Headache, 
Biliousness, Constipation and all blood 
disorders. Mild in action, wonderful in 
effect ! Put up in viele, convenient to 
carry. Their use attended with no dis
comfort These sterling merits account 
for their greet popularity.

“If we would condescend 'o pay proper 
respect to the wonderful endowment of 
inetinet end intelligence of the brute 
creation, and consider our indebtedness 
for food, clothing and service, we should 
see that their welfare and improvement 
ia vitally .important to each member of 
the human family. We share in every 
benefit conferred on them and every 
injury inflicted. When this is under
stood and felt, protest will be outspoken 
against all abuse of dumb animals, all 
abnormal methods of treatment

Me Yew MlvsIaUpit
We do ; for instance the signs of torpid 

Hyer are yellow eyes, sallow complexion, 
n under right shoulder, irregular 
well, headache, low spirit* end weari

ng» All there «got may te îeuieved 
by Burdock Blood Bitter* which is a 
euro cure for ell irregularities of the 
liver. 2

pain
bow

QODBRICH

PLANING MILL
ESTABLISHED IS

Buchanan,Lawsoni Bolinson
*" manuvactvbzb» or

Sash, Doors & Blinds
dealers in all kinds or

Lumber, Lath, Shingles
aad builder's material of every description,

SCHOOL FU*imj*r* OTCIHin. 
wA tinier yromptlytattraAed to. 

Goderich ,Atut. L 1881 t-lT

Dr.Hodder's
BURDOCK

I CURES

Compound

Mver Complaint. 
Dyspepsia. 

Blllonaneea. 
|8lck Headache. 
Kidney Troubles. 

Rheumatism. 
Skin Diseases, 

and all
Imparities of the 
Blood from what
ever cause arising 

remote Weak
nesses and Gene
ral WSsnMIllv.

____________ I Purely Vegetable.
Highly concentrated, pleasant, effectual, safe.

ask kib

DR. HODDER'S COMPOUND.
•» «her. MM Everywhere. Prier, » cents pee betels.

DR. HODDER’S
COUGH AND LUNG CUBE.

everywhere. Price, K cte. and 50 cts 
per bottle. Proprietors and manufacturers, 

THE UNION MEDICINE CO., 
a2*- Toronto, Ont.

HARPER’S YOUNG PEOPLE.
AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY.

Harper's Youno People interest! all 
young readers by Ite carefully selected varie
ty of themes and their well-considered treat
ment. It contains the beet serial and short 
stories, valuable articles on scientific subject» 
and travel, historical and biographical 
sketches, papers en athletic sports and games, 
stirring poems, etc,, contributed by the 
brightest and meet famous writers. Ite Illus
tration» are numerous and excellent. Occa
sional Supplements of especial Interest, to 
Parente and Teachers will be a feature of the 
forthcoming volume, which twill comprise 
fifty-three weekly numbers. Every line in 
the paper ie subjected to the meet rigid edit
orial scrutiny in order that nothing harmful 
may enter its column».

An epitome of everything that la attractive 
and desirable in juvenile literature.—Bottom 
Courier.

A weekly feast of yood things to the hays
every i visite—

----- -------------Tie Its wealth of pictures In
formation, and lntoreeL-CArfetie* Advocate,

A Michigan farmer lately found under 
a straw stack two ehotee which disap
peared at threshing time three months 
ego, when they weighed about 136 lbs 
each Though reduced f " * ‘
bqnee” judicious feytidti a 
prend* Rndther t 

the fate of

TKKMB : Postage Prepaid, tteOPer Year.
VoL IX. commences November 1. 1887. 

Specimen Copy tent on receipt of a f tro-craf

Sinole Nuira me. Five crate each.
Remittance* should he trade by Poet-Office 

Money Order or Draft.to avoid chance of less

HARPER ft BROTHER*, New Te*.

\Sk


