
cigar manufacturers

Q

A NOBLE SACRIFICE.

i

of eloquence, fer I felt no lack of words ; 
they seemed to shape themselves into sen-

. Eut."— 3. 59 EY‘S9

With what awful foreboding his look 
struck me ! for his face was gray and cold 
and his eyes hard and set, and at last he 
■aid:

His Majesty, out of his exceeding courtesy, 
did not keep me in suspense, as a lesser 
man might have done. I was admitted to 
his presence at onoe, and having thrown 
myself on my knees before him, was raised 
kindly, and assured that my petition would 
be heard.

Alas for the weak nerve and loving heart 
of woman ! Surely ‘twas needful for me to 
state my prayer distinctly, and in such fash
ion that tne King might look favorably upon 
it. Instead of which I broke into tears, 
and was unable to pronounce a syllable ; 
and seeing this, his Majesty begged of me 
to calm myself and to speak to him when I 
felt restored.

His infinite kindness cheered me, so that 
I drew happy augury from it. I began my 
story, and in the midst forgot that the King 
was a dreaded personage—forgot all but 
that he was a man with a man’s heart, and 
I was a woman pleading for her nearest, her 
dearest.

Heaven must have lent me some manner

Castleton !”
Then my cousin Will looked towards me 

for the space of one instant. The Lord for
give me if I did wrong, for to the mute in-

“Sirs, I would fain bid the lady fare- 
well.” And then he bent forward and whis-

There are a great many novelties la Xmas 
goods at Barkwell's drug More; are selling 
cheap and rapidly.

“What ails you. Jack?' when suddenly I 
espied my cousin Will, seated on horseback 
among a corps of soldiers. From the die 
tance it seemed that his hands were bound

‘Twas such a sad journeying, onward., 
always onwards, each step bringing u. a 
little nearer to the death of him I love 
most. He was so tender of me withal, re
garding thia undertaking of mine, which 
was no very terrible one so long as be wae 
with me, ae a meet heroic enterprise, striving 
to guard me against the fatigues of tne road, 
narrating to me stories of adventure, in 
order to make the time pass lees heavily ( to 
which I mostly paid no attention, my 
thoughts being concerned with immediate 
griefs), that tears were wont to spring into 
mine eyes at some casual word or look of 
his, thinking of the black, dreary time when

How it arose that my Lord took to loving 
me I cannot tell, for I was nothing but a 
simple country girl, ignorant of the wiles give me n 1 am wrong, tor to tne mute in- 
wherewith to win the hearts of men. I quiry in Will’s eyes I turned a pleading, 
could do nothing but love him, and surely i passionate gaze on him, I could not tell 
so noble a gentleman never had a less “ 
worthy mistress. Twat in the sweetest 
month of the year, in June, when all nature 
is gay, that my Lord first whispered of hie 
love to me. I can tell you the very day 
(‘tis engraved on my heart)—‘twas the 28th, 
which fell on a Saturday that year.

We were together in the garden, my dear 
Lord and I, he holding a paper (which, I 
fear me, I prevented his reading), and I was 
gathering in the late rosea for my flower
pot. He stole to my side, and said in simple

pered:
“Sweet, ’tie for yonr sake;” bnt aloud he 

cried, “Nay, thia, my friend, seeks to save 
me. Ask of all around who is Lord Castle- 
ton."

ed to wander out into the woods and fields 
and tell them of my great misery. Yet 
have I always found Mother Nature of an 
unsympathetic disposition—my grief seem
ed as nothing to her, and the sun ahono as 
brightly whether or no my eyea were dim
med with tears. I had returned from one 
of these solitary walks when I found the 
house in the greatest confusion, consterna
tion being plainly written on every one’s 
countenance. My dear Lord was then (as 
always, alas 1) first in my thoughts; he re
ceived me witn face so drawn and pale that I 
knew from the first that all hope had fled 
and sad reality reigned in its stead, and 
that ill tidings had been brought us. 
Strangely, his manner had regained all its 
old affection, and he took me in bls arms so 
tenderly that I, being a coward (aa I think 
all affectionate women are), began to aob 
with apprehension. He soothed me with 
kind words and caresses, albeit my wretch 
ed weakness must have added to his un
happiness.

“Nay, Molly,” he cried, “never sob so, 
sweetheart; ’tie no certain disaster. I’m 
living still.”

At which words the horror of the whole - ------------------- F-------------------------------
struck me afresh, for I had until then con- i tences without my control. I could but hope 
sidered Will's misfortune as being Will’s and pray • and when I had finished and told 
alone, and in no wise comprehending my my story, I looked into the King’s face for 
dear Lord, except in such manner as the his answer to my petition.
misfortune of one's dearest friend includes With what awful forahndine his lank
ns.

“ My dear Lord," I said, and laid my 
hands around his neck so as to feel that he 
still was there with me, my very own, the 
one man in all the world to me, “surely 
you will not leave me ! Is it not enough to 
lose such an one as Will without sacrificing 
yourself as well !"

Then my Lord grew sternly angry, and 
cast on me a look such as (I hope) he will 
never give me again.

" Molly,” he cried, and put me away from 
him, “is your love so paltry a thing that 
you would bestow it on the meanest coward 
that walks on theearth? Surely, sweetheart, 
a love that is not based on esteem would 
never satisfy such an one aa you!"

Ah me!’tie hard for a woman when the 
man she loves makes her the arbitrator be
tween her love and his duty. ‘Twas against 
my conscience to bid my dear Lord sacrifice 
Will, yet how could I bear to st nd him to 
his death T So I, gathering up my few 
straws of courage, told my Lord of Father 
Flaherty’s plan, and at first he looked grave, 
then softened by degrees, until he said : ’

“ 'Tis a desperate plan, Molly bnt a des
perate case needs desperate remedies. So 
sure am I that no man alive could refuse 
my sweetheart’s prayer that I will not say 
you nay. And yet, my Molly, you canno: 
travel unprotected, nor shall any man guard 
you but myself. Sweetheart, consent to a 
hasty wedding, and I myself will take you 
to the King ; then, dearest, death itself will 
lose its terror, if I have known you mine 
first ”

There was naught for it but to consent, 
though my heart sank within me at thought 
of such piteous marriage. May be there 
are women among you who read who have 
known the sweets of being loved and wooed ; 
those women will pity me, when they think 
of the dismal ending to my love dream. 
Yet, methinks, was I sustained by the 
thought that this sacrifice was demanded 
of both of ns, as punishment for having 
(though unwillingly) trifled with so sacred a 
matter as truth ; and being both young, we 
were liked to be sanguine over the result of 
our undertaking. Of our weary journey to 
the great city there is no need for me to 
speak ; ’tie enough to tell that our patience 
was tried to its greatest limits ; albeit that 
in my heart of hearts, I held a secret hope 
(selfish are women when they love) that the 
delay on our journey might bring us to 
London too late to put my Lord in my con- 
sin’s place.

I had one time thought that my love for 
my dear Lord had always been so great that 
no tie of marriage even would increase it, 
yet, to my cost, I found that however dear 
my lover bad been to me, my husband grew 
ten thousand timee dearer still ; yet wae I 
hurrying to London with the one thought 
of letting him die in the stead of my cousin :

sacrifice himself for his sake ; ana in the 
depth of my heart I loved him the more for 
this resolution—indeed, every neo act of 
his seemed to call forth new love.

But almost wearied out we came at last 
to the town. My cousin, whose male my 
Lord assumed, had been of sufficient listing, 
tion to warrant our being lodged in Shion- 
able quarters of the town ; though laught 
was further from my mind than thougts of 
fashion, yet we were so surrounded by per. 
sons of distinction that I grew accustimed 
to the eight of gayly dressed people waling 
and talking all around me.

Indeed, to my sore heart twat a geat 
surprise to eee that so much pleasure cond 
thus rub shoulders with such misery. Ay 
dear Lord occupied himself (though always 
in my cousin's name) with gaining me aud. 
ence with his Majesty—the which he could 
not well refuse me, seeing that I was my 
father’s daughter (who, having ingratiated 
himself with the King, had thereby earned 
the opprobrious epithet of turncoat from 
the adherents of the falling cause). For my 
part, I had reason to rejoice greatly thereat 
when my dear Lord at last gained me the 
favor of an interview with his Majesty.

I would I could tell you how I felt on my 
way thither, but I wae too much perturbed 
to Lave any very clear memory. I know 
that I prayed earnestly and fervently for 
the success of my undertaking. And per
chance you will not smile (when you remem- ( 
ber the greatness of the result of my peti. 
tion) when I tell you that I bad attired my
self with the utmost care and taste that my 
poor skill knew. It troubled me that I wae 
so pale, having the thought before me that 
men were wont to admire buxom, freeh- 
colored women, and my many anxieties had 
bereft me both of my shape and complexion ; 
yet I am pleased that I did not have recourse 
to a little red, or any artificial means of m- 
ouring beauty, such as I am told women of 
fashion indulge in, even to please *0 great a 
king as King William. (If I have led you 
to believe that his most sacred Majesty held 
women otherwise than in great honor and 
esteem, I pray you banish that thought ; 
indeed, the King was so sincerely attached 
to the Queen that he wae like to die when 
ehe was taken from him ; nevertheless I 
exerted myself to look well, knowing that a 
fair woman it more certain of success with a 
man than an ngly one.)

My dear Lord conducted me all the way 
to the palace ; indeed, 'twas necessary, ae 
my knees trembled so exceedingly that I 
could scarce walk a step ; and before he left 
me he kissed me tenderly, with tears in hie 
eyes, saying many timee:

“ Remember, Molly, I will not accept of 
life without honor. Unless Will be eet free, 
I take hie place.’

And I, though I felt that it would be 
death to me, was forced to promise that such 
should be the case.

at first sight, yet, methinks, have I good 
reason to affirm the fact true when my Lord 
declares that as soon aa he set eyes on me 
he knew that Providence had shaped me for 
him, while 1 own that I had not submitted 
to the influence of his gaze longer than a 
moment before I knew how it was with me.

None can know—for surety I am too poor 
a scribe fitly to narrate—how beautiful the 
rose garden was that afternoon, or how blue 
the sky, or bow soft the air. When I led 
the two into the garden where I keep my 
simples (for they induce me to show them

“Not that, my Lord,” I cried in great 
alarm, yet not without relief at his assurance 
of love. “Surely there is no taint of dishonor 
attached to your name.”

“My name! ’ he answered, sadly. “Sweet- 
heart, what is my name! If I passed by my 
own name. I should now be lying a felon in 
prison, in lieu of the noble soul whose only 
crime is that he loves us both far too well ”

Then I grew abashed, and faltered, and 
tried to make some excuse; yet there was 
none forthcoming, and my lord continued, 
with more passion :

“Molly, 'tie an iniquitous trick, and by it 
I will not owe my lite to any man. If we 
hear ill news concerning Will, I will give 
myself into the hands of justice, and suffer 
the penalty of my rashness. Tia only my 
duty, Molly, Nay, sweetheart, do not fal
ter. Life must be sweet to Will, unless, in
deed, he suffered from some unrequited af
fection. You know of none, Molly! ’

My Lord looked at me so strangely that I 
could not keep myse’f from trembling a 
little, whereat he gave a little sigh, and 
said, "Ah, Molly, you make it hard for a 
man to die !” And I, being but a girl, and 
no very wise one, broke into sobs, which so 
disquieted my Lord that his manner chang
ed entirely, and he took to consoling me, 
which he accomplished with such great suc- 
oses that I shortly dried my tears. Now, I 
would have you all know that I was not a 
maid given to forgetting a conversation of 
such a serious import, as the one I had had 
with my Lord; yet, being of no very decided 
temperament, I resolved to seek counsel of 
Father Flaherty, whom (I deemed wae 
fitted, both by the position be held in our 
house and the remarkable learning I knew 
him to possess, to give me effectual advice. 
Therefore I begged him to yield me a few 
instante' conversation, which,when he grant
ed me. I made much nee of.

“Father," I asked, “why did you, when

behind his back.
’Twas such a wonderful and unexpected 

eight tnat I turned to my Lord (as indeed I 
always do) for explanation, but he, forget
ting me (for the first and only time), spur
red his horse forward, and I, remembering 
that if there were danger I would be at his 
side, followed him without uttering a word.

“What is the meaning of this?" cried my 
Lord, as he came up to the group and, no 
one answering, he repeated his question. 
Then one, who seemed to be the leader, said 
roughly, “ Tie an arrest, sir, for high trea
son ; we have the warrant signed by his 
Majesty."

Then my cousin Will cried out, “Hold 
your tongue, for the Lord’s sake, and for 
here. "

But my Lord cried, “I demand to know 
the meaning of this. "

And the man who had answered before 
said, with an oath, “I have arrested Lord 
Castleton, on a charge of high treason; and 
now, let us away. "

My Lord grew as white aa death, and 
cried:

“ Tia a miatake, I tell you ; you have mis- 
taken an innocent man. Tia I who am Lord

Alas, my dreams were roughly broken in
to! Twas such a prodigious plunge from 
joy to sorrow that I could scarcely fathom 
its immensity. From living in the highest 
state of happiness. I was suddenly thrown 
into the direst misfortune. It befell in thia

I had been riding with my dear Lord, 
and we were returning home, when we per 
ceived a group of mounted men at our --------, - __—, ----,„,-------- -------,--------- - -------------------------- - ---------
door. My Lord turned vary pale, and I you were asked, speak untruly concerning be should have left me desolate. For I 
cried to him: the real person of Lord Castleton!” knew my Lord was resolved to let no man

then how much entreaty there was in my 
eyes. I know my soul yearned to make it
self understood, though I uttered no word.

And then the noblest heart the world 
ever knew prepared for sacrifice. Out of 
my cousin’s eyes there shone so much noble 
resolution that the tears gushed into mine 
and blinded them; he beckoned to me to 
come closer, saying to the men who sur
rounded him:

“ Do you not know, madam, that Lord 
Castleton is implicated in a plot to assassin- 
ate me !"

Then I felt there was no hope for my dear 
Lord ; though I told the King (as, indeed, 
my Lord had often told me) that he wae led 
into the plot not dreaming of its extent and 
ultimate project, though I used all the tears 
and entreaties (which came easily enough, 
the Lord knows), I could gain no promise 
of pardon for him. I begged so hard for the 
boon of my dear Lord’s life that at last hie 
Majesty was moved to say :

“Madam, if your cousin is disposed to 
take Lord Castleton’s sin upon his shoulders, 
and thus bear the burden of it. so long as the 
law be satisfied, I will be content."

Then I, indignant, sprang to my feet, 
forgetting in my most impotent wrath the 
sacred person of his Majesty, and I cried 
bitterly:

“Were my Lord a coward, then would he 
accept this at your hands; but he would 
rather die ten thousand deaths than live dis- 
honored.” And after this outburst I was 
moved to tell his Majesty of the great and 
lasting friendship between my Lord and 
Will, how that one would gladly die for the 
other, but that mv Lord could not live dis
honored, though Will had offered himself a 
free victim; yea,though I begged and prayed, 
I could gain nothing from him but a permis- 
eion to visit my cousin in hie prison and the 
King s promise to respect my L rd’s person, 
should Will bo executed under the name of 
Lord Castleton.

After which, seeing that no good could be 
done, I stumbled to my feet, conscious only 
of the intense misery of my life, feeling that 
I was carrying his death-warrant to my 
dear Lord.

At seeing me he grew pale. Surely my 
despair must have been written on my face; 
but he took me in his arma and held me 
close (so cloee, indeed, that I felt the quick 
bea’ing of his heart), and whispered: “Hush, 
sweetheart; do not speak. I know it all.” I 
waa ao far past weeping that no word of his 
could have drawn tears to my eyes. I only 
put my arms around hie neck and drew hie 
dear head down towards mine, fearful last 
they ehould take him from me in that hor
rible palace where I had learned my dear 
Lord’e doom.

And that night after we reached our 
lodging we could do nothing but eit speech- 
less, hand in hand, watching through the 
livelong night for the dawn to break, ae If 
It could bring consolation.

Surely women’s hearts are made of tough 
fibre, or else mine would have broken with 
the anguish of it all. My dear Lord, with 
his white face and burning eyes, etrove to 
whisper words of comfort when there wae 
none; and in the midet, while be wae hold
ing me cloee to him, there came a shivering 
horror of the time when he should have left 
me, and I dreamt of the long summer days, 
the weary winter nights, that I ehould be 
forced to pane alone.

At last, when the morning had waxed old, 
there came a pass for me to visit my cousin 
in hie prison; and though I (believing my 
time with him to be short) was loath to leave 
my Lord, yet was I obliged to get ready for 
my melancholy journey.

[Concluded on page 16.]

“Nay, dear child," he answered, “not un- 
truly. If I did but quibble with thoee meet 
iniquitous men, surely 'tie moet justifiable. 
Viewing the piteous case we were in.”

Hearing which, from so pious a man, oon 
soled me beyond measure, so much, indeed, 
that I forbore speaking to him farther con
cerning hie equivocation.

“But, Father," I asked, “surely ’tie not 
honorable to let an innocent man suffer for 
the crimes of an imprudent one!" for I 
would not allow that my dear Lord was 
ever guilty of aught save imprudence in 
espousing the cause of king lames. “And 
what is to be done !’’ I continued. “There 
is no sacrifice—always excepting my dear 
Lord’s life—that I would not make to restore 
Will to liberty.”

Then Father Flaherty turned on me a 
questioning glance, and looked at me from 
head to foot, whereat I was in greet tre 
pidation. not knowing what he had a mina 
to say; at last he made answer.

“Mistress Molly,” he said, and his respect- 
ful tone caused me much solicitude, ’ ‘me- 
thinks that a woman fair enough to enslave 
so accomplished and gallant a nobleman as 
Lord Castleton should know how to find 
favor even in the eyee of a prince. ’’

Now, this speech of Father Flaherty 
troubled me greatly. At first, not knowing 
what meaning the reverend father would 
attach to it, albeit being assured of his great 
integrity. I felt that he meant nothing of 
evil import; therefore I sat silent, and he 
continued:—

“ Tie said that King William Is not in
sensible to a woman's tears, a woman’s 
entreaties. Therefore, I counsel you to seek 
to gain an interview with him. Your moet 
honored father stands well with his Majesty; 
surely he might be willing to extend pardon 
to your cousin Will.” Then, indeed, a 
gleam of hope visited me, and I resolved 
that, if the worst should happen, I would 
forthwith repair to London in order to seek 
audience from his Majesty. And yet I bad 
a mind to keep this plan of mine to myself, 
though sorely tempted (as, indeed, I still 
am at every difficulty) to unburden myself 
to my dear Lord.

Now there ensued a month of waiting, 
which was like to turn my hair gray, its 
suspense waa intolerable to such high de- 
gree. I scarcely spoke to my dear Lord ; 
indeed, we seemed to keep aloof from each 
other, and that little circumstance, when I 
remembered (as, indeed, I did daily) our 
former loving converse, steeped my heart in 
bitterneae and regret.

I had no inclination to speak to my fa
ther concerning this matter, therefore was 
forced to suffer alone; and being but a girl 
in years, hourly felt the need of 
some one who would feel in unison 
with me. There came times when I was fore-
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“Sweetheart, give me one rose in token 
of love for me.”

And though my fingers trembled greatly, 
I gave it to him, and he kissed it gently ; 
and some of his kisses fell on the finger tips 
that held the flower -kisses warm and soft, 
like the roseleaves themselves, kisses that 
stirred me so mightily that tears began to 
fall from my eyes, at the sight of which my 
Lord cried out, as if in pain :

“Sweetheart you are weeping because of 
me. Nay, do not weep, but give me right 
to dry your tears all the days of your life, 
to live for you, and die for you, and know 
you are mine, wholly mine !”

Twas such hot wooing, this wooing of my 
Lord’s, that I could not (even had I been so 
minded) find breath to ask him to grant me 
time for reflection as I have heard ’tis 
maidenly to do, it being most unseemly for 
a woman to drop like an over-ripe peach in 
to her lover’s arms. Indeed, I marvel much 
that my love discovered itself to him, won
dering that so much nobleness should con
descend to love me ; though, being a man 
of great discernment, ’tis not surpising that 
he should have understood one who was 
ignorant of all deceits, and knew not how 
to conceal a love that was far greater than 
any other emotion.

Howbeit, in a moment’s space, I found 
myself in my Lord’s arms, with all my 
gathered roses at my feet, and my Lord was 
gently loosening my hands, with which I 
had covered my face, and quicker than a 
flash of lightning he had kissed me.

Then, breathless, I wrenched myself from 
his grasp, and ran to hide myself in the 
house, in the greatest perturbation (so great
ly are we moved by touch of one we love). 
And yet, forsooth, in a little while I was 
forced to go to the window, in order to watch 
for my Lord’s return.

It being the month of June, all the 
windows were open to gather whatever 
breath of air was stirring. From my point 
of vantage, I soon became aware of two 
figures approaching, one of which—my dear 
Lord’s—caused my heart to beat so violent
ly that I was like to close my eyes until he 
should have passed tny casement. Then it 
angered me mightily that I (through my 
weakness) should have lost the sight of him 
for a moment, and I leaned forward only to 
hear my cousin say :

“ ’Tis an ill time you have chosen for your 
wooing. Jack.”

To hear my Lord answer :
" ’Tis true, Will ; yet she was sweet 

enough to have tempted St. Anthony him
self, and I could not restrain myself from 
speaking to her. She is of such perfect sim 
plicity and such inimitable sweetness that I 
was constrained to take her into my arms 
and tell her all she was to me. ”

My dearest Lord’s speech was so gentle 
and loving withal that I could scarce refrain 
from calling out that I had heard all, and 
from thanking him from the bottom of my 
heart for his love for me; yet I was (and not 
unduly, as the sequel will show) oppressed 
with a foreboding spirit of impending mis
fortune, clouding over a day which other
wise would surely have been the happiest 
in my life.

Holding my cousin Will in great rever
ence, I was given to attach importance to 
his words. ’Twas unlike him to dash my 
lover's wooing with words of evil augury, 
but his voice had been so grave, and his fa- e 
so perturbed when he had spoken, that a 
chill doubt stole over my heart.

Howbeit, I began to make myself ready 
for the dreary meal. It being an occasion 
of such solemnity, I was fain to array my
self in my best, and to dress my hair in a 
manner which had been recommended to 
me by my maid, who had been waiting- 
woman to a lady of fashion. Yet, when I 
had ended my preparations, I would not, 
for very shyness, leave my room. ‘Twas 
not until my dear father came himself to 
fetch me that I could prevail upon myself to 
summon up courage to look into my dear 
Lord’s face again.

It seemed that the day’s proceeding 
pleasod my father mightily. He kissed me 
with great affection as he said, “So, Mistress 
Molly, you have stolen away a great noble- 
man’s heart,” and then he took me by the 
hand and led me to where my Lord and my 
cousin, Father Flaherty, and our servants 
were ail assembled.

When my dear Lord saw me enter he rose 
hastily, and coming over to me he took my 
hand in his, and kissed it before every one. 
There were tears in my eyes, and I knew not 
what happened for a little while; neither did 
my mind grow quite clear all the evening. I 
fancied then — or perchance twas later 
on—that I heard some whisper of “cousins,” 
“dispensations;" and once when, in my 
father’s hearing, some one spoke of my being 
my cousin’s affianced bride, my father pre
vented my setting him right, as I otherwise 
should have done. Yet thoee things touched 
me but little. I wae in dreamland, you see, 
and the realities of life did not invade its 
boundaries. * Twas surely enough for me 
that I loved my dearest Lord, and that my 
Lord loved me.

part I.

I would have you all know who read this 
poor narrative of mine that he whose story 
it is never was a lover of mine—never. 
Though at his death all the country side did 
not scruple to taunt me with the coldness of 
my disposition—the which was never a fault 
of mine; on the contrary, my dear Lord says 
that 1 have a most feeling and tender heart, 
though it ill becomes me to speak in such 
terms of praise concerning myself—yet none 
knew, except my Lord, how many tears and 
what bitter grief his death c st me. But 
then, he always knows. My Lord has bid
den me give a true and succinct account of 
Will Somerville’s death. True it shall be. 
Succinct, I fear me, it may not be, by rea
son of my feminine tongue, which, even my 
Lord says, outruns my discretion.

My Lord is so often right that he may at 
times fall into error. Were I not a dutiful 
(as I hope) and a loving wife, I would sug
gest that it might be so in the present in
stance. Indeed, I am not addicted to say
ing much when a little will suffice.

My story, then, deals with history. Tis 
strange that we live through crisis, and 
never at the time guess that they will go to
wards filling the pages of the world’s 
chronicles Father Flaherty (a most excel
lent divine, and one who is accounted a 
profound scholar) says that ’tis always 
thus. I have not had his Reverence’s ex
perience of life (vast as his knowledge of 
mankind), so I cannot pretend to judge, 
being only the wife of a nobleman, who has 
lived all his life among his people, save 
only on the impel tant occasion with which 
my story deals. My Lord is a man of many 
parts, of handsome and courteous presence, 
with prodigious grace to make himself be
loved of mankind to such a great degree, as 
you will perceive when you have read my 
story.

We have now reached a period when our 
unhappy country enjoys the quiet and pros
perity of peace, but at the time of which I 
write the whole land was one seething caul
dron of rebellion. Alas ! I fear me that 
much innocent blood was shed, and many a 
gallant nobleman paid the penalty of his 
loyalty to a falling cause on the scaffold I 
well remember the anxious hush that fell on 
all of us when we caught sight of the 
mounted messenger who brought us news of 
the outer world.

My father (dear soul, he’s dead—died in 
peace and quiet among his own) was a man 
of no fixed political opinion. In truth, I 
have heard an ugly word, which it ill be
comes me as a dutiful daughter to write, 
applied to him.

For my own part, when I came of an age 
to judge dispassionately (though at no time 
ought we to judge our parents), I found that 
he was simply tolerant of any monarch who 
was like to reign for the prosperity of his 
penpie. Neither was he a bigoted man, but 
well pleased that every one should worship 
his God according to his own fashion. A 
tolerance which earned him the a cusation 
of lukewarmness methinks was ill deserved, 
as he was actuated in all he did by a spirit 
of fairness, which was like to make him con
sider the two sides of every question.

The distressful adventure I am about to 
narrate came about in so simple a fashion 
that I cannot but marvel at the wonderful 
ways in which Providence thinks fit to work 
our weal or woe. At the time I write of, I, 
Mistress Molly Stanforth, waa eighteen 
years old. My Lord, who will read that 
which I am writing, will have it that I was 
more than comely—" exceedingly fair* is 
his verdict. I know not whether it was so, 
having never, I thank heaven, suffered from 
that great vice of vanity. Yet was I never 
without sweethearts, and many were the 
love tokens that came into my possession 
from one or other of them ; though my Lord 
will feel assured that none ever held a place 
in my heart:

It was with the coming of my dear Lord 
that the story of my life began (which, in
deed, is not marvellous, for what maid lives 
before she has a true lover ?) 1 was living 
(as it becomes a woman to live) in the shel
ter of my father’s house, when I heard great 
talk of how my cousin and his friend were 
to come and visit us. M y cousin was a per
son of deep and genial learning : yet of a 
nature so sweet that love could not be de
nied him. I remember so well his pale, ex
pressive features, his brilliant eves, and re
fined and womanish mouth. Though some 
strange fatality, his friend (who loved him, 
and whom he loved with such exceeding de
votion that they were nicknamed Orestes 
and Pylades, after, as I believe, two youths 
who flourished in the days of the ancients— 
you must fain forgive my scholarship if ‘tis 
faulty) resembled him closely, except that 
(in my eyes, at least) his manner was more 
perfect, and his figure more elegant. Again 
I must beg you to pardon me, for my cousin’s 
friend is none other than my dear L rd, and 
my mouth has not yet learnt to sing his 
praises low—as he would have me do—nor 
will ever, methinks.

Yet would I never say anything in dis
praise of Will Somerville—the noblest soul 
who laid down his life for thoee he loved. 
Ah,me ! ’tis such a pitiful tale that I can 
scarce write for the tears that will break in 
aud dim my eyes, though my sorrow is but 
small in comparison with my dear Lord’s, 
whose wish it had been to write this nar
rative himself, but who waa compelled to re
linquish the task by reason of the grief it 
caused him.

Well, I was making ready for the arrival 
of my cousin and bis friend. My dear 
mother having died when I was yet a child, 
I was intrusted with the management of my 
father’s house. The two friends came so 
much earlier than I had expected that I was 
still in the rose garden when I saw them, 
being not a little annoyed thereat, for I had 
only on my cotton gown, instead of my taff
eta with the rose colored sprigs, and I was 
gathering rosea to adorn the rooms they 
were to occupy. It was so unusual for me 
to take part in the entertainment of young 
gentlemen that I had meant to greet them 
with much dignity, and had even rehearsed 
a little scene for their benefit ; and a taffeta 
gown would have given mean air of weight 
and age which a cotton gown would not lend. 
Moreover, I found, to add to my confusion, 
that my cousin was not disposed to treat 
me with the gravity and the decorum that 
I deemed belonged of a right to me as mis- 
trees of a house. For he kissed me on the 
cheek (which salute is, I believe, seemly 
and customary among cousins), and said : 
‘ This is my cousin Molly, Jack." and then 
—“ Did I not tell thee so, ma • !"—alluding 
I know not to what, but. whatever it might 
be, it amused them vastly, which wae not 
like to diminish my blushes.

I have heard it denied that one can love
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as I am obliged to do when I feel constrained. 
In a little, my cousin stole away to see my 
father his uncle, and left me with my Lord, 
and it was then that the first mistake began ; 
for old Goody Trueman, who came for her 
weekly dole, seeing me together with him, 
talking so blithely, and knowing that my 
cousin Will was expected, mistook him for 
my cousin, and I, feeling that perhaps I had 
been freer with him than it is wise for a 
maid to be with a stranger, was too much 
abashed to undeceive her Thus the first 
mistake was made, which led finally to such 
noble sacrifice on the part of one, and to 
such deep grief on the part of the other.

Perchance Father Flaherty (our honored 
chaplain) had a presaging spirit, for to my 
humble understanding it seemed as if he 
encouraged the mistake (made first by my 
old pensioner) to such degree that our 
servants and the gentry of the country 
around fell into it ; nor was it ever denied 
by either my father or my cousin—my dear 
Lord being to much engrossed by the affairs 
of his heart to lend much attention to trifles. 
He has often assured me since that he is at 
a loss to account for the manner In which 
this so seemingly intricate net work of dis
guise was spun ; moreover, at that time I 
felt no uneasiness thereat, having my cousin 
in great reverence, and knowing that he 
would not lend his countenance to aught 
evil.
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Lariat Bill-The Engineer’s

Story.
From Pack.

Well, stranger, Iwm somewhere tn sixty-nine 
I were ranoing the "Frisco fastexpress;

Anfrom Mirder Creek to Bl tiled Pine, 
Were nizh onto etgate n mile. I guess.

The road were * down grade all the way.
Ax' we pulled out of Murder * little late, 

Bo 1 opened the throttle wide that day.
And a mile a minute was about oar gait.

My fireman’s nam- was Lariat Bill. 
A quiet man with an easy way. 

Who c aid tape a steer with a cowboy’s skill. 
Which he learned in Texas, I’ve heard him 

say.The Coit wae strong as temp’red steel.
An’ it went like a bolt from a crossbow flung, 

Ansrter Bli changed fr m saddle to wheel. 
Just over his head in the cab it hung?

“Well, as I were sayin’, we fairly flew 
Aa we struck the curve at Buffalo Spring, 

Aa’ I give her fullsteam and put aer through. 
An' the engine r eked ike a living thing: When all cf a su den I gut a scare” T?
For I here on the track were a little child. 

An’ rient in the path of the engine there 
the held out her little hands and smiled!

“I jerked the lever and whistled for brakes.
The wheels threw sparks lise a so J wer of gold. 

But I knew the trouble a do en grade makes. 
An' 1 eet my teeth an’ my flesh grew cole.

Then Lariat Bill tanked hl 3 long lass 39, 
An’out on the front of the enghe crept— 

He balanced a mom nt before be threw.
Then out In the air bis lariat swept!”

He paused. There were tears to Ms honest eyes; 
The stranger listened with bated breath.

—I know the rest of the tale,” be cri-s;
"He snatched the child from the jaws of death! 

’Twas the deed of a hero, fr m her e bred.
Whose praises i he very angels sine !" 

The engineer shook bis alizzled head. 
And growled: "He diln’t do no sich thing.

He timed at the stump of a big pine tree. 
An' the lariat caugnt with a double bitch. 

An, to less than i second the train an' we
Were yanked off the track an’ Inter the ditch! 

‘Twere an awful sm sh. an’ It laid me out,
I ain't forgot It. and never shall;

•Were the pussengers hurt? Lemme see— 
about -

Yes, It killed about forty-but saved the gal!” 
_ _____________________________ O W.

Bands and Feet.
My little readers will wonder what one 

can find to say of those two prominent 
members; such common things that they are 
usually passed over altogether, and yet they 
are the two members of onr body which are 
the most useful of ail others to us. Now, if 
it had been some talk about our manners, or 
something like that, they might feel an in
terest in it; but hands and feet, which are 
usually so ugly, what is there to say of 
them that could possibly give us pleasure? 
Well, perhaps few think of them as I some
times do I see two velvety hands, so soft 
and small that a tailor’s thimble might 
easily slip over them; two tiny feet, so 
helpless that one wonders can they ever be
long to one who will in time be a strong man.

I see wee hands that are always throwing 
down some toy, that nurse so patiently picks 
np, and little restless feet running here and 
there and everywhere.

I see a little mischievous hand upsetting 
mother’s workbasket, and little runaway 
feet hastening away, for fear of the gentle 
chiding. And I see two tiny, pale white 
hands, and wee cold feet, that will run no 
more nor be warmed in mother’s dear lap 
again, but will be tenderly laid at rest under 
the green sod in the quiet churchyard.

Onoe more I see strong boy s' hands, that 
help their little sisters up, and brave young 
feet that take many a step to 
help the dear mother ; and helpless hands 
that never toiled, and poor useless feet that 
never walked, and the hard hand that never 
stayed, but worked steadily on from the 
early morning till late at night to earn the 
scanty living, and the tired feet with the 
ceaseless tread that beg their daily bread 
from door to door, and are constantly told 
to move on and on, like poor Joe, till they 
■top for one long rest, never to move again. 
1 see the soft white hand of the gentle 
lady, with its taper fingers sparkling with 
gems, yet still so kindly that never a 
beggar stretches out his grimy hand but 
to receive a dole from hers; and I see her 
pretty feet, which step so lightly in the 
dance, walking slowly to keep pace with the 
dear old father who leans so heavily upon 
her. But of all I ever eaw and think most 
lovingly of, are the poor, weary, mishapen 
hands and feet of the aged, shrivelled up 
old hands, tired out old feet that have borne 
the burden and hest of the day, and are now 
in the shades of evening, standing on the 
threshold patiently waiting to be taken to 
that bright land where great and small, 
lame and halt, rich and poor, rest alike from 
their labor. I could go on and on, my dean, 
but I should only tire you; but I will just 
add that I hope every little hand that rests 
upon this page wil. find some trifling labor of 
love to show their good will to men this beau
tiful Christmas time, and when you hear the 
merry joy bells ringing in the Christmas morn
ing, I trust many little feet will follow the 
sweet sound and go to join in the praises of 
Jesus Christ, who was once a child like you 
and born upon that day.

How the Vienna Claqueurs Ex
tort Money.

From the Vienna Fremdenblatt.
There is an organized club of claqueurs, in 

whoee hands the failure or fortune of a new 
linger or dancer - often rests, and whose 
favor is eagerly sought and readily paid for 
by the older members of the opera and the 

— baniet. Fifteen ladies of the Court opera, 
eighteen male singers and ten of the princi- 
pal members of the ballet, have owned that 
they have regularly paid to the chief of the 
claque a percentage upon their monthly re 
ceipts, averaging from 5 to 50 gulden apiece. 
The monthly income of that gentleman can
not be lees than 800 gulden, or 10 000 gulden 
a year. He has, of course, to pay hie sub 
ordinales, but their wages are small. How 
profitable hie own calling is may I er judged 
from the fact that he has jnet bought out of 
the proceeds of his office a country estate in 
Hungary.

It is an open secret that an opera linger 
who retired last year into private life, and 
who has been for over twenty years one of 
the great favorites of the V ienna Public, 
was under the excommunication of the 
claque. It is almost impossible for any singer 
to maintain his place if he rebels against the 
powerful monopoly.

It ii high time in the interests of art, as 
well as of the independence of the artist, 
that all artiste should combine together and 
unanimously refuse to pay the smallest coin 
to this intrusive guild of extortioners. It 
could not exist for a day if there were not 
artists who, for vaeir own individual profit, 
lower their profession by pay ing, or rather 
bribing, the chief of the claque.

Handsome Xmas Presents.
A large selection of plush goods, odor 

cases, jewel cases aad dressing cases, whick 
holders, mirrors of all styles, and an endless 
variety of other goods, are selling very 
cheap at Bark well’s drug store. All 
readers of the FREE PRESS should tee hit 
Sa” zylection before paying high prices for

Whereupon, they all turned to Father 
Flaherty, thinking, doubtless, that so rev
erend a divine would of. a surety speak the 
the truth. He answered, pointing to my 
cousin :

“ ’Tis the man you seek,” and I blessed 
him from the bottom of my heart for this 
saving lie.

And then—ah, me! I can scarce bear to 
write of it—then came a great stir and a 
bustle of preparation, and they made ready 
to carry away Will, who sat pale and erect, 
with a face beautiful as an angel’s, and as 
still, a smile cn his lips that caused my 
heart to throb with the intensest pain that 
I had ever felt

The memory of it comes back to me as I 
sit and write this, and burdens me with in 
tolerable anguish; moreover, through all the 
years of a life blessed beyond the usual life 
of mortals, I have never been able to listen 
to the stir of horsemen, nor feel the warm 
summer sun, without a reminiscence of that 
moment’s pain.

Ah, Will, the memory of your sacrifice 
has burnt itself into my heart! Had you 
only not smiled, Will ! It seemed to me, 
when I looked on your brave, suffering face, 
that I could have borne anything but that.

I know that when they took him from me 
I burst into tears and sobbed wildly; yet did 
I not dare to look into my dear Lord’s face 
for fear of what I might read there.

The last footstep had .died away when I 
turned, and found him lying face downwards 
on the greensward; and pity mo, all who 
read it, for my dear Lord was weeping, even 
as a woman weeps when she is bereft of all 
she loves.

Then, when I eaw these bitters tears, 1 
was indeed undone. I spoke to him timor- 
oualy.and hemademe no ans wer, but lay with 
his face covered, and refused to be comfort
ed, even by me; and I, feeling like a 
criminal, stole away and cried myself almost 
blind—alone.

PART IT.

There now followed to me a period of the 
deepest, direst distress. My cousin Will, 
being taken a prisoner under the name of 
Lord Castleton, had been brought to Lon
don, to be judged before (as I believed) his 
most sacred Majesty the King, and we, not 
receiving news of him, were steeped in deep
est anxiety. Moreover—what was almost 
harder for me to bear—my dear Lord (by 
reason of that glance of appeal which I had 
directed, well-nigh without the wishing, 
towards my cousin, and which he had in
tercepted) seemed to have lost all pleasure 
in my society, which grieved me all the 
more as I knew that my sin towards him 
arose solely from my loving him beyond 
anything else on earth.

There were days when I was like to throw 
myself at his feet and entreat of him, by the 
love he had borne me,no longer to look upon 
me with such disfavor; for it has always ap
peared to me that a woman could fall into 
no greater misfortune than to lose the love 
of an honorable man. I endured his cold
ness for some days, until at last I plucked 
up heart, and asked him to tell me why he 
had withdrawn his love from me. My dear 
Lord looked at me in great wonderment, 
and made answer:

“Not love thee, Molly! Why, sweet, ’tie 
because I love thee so well that my heart is 
torn with anguish. Alas! how can I ever 
expect Molly to give love to a man who has 
lost all honor ?”
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