TRUXTE.

The Editor's Wife.

The tollowing extracts are froma poetn rond
b}' Fugens Ficld, at the recent Banquet of tho
Chlcago Press Olub:

Whentho cditor comes from his offico aut night
At a very luto hour, in 8 dubtona plight,

‘The Jwpression prevalls and the story s told
That the editor's wifo ciin bo always cajolod
With o 3ib about *bridges” and * broken-down

pro’--

But we who have been there aro free to con-
foas

Thiat when husbands ane luto and susplelons
are rifo .

It {4 best to own up 1o *he editor's wife.

And of courac you'll agreo since our wives are
an v

To brikhten the sceno und partake of our

cheer—
‘thut tho best of all angels kind Hcaven bas
ser
To brhw‘n man sympathy, peace,and content—
‘Yo adud to hls joys nnd 10 lcasra his woes—
‘Tu @ew on hiiy buttons and patch up his hose—
Aud to smooth out the kinks and the wrinklies

of Mfe, - )
I« tho {dol wo worship~tho cditor’s wife.

You m?y drink to your trudeand your creature
of fame—

1 ralso not my glass till 1 hiear her sweet namo;

*Tis to her alono who uncomplainingly bears

‘I'ho all of her sorrows, tho most of our Cares—

Whogo weslth of swect influeaco subtly in.

#pleea
Our u:r)andcsl achicvementa and noblest do-
sires—
*Tis to her I would drink~our companion in
C—
God's bestin  iration, the cditor’s wifo!

CUPIDITY AND CRIME.

CHAPTER VIL.—(CosTINUED.)

“\Weloved so truly and faithfully ; why
were wo thus betrayed ¥

But the wild question was unansivered,
cven in her own heart.  Her cyes grow
dim with anguish, not with tears ; sho
could not see the placid splender of the
waters, tho sun dipping  below the honi.
zon and thewing a last roseate glory
round him as he sank to rest—could not
see the slender upright figure coming
with rapd ateps acress the red sand,
with an eager reflection of that sunsct
plow in the dark blue cyes—saw nothing,
heard nothing, until a shadme foll acrass
her, a hand touched her shoulder, and a
vuico sho had thought hushed forever—a
man's voice, full of an exquisite tender-
nwss and joy—fell onher earsin tholow-
spoken words—

*“Nora, my own darling, at last, at
Iast !”

Then sho looked up, and inte Arthur
Beaupre's faco; and then—— Somnchow
or other the herrible present, the barrier
Lietween them, the revelations to come—
all becamo for the moment as nothing,
and drifted utterly out of her thoughts.
The interview dreaded and shrunk from
in anticipation asan intolerable torture
changed o a sudden bliss, It wasenough
ta leok ence more on the dear familiar
face, to touch the hand shie had theught
cold in deads, to know that the same
carth held them still

With a ery of utter rapture she sprang
to hier feet, both hands extended in eager
weleomo and the passicnato silence of her
lips mos. cloquently interpreted by the
gladnoss of tho dark Jdilating cyes.

“AMy troe leve!™  Arthur Boaupre
cried, 2a he drew her fondly to him and
kissed again and again the tremulous lipa,
“Nora, a0 you &0 very glad? Iwill
abusoray fate then naveragam, A wel-
ccmo 3uch as this is w-rth joumey
through tho Valley «f the Shadew of
Death.”

Feor onr breathless, metionless mement
Newa Incked into herlover'seyes,read the
unchanging love in theirl luo deptlis, and
farget how soem that happy light must
fade away ot change trcruelsoern. Ifshe
~ald vnly dio 8o, th~girl thought, doath
would bo wels-me indeed.

Rut Death was net s~ worcifal.  He
was buxy striking down with retacrseless
arew  the yeung and happr. thrao to
whem lifo was {ull of promiuso and mrely
sweet ; the haramoed and ssrcly tnwabl
2ud heart-bovken might call on himin

vain, a8 Nera in ker threhbing pain called
e,

With a} oz shudderiag sigh ahin drow

henaell foom Anthurs ehae clasp, and

Phyaterical

and gzl

eyes out towards the slowly-darkening sky
and aca,

Tho quiet resvluto movement surprised
and hurt him.  Was this a timo for prud-
ery or resorvo oa tho part of lus pronused
wife— this moment in which he had como
back tw her, not vnly ncross a weary waste
of land and sea, but almost a8 it were
from tho confines of another world 1

¢ Nora !” ho said, almost angrily ; aud
then, ns he came o pace or two hewer,
and caught a side-glimpse of the beauti-
ful face with its lovk of wordless woo,
the anger died out of hiaheart, and fear,
minglod with an infinite and a tender
compassion, tooh its place. Sho looked
like ons whose reason trembled in the

balance. What if the shock had been too
much for hert What if she had not
known1

““Nora dearest I Ho toucked her
slender shoulder gently, and the touch
sent a thrill of aguny through tho girl’s
overwrought and tortured norves.  Sho
drow farther back still, coverug her faco
with both small shaking hands, as
though to shut out somo sight of utter
horror.  “Nora, what i3 it (" he wenl
on; and tho handsome worn face, the
cager oyes, and pleasant manly voico
were all filled with perplexity and pain.
“Surely you knew!  Surely you have
heard from Cnstme 9"

“ Yes, 1 have heard from Cristine,” she
answered, in a stramned broken tone,
vever turning her head or luoking at her
lover as she spoke.

‘* And you expected me 7"

I cxpeeted you,” sho cchoed mono-.
tonously.

“*Then, in Heaven's name, what does
this mean (" ho cried with angry energy
again.  ‘“‘Nora, am 1 dreaming or mad,
orare youl That my letters were unan-
swered was nothing—I  cressed them on
their outward veyage; but that sucha
welcome should await me hero—-"  He
paused abruptly, Ius worn features con-
tracting with a spasin of intolerablo pain,
then went on more firmly.  “Norm, lock
mo in the face and tell mo all tho truth.
I can bear that, dear, whatever it may be;
this crucl suspense I cannot. You thought
the bond between us was wholly broken,
thought e dead, and, true and tenderas

our heart is, you might in timo forget.
ave youlforgotten, Nora1  Have yau
ceased to lovo me?  If youhave, say &«
without fear, and without one reproach 1
will sot you free.” .
* Oh, no, no, ne " the girl cried, in
shrill and passienate denial 3 had shame
aud death been tho instant penalty of
gpeech, she could have kept silence ne
lenger.  *“Arthur, I think my hicart is
Lrken 5 but it has never changed toyon.
Ilyved you--lave you—shall love you al-
ways till I dic; but you must go, 1 must
never sco youagsin.”
His face, which had brighted with her
opeming werds, grow dark and trvubled
once again.
b"Yau rcc;xo;id my lcucr]s 1" ho u}l:cd.
abruptly, speaking stemly—though in
ttuth ho wax ﬁllgd with ij:ity-thg!. he
might the better check his companion’s
on.
Sholaughed—actually laughed—~a shrill
mirthless peal that made Arthur Beau-
Jro shiver.
“I'x.'cs, 1 received them, a littly lato—
soe !
She held up the letters, and, as Arthur
ok them, ho noticed, with a sudden ter-
rer, the wild unnatorai glitter of the
lovely cycs.

reached mo  till to-day," Nora said,
wii.hl o ropetition of thy torrible jarring
laugh,

‘I"Thu y toll you only what you know
already,” tho man said, with a kind of
weary pain—*that Iam not dead, but liv.
ing ; that I was wonnded in the heas,
and romained for eightesn months, a
senseless log, devoid of memory or sensa-
tion, in a Zulu kraal, saved by a capri-
cious nteident from tho fato that befelmy
follow.prisoncrs.  Liko all savages, these
hold the insune as sacred; and for tho
sreator portion of my eaptivity I was in.

ced mad. Then slowly, as the wound
healed, the cloud lifted from my brain,
and little by little sense and memory
awoke—littlo by littlo I came to bo' the
harmless privileged plaything of the Zulu
camp, contented to amuse the round-
oycd dusky children, and bask with blunt.
cd senses in the sun, and became the
heart-sick, miserablo prisoner pumng for
friends and home.

*“Tho war was over when my senses
cameo back—so much I understood from
the broken woerds of those around me—
and my heart leaped within me with the
thought that 1 was free. But when, with
many expressions of gratitude for the
caro and Kindness shown e, 1 proposed
to leave the camp, I was gently reminded
that 1 was a prisoncr stall,

““The terms of peace had been signed,
and they had iucluded the surrender of
all living priscners by a certain date, the
chief informed me, with screno gravity
and polite regret.  He had retained me
by the wish of his women, whe thought
that a madman would bring luck to the
kraal. Sinco I was nad no longer, and
uscler in my other capacity, he would
willing:5 set me free ; but te do so would
beto admit a discbedience to tho orders
of the great chief abuwvo hun, who invan-
ably punished such default with death to
the sinner and demolition to lus kraal, In
theso circumstances I would, he was
sure, forgive him_for keeping me prisoner
still.

] could do nothing, Nora, hut chafe
madly at the DLonds that held e, but
pray and plead and threaten alternately,
and try to bribe my captors with cver-
increasing promise of reward. 1 thoeught
of England, of those at home, of you,
Nera ; and my heart burned woro and
meore hotly within me with the wild ach-
ing lenging to be free.  But ncither
threats ner prowises availed me; beth
were received with eyual indifference;
and at Iast I began taunderstand that
here my fate was fixed, hero in this
scorching alien land, amid these squalid,
savage surroundings.  Far fromall dear
ter e, and fron all to whom I was dear,
1 mustlive and die.

“There came o mo with that aver-
pewering convietion, Nor, not even the
suilen resignation of despair, tut some-
thing of tho wild impulse that leads the
captive bind to flutter and beat «wut its
tittdo hifo against tho crucibars that priscn
it. I ncither ate, ner dmank, nor slept ;
1watched with a_fierco jry my wasting
himbs and daily failing strength. 1 cven
taunted my capters with tho puawer to cs-
cpo them au'l}. 1 might never seo the
Engheh cliffls again, my boncs anight
whiten in the rod African sand 5 but 1
shnuld lwk upen that abhermant bluesky
and tread tho rocursed earth, red with
the blood of my felluw-galdiers, butafow
days minre,

“They were wild rockless words 3 1
wonder that the ficree savages to whom

“*See ™ sho repeated, impatiertly, as
he liel1 the letiers in x mechanieal clasp
with wisifel tenderness at her.
“Lonk at tho letters, Arthor ; &nyou seo !

nething strange 1™ g

Ho turned them over with a deepening |

perplexity in his kind exes. |

“ The scals are unbreken atill. What |

doca thiz mean 1™ ho asked gravely, still §
cXercising a giant aclt-o-nuh{?!z- ach his
Jicart thredbed wildly, and semething |
sceraed ¢ pulsato unnatunally and o.n.
fasingly walliin hix drain. |

tumed hor wlito face and wild anguiatied

*J¢ means that svu must tell mo all 1

hat thoso lelles hold; they newer

jdeath. X1 think I wished them tosherten

1 apoke did net punish them with instant

my ageny ; but the with was vain, They
fistened an silener s and 1 Jdragged my
sching limba away to my ascustrmed o or-
ner, Grwat in ¥ u'en paticnco for the
lagging frvedom that must surely owmo
S,

“And it eamo at last, theughned in
Wieslaje that T expretal.  Tho chief
himself visited me a4 after that, and|
WM oree, with evident reluctaner, as
th-ugh the eenfersicn wero wrong frvma
kit by vntaido inflecace, thatwn certain

“DMy strength and courage revived
miraculously with that word. ~ What con
ditions, consistent with honor, conld he
imposo that 1 would not accept? And
his were simplo envugh. Yo only asked
that I would travel incognito to England,
and, shielding him as much as possible
from tho imperial wrath, which was Lut
a secondary consideration, save hum at all
costs from tho ruineus vengeance of lny
immedinte chief.

*“Of courso I promised; and to the
best of my ability 1 have kept my word
-Unly to you did I writoe the story of my
captivity and relense, and you I bound to
silenco until I should reach England. |
wiight have left that wish unspoken,” he
added bitterly, with a glanco at the un.
broken seals,  *1 did not guess that you
would not gven read wy lettors,”

Nora had listened with parted lipsand
cager shining eyes, with a wmpped atten-
tion thut drew him on in spite of him.
self, with an absorbed intercst that
deadened her crucl pain; but tho last
words bvught her lack sharply to the
keen anguish of the present. = She cov.
cred her eyes and uttered a low oy of
pai.

“Noera,” homid gently, yet with a
passivnato cagerncss that thrilled and
mastered her, “‘let thero bo nomoroe mys-
tery between us.  You say you lnie me
atill.”

** With my whole heart,” she answered
recklessly.

‘“Then why do you reccivoe meo thus!
Why did you not read my letters ¢

The cruel moment was come at last ;
tho question shecould neither fence with
nor cludo was put, A great flood of color
flashed across the ivory pallor of hier faco,
her oyces glittered with an unnatural lus-
tre, her hands were clenched till the
nuls pierced the seft palms, aud her
breath came in pitisble gasps.

*“Why 7" sho cchoed; and thero was
tho wail of a lost spirit in tho word. *Be-
causg Cristine Singleton has been a she-
Judas to you, Arthur, and tome. Sho
kept your letters back when—vwhen they
might still have saved mv, and sent them
tw o to-day.”

Arthur Beaupre listencd, with a luok
that changed rapidly from bewildered
surprise to fiercest indignation.  His blue
cyes flashed dangerously,andthe delicate-
cut lips beneath tho fair soft nustache,
hardened and set as theugh chiselled in
marble.

“She—— DBut we will nnt speak of
her now,” he said, interrupting himself
quickly. *You say the letters camo to
ynu to-day.  Was your paticnee worn out
that you have ne welcome for me near ¢*

She looked him stright in the eyes for
a moment’s space, mutely begging him
toread in that feverish anguished glanco
the story she found 3t 3o crudly hard to
put into werds.  But ho held no clue to
tho mystery asyet, had no suspicion of
tho crushng blow t come. She saw
this, and turmed away her head with a
wailing, sitifu] ory.

“ Ho does not guese, ho will net help
mo! Oh, Artlur, do yau nnt seo that it
was tho very crvwn of Cristine'’s revengo
tolet mo kunow youlived, to send you
hero Uy mo to-day 17

“ To-day ™" ho repeated Vlankly, yet
witha dawning hornvr in his eyes.  Then
ho added, with sudden steraness and a
Iack at the coatly velvet. d s unlike
Nom Bruce's «ndinary cvery-day attire,
Wiy way it apecally criel toeday
Nura"—as tho girl’s jarched lips anved
in a dreadiul soundless offort to explain
—*what bLrings you away o hueme,

and Yere "

Then she tamnad, and answered with a

sudden desperate cffrt—

“Oh, Arthur, fongive—it 13 my wed

ding-day .”

A dead, dreadin} silence, Invken enly

by tho af¢ wzsh of the waves and the
faint whigper of the wind ameny the
troow, fidlowal the unexpsied wonds,
Tho Mluw had fallen, and with crashing
foree, upen the man whoso heart had
beaten F

igh with luve and o an keur

cuniditions ke weuld et me froe, {be

fure,
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