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books and horses, his land to look after, I am ! years. Should a stranger come between them ?

sure he has enough to content him.”

—a stranger, who had the poorest of all records,

¢ You think 80, Miss Channing ? ” said a deep, | no record at all—who might be a thiet, or a

rich voice from the foot of the stairs which the | gambler,

ladies were descending. ¢ Should you be con-
tented with these and nothing more?” and he
smiled & welcome, extending his hand.

“1 am contented with much less, Mr. Fal-
ooner,” she rejoined.

“ Yes, the case i8 different,” he muttered.

By Mrs. Falconer’s order the tea-table had
been lald during their tour of the house, laid for
three.

#] want you to taste our raspberries, Mrs.
Channing,” said Mrs. Falconer. *We are coun-
try neighbours, and must not be formal.”

“ My dear mother, your tea-table looks deci-
dedly informal for a hungry tarmer,” remarked
the son,

“I did not expect ‘a hungry farmer’ for an
hour to come,” responded the mother. ¢ Mrs.
Channing, let me persusde you and your daugh-
ter to sit on the porch for a half-hour, and then
share our supper before returning.”

“Mr, Falconer declined my hospitality, for
fear he should not like its taste,”” remarked
Deborah; “and, besides, dear Mrs. Falconer, it
is our milking time.”

But Mrs. Channing was less loth to sup at
#The Cedars,” and Rhett said to Deborah
“ Please stay,” in a tone that made her colour
oome. Inshort, they found themselves detained,
while the cook, glad of an opportunity to
display her skill, served them sum ptuously
within the hour,

While they were waiting Mr. Falconer took
Deborah to the library, saying:

“] want toshow you how hard I have worked.
My books are placed and catalogued.’”

#1 wish you could see my library,” said De-
borah; ¢it is in the garret.”

“1 should like to see it, but, you know—I
never visit.”

* Ah,” sald Deborah, with displeasure.

“Bee,” he said, * here is a little niche I am
making for my ¢ David Copperfield,’ ”

¢« Do you, then, value 1t 80 highly ?*

*Yes, since the other morning when ?ou
found it in the dust.”

Mrs. Channiog and Deborah walked home-
ward in the starry twilight.

« Most sgreable people, really,” remarked the
elder lady. ¢ The Dales and the Wheatons will
be somewhat surprised to hear of our reception
at «The Cedars.’” ‘

« Oh, mother, pray let us not speak of it.”

# Not speak of it ! Bat, well, I don’t know but
you are right. Some one appreciates you, Debo-
rab, at last, that is evident. Ah, such a settle-
ment as that! dear girl—"

« Mother! I implore you never to hint such a
thing again.”

«8llly child, of course I shall not hint it all
around Hillbush. Bat it was so evident—his
admiration. What harm in speaking of it to-
gether?”

# Mr. Falconer may admire me,” returned
the gir], steadily, “or what seemed admiration
may be his usual manner; but—there is some-
thing, mother, something about him unlike
other men.”

Mr. Channing smiled in the dusk. The admi-
ration was reciprocal she oonceived.

« We will have them to drink tea with us some
day,” she remarked. ¢ I think my bisouits are
a little lighter, and my jelly a trifle clearer, than
even their professed cook can make,”

Every one, says Goethe, is drunk, once in a
lHfetime. Perhaps this night, of all other times,
was the one when Deborah was 80. A new life
had come to her; her idle dreams seemed con-
temptible, her whole past not worth the Hving.
Over and over again, as she lay awake, she
recalled every precious word and look that Rhett
Falconer had given her during that memorable
afternoon. As yet she had had enough. She
oounted on nothing, coveted nothing but what
she had experienced.

Neither was she suffered to endure the pangs
of hope deferred in the coming days. Mr. Fal-
ooner did not visit, as he had said, but he con-
trived some intercourse between the houses for
almost every day. He stopped at the gate with
a siring of trout, or & book, or a bunch of
flowers, and, having stopped there, lingered to
talk. Or a message came from Mrs. Falconer,
begging Miss Channing to fetch her work over
“The Cedars” for an hourof an afternoon; and
the whole thing went forward so quiet that but
one person, outside the two families, suspected
the intimaocy, or ooncerned themselves about
the consequences.

This one person was Nicholas Dale. A man
less slow, less persistent in his passion would
have declared his love, and ' had it rejected years
before; for he had adored Deborah since his
earliest recollection. He had been her pasaive
slave in their school-days—the pattent viotim
of her capricas since. He was not over-discri-
minating in most things, but he knew enough
not to hazard his chance upon an avowal yet.
Carefully avoiding the role of a lover, he bided
his time.

‘With the fine instinot of love he now divined
this new intimacy and its character. Never
hasty, however, he waited and watoched. Debo-
rah herself conld not have chronicled every
ineident with more exactitude. And yet she
never suspected his jealousy, least of all its
result. He continued his visits, on Sunday
evenings, just as of old. He was ready and
friendly, as he had always been, in neighborly
offices. His self-control was the price he laid
out to pay for Deborah. For he meant to have
her. Nothing in heaven or earth, he said, should
take her from him. He was young, good lcok-
ing, well off, and Deborah bhad liked him for

or worse—should he come in and
snatoch the prize from a worthy and patient
wooer ? Nicholas Dale’s whole will said, No!

The summer came to an end. The dreary,
lonesome autumn weather hung heavily over
¢ The Cedars.”” On one of the dreartest and most
lonesome afternoons Nicholas Dale, for the
first time, walked up to Mr. Falconer’s door,
and requested an interview with the master of
the place. He was taken to the Kbrary where
Mr. Falconer was reading alone. He rose and
offered his visitor a seat. Nicho!as waved him
away.

«] have come on business which ¢an be trans-
acled standing. I have come, Mr. Falconer, to
LEnow if you have any Intention of seeking
Deborah Channing in marriage, and, if so,
whether your character and antecedents entitle
you to woo such a woman ?”

It was plainly put, at least. Rhett Falconer
almost staggered as he stood. It was so utterly
unexpected ; it involved what was so painful;
above all, it was 80 coarse.

¢ It seems to cost you little to put your ques-
tions, Mr. Dale. May I inquire—in order that we
understand each other—-on whose authority you
act?”

“My own.”

“Upon Miss Channing’s knowledge ?

¢« No,”

“Then I deny your right to question me
entirely. On what, pray, do you found it ?”

“On my love for Deborah Channing, which
would outweigh my love of life: and on my
suspicion of you, sir, who would come between
us.”

“Mr. Dale, you oversiep the bounds of discre-
tion and breeding. Go you and try your fortune
with Miss Channing, as I, if I see fit, will try
mine, and excuse me from any farther discus-
sion on the subject to-day.”

“ Mr, Falooner, you think to carry things with
& high hand, but I have come here to make
terms to-day. You cannot escape me ”—and
Nicholas Dale touched the breast pocket of his
coat significantly. « I will know who and what
you are, and whether or not you love Deborah
Chanuning—or I will kill you,”

Rhett Falconer stepped toward the bell-rope
for reply, and as he rang Dalp, maddened by
Jealousy and failure, drew his pistol, aimed and
fired.

His victim fell, the blood spurting from his
mouth,

There was a wild shriek through the house,
and in an instant Mrs. Falconer was bending
over the prostrate form of her son. Fright and
confusion surged through the house, messengers
came and went, doctors arrived, and through
all Nicholas Dale, having dropped his pistol and
sunk upon a couch, covered his face with his
hands, and sat there impassible. Somebody
thought of him at last—and shuddered. Young
Dale a murderer | It was too dreadful to believe.
He was taken into custody, however, to await
the issue of his act.

Oh, that awaiting! Both for the one who knew
now how wildly and wickedly he had acted, and
how in any event he had lost Deborah, and fer
the others—the innocent man stricken and
suffering for no fault of his, the distracted
mother, watching while life and death hung in
the balance.

There were weeks of terrible suspense to all
involved. The physicians had llttle or ne hope
of M, Falooner’s recovery from the first and,
when eventually som: u:favorable symptoms
appeared they broke to him gently his critical
condition. He smiled.

«“If they knew how little I had to live for,”
he sald to his mother, when they were gone,
“ But, mother,” he continued, «I have a wish
% it 18 time to indulge. I wish to see Debo-
re. hanning.”

« It is true, then, Rhett; you love her 2”»

“ What has & dying man {0 do with love,
mother? I am going to tell her my secret.”

2borah came, It was, oh, so oruel, that he
should have suffered for her; and she faltered
something to that effect.

#I do not regret it, Deborah. IfI did not e
here dying I could not tell you what I mean to
to-day. Will it shock you, Deborah, to know
ibat I have been an inmate of a prison for ten
long years ?”

It did shock her terribly. She sat silent.

« That,” Rhett continued, “I might have told
you any time—when I could. The rest I can

live. I inherited a fortune,” he went on, “ and,
not from necessity, but for love of bnsiness, took
& clerkship, when quite young, in a ba:ak. There
was a forgery committed, and circamstances
pointed to me as the forger. With proofs in my
possession which would have criminated another
I was tried, convioted, and sentenced.”

Deborah could not oontrol her horror. She
shuddered.

¢ The gullty party,” said Mr. Falooner, calmly,
“ was & young man, but with a wife and child.
What was the sacrifice of my life to his?
Besldes, he was my dearest friend. I would have
died for him. I could certainly suffer imprison-
ment for him,”

¢ But justice,” murmured Deborah. .

«It was accomplished. I knew that he would
never #in again.”

# And he has not ?”

“No. He lives respected, honored, and
beloved. I, since my ten years’ imprisonment,
have gone skulking through life, I thought
here, at last, I should find peace. I shal), De-
borah, the peace which passeth understand-

ing.”

" for me.”

only tell because I have but & few more days to-

¢Oh, miserable ¢ Cedars,’ would you had never |
seen them.”

“Not so. For then, Deborah, I should never
have seen you.”

‘“Me! You must hate me!”

¢ No, Deborah, I love you. Remember, I speak
a8 a dying uan. I never knew I should want
an untarnished name, as I have wanted it to |
offer you. I would not offer one stained as
mine is.”

‘“Stained ! ” she murmured, ¢ so then are the
martyrs’!*’

He pressed her hand feebly.

« It 1s too late.”

She sprang to her feet before him.

“It is not. Rhett—Rhett—I love you. Live

The doctors next morning found their patient
worse—much worse. The symptoms baflled
them. Yet some way he gained strength in
spite of them. He battled with disease ; he clung
to his life. And he lived.

“The Cedars” was sold in the spring, and in
June there was a quiet wedding in the old
Channing homestead, and then, Channings and
Falconers, went away from Hillbush — the
mystery deepened, not solved ; and Nicholas
Dale, older and sadder, knew that he deserved
his loss,

Rbett Falconer was a wanderer once more,
but nowise discontented with his lot. But it
seeemed to him that their obscure if happy li ¢
would be irksome to Deborah.

“ My wife,” he sald, “the man for whon I
suffered once is merociful and just. If yousay 8o,
I will go to him. At my demand he will con-
fess his fault and his deception. At his own
expense he will reinstate us.”

Doborah shook her head.

¢ Let him keep his false jewels and wear
them. We know that we have the true, even if
we have to wrap them in a mystery.,"

———mt O —eee .
I WILL BE TRUE TO THEE.

In leaving thee, thonone of all,
Unto my life most dear,
No words can soothe my sorrowing heart,
Nor check the falling tear.
For 'tis to go to other lands,
Far o’er the foaming sea,
That I must say—sweetheart, farewell,
I will be true to th-e.

Our love, which has still mightier grown
Each time when we have met,

Hath given joys unto my soul
It could not well forget.

And through the long and WOeary year
Which I must absent be,

That love shall still remain unchanged—
I will be true to thee.

One loving kiss, one sad good bye,
One tender, fond caress,

And he had gone, and all my heart
‘Was full of wretchedness.

But oft from him a message oomes,
Thrice welcome o'er the sea.

Which says in language soft and sweet,
He still is true to me.

THE TWIN BROTHERS.

There 18 a peaceful valley in the south of
France, just at the foot of the Pyrenees, where
Any wearled traveller might fancy that life
glided away as smoothly as a summer’s day.

But little life is stirring among the cottages
which oluster round the bright river.

That stream is so clear that it refleots the
trees upon its banks as it traverses the valley.

On the mountain side, which rises up abrupt-
1y, i8an old grey castle, frowning grimly, which,
till within the last few years, was said to be
haunted.

At the fuarther extremity of the valley stood
one of the prettiest little cottages imaginable.

It was & two-storied building, sheltered by
tall, shady trees, and sarrounded by grass plots
redolent with bright flowers, the variety and
tasteful arrangement of which seemed to turn
it into & paradise,

One morning the door of the chalet opened,
and & pair of deep blue eyes peeped out.

Then the sweet fresh face of a young girl
emerged into the sunlight,

She stopped for a moment irresolutely under
the doorway, the drooping vine leaves forming a
graceful frame round her fairylike figure, and
fmxl:ing a marked contrast with her rich brown
our!

Then, darting away through the gardon, she
crossed the river by the rustic bridge and ocom-
menced to ascend the nearest mountain side,

In her ascent she stopped at intervals and
listened for footsteps.

The tinkiing of a goat-bell suddenly fe]) upon
her ear, and she hastened on to the 8pot whenoe
the sound had apparently come.

One turn of the rock brought her there,

. On a ‘mstid lnc;und & girl of about her own
%e was seated, singing a wild mo
wtzle he;-:o:u fed ar?nud her, untain song,
scarlet kerchief was wound round the goat-
herd’s head, and was twis
ike & tarben. isted in her black hair

There was a tinge of sadness in her la; e

black eyes, but when she raised them, and ?e-

cognised the new comer
over her ! e, & joyous smile passed

S g s S e A g

“An! it is you, Miss Jeannette,” she begd®
“Itis some time since you have come to
me. I began to think that, like the village Pe%
ple, you were beginning to shun me.”

“ No, indeed, Marle, that is not true; but &
always go to the other side of the mountain n0
for——="

And Jeannette stopped short, while a blush
suffused her tace.

¢ Because Don Castro rides that way evefY
morning. Isit not so ?” interrupted Marie.

“ Well, perhaps it 18 because the premd‘
flowers grow there,” replied Jeannette, laugd”
Ingly ; ¢ but what do you think of the ha!
some strangers, Don Castro and his uncle ?*

«“] fear them,” moodily replied Marle.

% And what can you find to fear in one 80 8¢
complished, 8o noble as Don Castro ? His ud*
cle certainly looks severe, but to me the D&
phew is perfection. Think how different he ¥
to Jacques, our doctor’s som, or to Louls, tH*
farmer, who stammer out the few words tbe.
can speak.” .

¢ At least we know them to be honest mesi
but a8 you value your happiness, beware
making even a friend of the uncle or nepheW-

“ You speak in riddies, Marie ; what do yoo
mean ? My father respects and like them,
you who, like myself, have never left this Vi
lage, how can you judge 7"

« If I tell you a secret, are you sure you Wil
keep 1t ?” asked Marle.

‘ Yes, indeed I will. I promise,” answered
Jeannette.

‘“Then sit here beside me, and I will tell y9*
one that will startle you.”

Jeannette, trembling, took the place thed
Marie had made for her on the grass.

They knew no distinction of class in his oot
of-the-world village, 80 that the daughter of po%
sant and proprietor were often fast fricn-ds.

“ You know,"” began Marle, « that years
my grandfather fought in the French army-

‘“ He went to the war with a young cou?
who was his foster-brother, and whose serve®®
he had been in his native village 1n Nor
mandy.

¢ The Spaniards were very bitter against U od
French, as neighbors often are, but the coud
even after the war, stayed in a distant {0
called Madrid.

“ But my grandfather soon found out the r®
son,

“ A beautiful young lady, belonging to agrost
proud 8panish family, lived near the house thef
were stopping at, and many an evening did $%°
count and she risk their lives to meet 68
other, while my grandfather watched as se8%
nel,

“ But as this could not last long, and the 0035!
entreated her to become his wife, and fiy W}
him to France.

“Bhe at first refused it seems, and toldm’_
with tears that her brother, who was her gus’

dian would probably kill him, and prefer to "
her dead to marrying a Frenchman,

¢ At last she acceded to his entreaties.

« It was arranged that the coant shouald %%
a priest; and that he and a faithful matd of $%°
young lady's should be the only witnesses t0
marriage. pod

* Well, the appointed day come, and sl}
gone on smoothly so far. o

“The priest had consented to keep thelf
cret and to marry them.

¢ A carriage and swift horses would be "’:‘:‘
to convey them to the French frontiefy
once there, all would be well. o

“They had met in the young lady’s N"“‘w
daybreak, and were just about to leave fOf
chapel. .

«“Suddenly a loud noise was heard at the
- « It was forced open,

* The dreaded brother,
rushed into the chamber. oﬂ'ﬂ

¢« Before the count or my grandfather dd""
speak, they were seized and thrown
‘Whether they had been betrayed, or M®
suspected, no one ever could tell, tﬂ"

“The brother reproached his sister in 808!
terms. Then, notwithstanding her ph s
screams and cries for meroy, he stabb®d
count over and over again,

“ Though the wounded man was atill n:l’::"-
he ordered his body to be thrown into th® ook

“ My grandfather had seen all withoat 10“‘
able to help his master, and no doubt he
soon have been treated just as cruetly. KT 4
moment the mald passed & sign, ‘”:w o
ped him behind a curtain concealing :bl’o“'.
the far end of the room. Sheled him

private entrance into the street. "‘

“ They rushed off to the French oon"‘k rod
Placed themselves under his protection- £
days after both were sent off to France-

with four armed %

* A party of French officers went imm 4
to the scene of the murder, bat no one
found. The place was deserted. of
u;‘ Now comes the most dreadfal part
story.

s

“ My grandfather has seen Don C8strC 'y
his uncle, and he 1s perfectly certain »
uucle, who now calls himself Don Ur! b‘m whe
otber than the cruel Duke de 1a S0t ipg
murdered the young connt, and who, B0
is hiding here for this and other orimes: . 4od

“Though this Don Castro looks 80 8109, , of
good, he 1s merely a tool and an 'w£ nasd®
the duke’s. He, oo, has blood-stained 'l .ed
The duke had no nephew ; the broke™ y
sister died in a cenvent. But, Jeannette, yos*
sobbing.”

“ Oh, your story is a dreadful one. B: ‘a
grandfather may have been mistake o
Don Urbano.”

* His voloe 1s the same,” sald me.&:‘pw

tically, “ and grandfather's terror




