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GREAr EXCITEMENT IN WALES
ABOUT A MARVELLOUS CUREL,
BIVING 81X YEARS WITHOUT GOING TO
BED

MR. Epitor,—While spending a lew days &
the pleasant seaside town of Aberystwith, Car-
diganshire, Wales, I beard related what'seemed
to me either a fabulous story or a marvellous
cu’i‘ehe story was that & poor sufferer who had
not been able to lie-down in bed for six lon,

ears, given up to die'by. all'the Doctors,

geen speedily cured byisome PatentMeditne

It was related withithe more implicit confidence

from the circumptance,’as was said; that the

Vicar of Llan Q. was familiar wirth the facts

and could vouch foi-thé truth of the report. %

Having a little curicsity to kiow 'how sud
stories grow in travelling, I took the hberty
while_at the village of Llanrystyd to call upon
the Vicar, the Rev. T, Evans, and to enguirs
about this wonderful cure, Though a total
stranger to him, both he and his wife most
gracefully entertained me in a half hour’s con-
versation, principally touching the case of Mr.
Pugh, in which they seemed to take a deep and
sympathetic interest, haviog been familiar with
his sufferings, and now rejoiced in what seemed
to them & most remarkable cure. .

The Vicar remarked that he presumed his
name had been connected with the report from
Lis having muntioned the case to Mr. Jobn
Thomas, o chemist of Llanon. He said Mr.

* Pugh was formerly a resident of their parish,

-but was now liviog in the parish of Llanddeinol.

. He strong'y vouched Mr. Wm, Pugh’s char

aster as a respectable farmer and worthy of
_eredit. I left the venerable Viear with a live-

- hier sense of the happy relation of a pastor and

paople, feeling that he was ons who truly sym-

pathized with a'l who are sfilicted in mind,

body, or estate. . .

On my return to Aberystwith, I was im.
pressed with a desire_to ses Mr. Pugh, whose
reputation stood so bigh. His farm is called
Pancom-Mawr, signifying *‘above the dingle,”
gituated near the summil of a swooth round
hill, overlooking & beautiful valley in which is

_situated the lovely ivy-mautled Church of
_Llanddeinol, I found Me. Pugh, _agparently
about 40 yvears old, of medium height, rather

slight, with a plersant acd iatelligzat face. 1

told him I heard of his great aflliction and ot

his remarkable and almoet miruculous relief,
and that I had come to leara fram his own
lips, what thers was of truth iu the reports.

Mr. Pugh remarked that his neighbors had
akea a kindly and sympathetic interest in his
case for many years, but of late their interest
had been grestly awakened bv a happy change
in his condition: What you report as havicg
heard abrosd, said he, 18 substasatialiy trus,
with oane exception, I never understvod that
my case Wwasever given up as Lopeless by any
Physicion. I have been treated by several
Doctors hereabouts, as good as apy in Wales,
but unfortunately no prescription of theirs ever
brought the desired relief._ .

Fifteen years ago, he Baid, I first became con-
scious of a sour and deranged stomach wnd loss
of appetite, which the Doctors told me was
Dyspepsia. What food I could hold in my

tomach seetned to do me ro good and was often
tirown up with painful retchiugs, This was
followed after a time with' a horseness and a raw
soreneas of the throat which the Doctors called
bronchitis, and I was treated for that, but with
little success. Then came shortuess of breath
and a sense of suffocation, especially nights,
with clammy sweat, an? I woukl have to get
out of bed and sometimes open & door oz window
in winter weather to fill my lungs with the cold
air
About six years ago I became so bad that I
could not sleep 1n bed, but had to take my un-
uiet rest and dreamny sleep sitting in an arm-
chair. My affliction seewed to be working
downward into my bowels as well aa upwarda
into my lungs and threat. In the violent cough
ing spasms which grew more frequent, my ab-
domen would expand and collapse, and at times
it would seem that I should suffocate. All this
tine I was rednoed in strength so_that 1 could
perform no hard labor and my apirits were con-
sequently much depressed. i

£arly in this last spring I had a etill more
severe spasmodic attack, and my family and
neighbors became alarmed, believing that cer-
tainly I would not survive, when a neighbor,
why had some knuwledge, or had heard ot the
medicine, sent to Aberystwith by the driver of
the Omnibus Post, some seven miles distant,
gnd fetched a bottle of Mother Scigel's Curative

Frup.

}Th?s medicine thoy administered to me ac-
cording to the directions, when to their surprise
and delight no lesss than my own, the spams
ceased. I becamest ease, and my stomach w as
calmed. My bovles were moved as by a gentle
cathartic, and I felt a sense of quiet comfort
» through such as had not before realized in
maoy years. 1 could walk around the house
and breathe comfortably in a few houra after I
had taken the medicine. I have continued to
take the medicine daily now lfor something over
two menths, and I can lay down and sleep
sweetly at nights and bhave not since had o
recurrence of those terrible spasms and sweat-
ings. I have been so long broken down and
reguoed in my whole system that X have nct
fiied to perform any very hard out-door labor,
deeming it best to be prudent lest by over-
sxertion I maf do myself injury before my
strepgth is fully restored. I feel that my
stowsach and bowels have been and are bsin
thuroughly renovated and renewed by the medi-
cine, %u fact I feel like o new man.

1 have been much congratulated by, eigh-
bors, especially by the good Vicar of Llanry-
styd, who with his sympathetic wifs have come
three miles to shed tears of joy on my recovery.

I bade Mr Pugh geod-bye, banpy that even
one st least among thousands had found a
remedy for anaggravaling disease.

Believing this 1cmarkable case of Dysfeptic
Asthma shoanld be known teo the public, beg
tv submit the abuve facts as they are related to
me, F. T. W,

Bale by every Druygist in Montreal,

GREAT HEAT IN EUROPE.

Loxpoxn, July 21.—A remarkable heat
wave is passing over England accompanied
by disastrous thunder storms. At Liverpool
the sewers overflowed and two persons were
drowned, Severs storms with loss of lile are
reposted in Frence. Lightning deatroyed
the Dansette spinnery at Armentiores, causing
damage to the extent of 12,500,000 francs.
In Daris the heat is excensive. Extraordinary
sanitary precautions ars beiog taken by the
authorities there.
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NERVOUS DEBILITATED MEN.
You era ellowed a free trial of thirly days
of the use of Dr. Dye’'s Celebrated Voltaic
Belt with Eleotric Suapensory Appliances,
for the epeedy relief and permanent cure of
Nervous Debility, loss of Vitality and Man-
hood, and all kindred troubles. Also, for
many other diseases, Complete restoration
to heslth, vigor snd manhood gnaranteed.
No risk is incurred. Illustrated pamphlet,
with full information, etc,, mailed free by ad-
dressing Voltaic Belt Co,, Marshall, Mich.

A considerable industry is now carried on
in Europe in the manufacture of picture
frames from paper, Paper pulp, glue, linseed
oil, and carbonate of lime or whiting, sre
mixed together and heated jnto o thick
oream, which is run into piolds and hard-
ened, The {rames sre then gilded or
bronzed.

A Most Liberal Offer,

Tie Vorrarc Baut Co., Marshall, Mich., offer o send
heir Celebrated Vo‘uw Bxurs aud Electrio Appliances

thirty days’ trinlito nuy man affticted with Nervous

Debillity, Loss of Vitalicy, Manhood, &c. Illuztrated

pamphle in sesled envelope with full particulars,

mailed free  Write them at once:
———

The Bartholdi statue iz booked for comple-

h | gram to CurZzon street.

LADY ETHEL.

Br FLORENCE MARRYAT,
,_[Mz3. Rost Cnurcim)

Author o';" v Zove’s Conflict,” ** Veronique, )
ete., clc, .

“CHAPLER XXXIV.

c.o 7 WHY IT WAS SENT, - o
Fhings bad been going on. very quietly at
Cranshaws, bitween the time that Colonel

L.

{ and Lady Ethel Balnbridge left the castle,
;] and the occasion for se&'ﬁln_g_;i_;hat first tele-

-

alowly in that North:,

Spring advanced but

someévhiog new and fresh ani bLeautifal for
the contemplation of her admirers; and the
final demolition of the frost brought plenty
of work for those who - wan! -it,
botu induora and out. . The. season.
for ploughing - and” —sowitg ™ had ~ar.
rived ; for the housing of young lambs,
and countiog of apple-blossoms ; for calculat.
ing how long the winter storés would last,
and how soon the upspringing grass would
aflord pasture for the increasing flocks and
herds. And Mre. Baiobridge fuund almoet
as much occapation as her husband, for she
permitted no one to superintend the pouliry
yard but hcrself, and aeld daily confer.
ences with the old hen-wife, for the
purpose of mutual congratulation on the suc-
cesaful efforts of young pullets, or the happy
hatching of large broods. In the house, Miss
Llryd waz employed in ransacking the linen
; resses, calliog over the roll ot preserve jars,
and giving Magpie Hernderson loving little
lectures ; whilst for the girl haraelf, perhaps
this was the bitterest phase of the 1ri:l
through which she was passing.

It may be remembered that, on the day
Lady Etael resolved to leave Cranshaws,
Maggie had gobe to puy a visit to Sitter
Murgaret, ut Horse-ap-Cleugh,

Tue interview, a3 her auot prophesied, had
done her good. The gentls sympathy she had
meb with, the calm counscl roceived, and,
ulysve ul', the assurance with which zhe bad
been impressed, that whatever was right and

hest for her im the future would be
brought to pass without the help
of any violent effert on her " own

pert, had left a gense of trustful expec-
tation cn her mind, which was the best feel-
ing ahe could carry back to lighten the duties
to which she was bound.

She had often seen and talked with good
women befere; she had leen brought up
snder the example ol her aunts, who both
led humble and religious lives ; yet, vntil she
met Sister Margaret, Maggie had never known
what it waa to read in another’'s eyes the
complete happiness thet springs from the
smrender of one’s life to God.

From that hour she felt hor own vocation
fixed ; u-t assuredly to be a Swter of Meroy,
not even to labour amcnzst the sick and suf-
ferinz, if He did not eo will for her : but to
be Hia faithfol aervant to her 1 f’a (n i,

She had dreamed of euch a service befure;
she had Icnzed tor, snl, in purt, adopted it ;
but naw she felt as though it were imnpossible
to keep Lack aoythng for commen v use;
and gave herself to Him baody and scul, t) do
with as He thought fit, believiog, as Am.t
Letty had taught her, tnd Sister Mergarct
had endorsed, that true religion consists not
in what we do, bat Awr we do it ; and lessin
great efforta than in complete obedience.
An1i eo, when her new friend left Horse
sp-Clangh (which she did nst do without a
promise to keep up their intercourse by coi-
respondence) Maggie returned to her unevent-
ful life with a firm datsrmination to perform
everything, however triviul, that came to her
in tae shape of duty ; and, for His sake, to
perform it well.

Thence her existence should have been rli
sunahine, rest, and quiet ; hlissful in the satis-
faction of an eaey conscience, and changed
from dark to light, by the hope of her re-
ward ; yet it was not so—not, at all events, in
this stage of her recovery.

The path of wisdowm is not always a happy
path, let Solomen say what he will, It is a
hard path; s@sometimea it is Ditterly,
cruelly hard, stained with the blood
of feet unused to tread it and the tsars
of oyes that have wept themselves blind
before they found it; and, since it is so, wo
bave no right to say it shouli be otherwise,

For, though hard and bitter, it is the fur-
nace that purifies the gold, and there is
snother fact to be bhorae in mind: it
is the only sacrifice we have it in
our pawer- to render up to Him who
has dons all for us. his sacrifice of
gelf, our tears hnd sighs, fierce resolutions,
snd ultimate victories—gifts of His own
though gthey ~be—are the sole offerings He
con taka from our hands; because they only
typify our love and whole submission to Him;
and we have nothing clse to give, Nor are
they lost in His immensity ; weall know that,
Ho seta our teara as jewels in His crown, and
gives us in exchange eternal smiles,

Shall we have time to think ubout them
then ? But bL2twixt ¢ then” and *' now,”
how wide a difference, He who was human
knows. .

With the excitement of her cousin's aand
Lady Ethel’s vieit over, and the selace of Sis-
tor Margaret's company paat, Maggie Hender-
son somelime- felt as though her mere exist-
ence were a calamity too heavy to be horne.
She was neither despairiog nor jealous; she
no longer gave way to violint burets
of grief ; she did not even desire things to be
other than they were; yet all the lightuness
and sunshine seemed to have died out of her,
ond left hor stranded on the birren shore of
duil thoughts—{rom which she often had
not stringth to rise to prayer or
praise, She went through her rou-
tine of little duties carefully—being even
more punctual, solicitous, and affectionate
thar usual ; so that Aunt Letty was deceived
by her demeanor, and Mra. Baiobridge did
not once question the fact of her complete
contentment.,

But one person did : one who (though ua-
known to himself) was drawing nenr the con-
fines of the other world, and had his
sympathies perhapa quickened by the unseen
influences he was approaching ; an
that was her uncle. Mr. Bainbridge had
never been quite himself since the departure
of his son, He had gone about his farm as
uaual, it in true; settled bargains with his
drovers, checked his bailiff’s account-booka,
and determined what works were to be setin
operation during the ensuing season. And
yet he, like Maggie, had lost the cheerful
activity which  oharacterized all his
former movements, and the girl perceived
the changeand attributed it to thedisappoint-
ment he had experienced in her cousin's mar-
rioge. She knew what hia hopes had been,
snd the knowledge drew her closer to him, 8o
that there two became very sympathetic and
near friends during the last weeks of their
companionship together. Not that Maggie
ever told her uncle of her trouble, nor ha ex-
press what he felt to his niece ; but whenever
the day’s labor left an interval of quiet, the
girl waa to be found by the old man’s side;
walking with bim hand in hand, or sitting at
his feet, or leaning with her head upon his
shoulders ; and they both felt happier and
more contented when it was so. Afterwards

t  atter part of September,

the took it as a sign of God's good will, that

ern climate, but each day Nature unfolded |

by him who had stood in the place of her own
father to her. o
" Qaealternoon in May, the same day on
which Lady Ethel destroyed the telegram,
Mr. Bainbridge, tothe consternation of the
household, was suddenly taken with a atroke
of paralysia—found prosteate aad helpleas
on his study floor, and nnable to articu-
lats more than the word ‘¢ Thomas” as he
wascarried to his bed. In this dilemma,
by : which both Mrs, Bainbridge and Miss
Lloyd were overwhelmed, Maggis proved the
.gusrdisn apgel of the family. 1t waa she
'who despatched a messenger post haste for
medical aid, who wrote and sent the telegram
to Curzon atreet, and then took up ber atation
at the sick man’s side ready to interpret to
‘her aunt each feeble action by which he
strove to make his wishes und .
Thedootor came and stayed all night, dor-
ing which the feekle flame of life was flicker-
ing to and fro, and keeping them io miser-
able suspense, &nd by the morning Mr. Bain.
bridge was so much weaker that it was ccn-
aidered doub:ful whether he could survive to

"I see hia"son again. L
But he wasd ctill ulive when the, carrisge.

went to Borthwick to meet the_mail train,
-tndretirned to them—emply ; no Colonel
Bainbridge having arrived by it.

His mother was almost in despair, She
insisted that Thomas must be ill himself,
unable to guit the house—perhaps his bed;
for nothing clse would have detained him
from his dyiog father ; and she wasabout lo
loge both of them at once.

It was in vain thut Maggie represented to
her that in such a cass they also would have
had a message ; and that by far the likelicr
sclution of the mystery was that her cousin
and Lady Ethel were away from home. Mrs.
Bsinbridge was quite certain she wasto bo
rendered childless as well as widowed, and
divided b:tween hLer desire to imnsh off to
town to see aftcr her son heraelf, and the
doty which kept ber ab the bedside of her
husghand,

44 It ia uscless to attempt anything like ar-
gument with your good aunt,” observed the
doctor, confidentinlly, to Maggie; *‘but if
Cclone] Bainbridgs is to sce his father again
alive, you .aust sena another telegram at
aee”

And su the second telegram, which was
atill more strongiy worded than the first,
reached London about noon, ani the same
evinne saw its recipiont on his way t» Crac-

shawa,
CHAPITER XXXV,

TOO0 LATE,

Colonel Bainbridge alighted hurriedly irom
the hired vehicle which had copveyed him to
his father's door, and without inquiry passed
nt once into the dining-room. There wrs no
one there but Maggie Henderscn. 8he -waa
looking pale and tired, for sho bad eat up
for two nights at her uncle's bedside ; and as
gshe came forward and placed her hand in
Colonc] Bainbridge's he guessed that he had
arrived too late,

*¢ O Cousin ‘Lhomas, I am thenkful yon are
come! Aunt Lizzie will be so glad to =ee
you--but it’a all over.

His jr.sence had no power to make her
blush or ten!’e then; but her sad, com-
passivnata eyes rasted celmly upon Lis, as
though he had, indeed, bren the brother to
her which he colled hims: If,

Culonel Ban‘ridge broke away from
ber kiedly r.sp, and, sisk’ng into a
chair, fir & womns concealed his fnce
from view,

“ All over ! he muttered, hoarsely; **all
—quite ~quite over! 1t secms too heri--
and yeb it 1s but what I expe.t:d. Wheu did
it happen, Maguie?’

** This m(roing at four o’vlock,” she whik-
pered. “He went 8o happily; so full of
faith, and hope, anl love. Had you h:en
here you conld nuver huve firgottenit He
said he had but one wish l:ft vogratified.”

*“ And that was'—

‘Lo mee yorral’, O cowsin! why did you
not come as sncn as yu re.cived £ tels.
gram ?l)

€] did not receive it,” he answered,
brusquely; *“I was ut & party thar night,
and st-1l msleep the following moin nz when
your second message came to hanl, Istarted
as soon as it was practicable,”

‘¢ And your servants never gave it to you
on vour return ? How very carcless of them !
If they had only known the ccnsequences
involved in their neglect !”

¢t Jt is of nn use talking of it,” he said,
moodily. * How is my mother, Maggie?
How doen ghe bear al! this ¥

¢ Oh ! she has been in despair, cousin ; and
when the carringe came back from Borthwick
yest:rday without you, I thought she would
bave gone wHd witn fesr. She imagined
something must be wrong, But since —since
this moranipg, she has boen much quieter ;
and when I wenb upstairs abous balf an hour
ago, was fast asleep upon bher bad. Poor
soul ! she has nst closed ber oyes once before
since uncle was taken ill; and she is
vuused to fatigue, you know.
tell her you are here ?’

By no means, Maggie. Let her sleep

while she can; and to speak the truth, I
don’t fecl equal t7 encountering her just yet,
I fear £ read reproach for my tarlinessin her
eyes.”
y"0 cousin ! You will uever do that; she
Isves you too fondly. She will feel atcnce
that it could only have stisen from a mis
ake.”

It is an awful shock,” he continued, pres-
sentfy. Your message did not preparc me
for so sudden a termination, Maggie.”

“Not the third ono !" she inquired.

“* \Wns there a third one ?” ho replicd, in-
ditferently.

‘“ Of course thera was, I despatched it
about three o’clock, It must have reached
Curzon Strect before you stirted. The firsy
was necessarily worded with some uncer.
tainty, but directly Dr. Mackenzie fpro-
nounzed him to be sinking, I sent another to
propare you for the worat. Did you uot
receive that either ?’

“ No.”

¢ But at what hour did you leave town,
cousin " .

¢ By the eight o'clock train.”

¢ And it had not reached your house beforo
that time?”

1 do not know—] was from home,” he

d { said, unensily ; and then, aftér a pause, ‘' the

tagt ie, I left Curzon Street at one o’clock,
and did not return there again.”

¢ Oh ” replied Maggie, thinking the pro.
ceedings sounded nnusnal, but ignorant what
remark to make upon it. Then there was
the silence of a minute batween them, during
which the clock upon the mantelpiece ticked
as thongh it had been the only live thing
present,

¢ Won't you have some breakfast, Cousin
Thomas #’ she inquired timidly, as the
servant appeared with the toa and coffeo;
it is quite ready now.”

¢ No, thank you, my dear; I have no
appetite.”

“ A oup of coffes,” she said coaxingly,
‘t you really should try to take something
nfter your long journsy, Remember how
much there will be for you to doand think
of, Aunt Lizie will depend onyouto do
overything.”

¢ Well, a cup of coffee, then,” replied Col-
onel Bainbridge, though he made no attempt
to leave the arm-chair into which he had

thrown himself, and spproach the table.
““He suffered no pain,” continued the

But shall I|P

something that should console herconsin. ¢ Dr
Mackenzie, who has been with him from first
to last, and only went t>lis down about an
honr ago, told me himseli that in sll his
practice he had never seen a more peaceful
death-bed, and that thought onght to bea
comfort to ue, cousin,” ,

“Yeg !—I am thankfual to hear it Y

“And in "several conversations that dear
uncle and I had togathor. previous to his be-
ing taken ill, he told me what a consolation
it was to him to leave Cranshawe
us—that is, Aunt
Lizzle, you know--to the care of
one whom he felt would look atter them juat
in]the same way he should have done him-
selt.” . : T
" Eh '—what ?—I beg- your pardon §* ex:
claimed Colonel Bainbridge, starting from a
reverie. '

He was evidantly mot listeniog to her;:
and presently Magyie tried if another subject
wounld rouse bim from his mood of despon-

dency. :

u“ fv)‘igi; you observe ;?e .couniry_as you
caime mlong, sousin? I b‘gins‘ £ look very
green and lavely.” - o

“ Very lovely, Maggie !”

:#But 1 suppose the trees are more
with you south than they are here.”

¢ Yesg !-] enppose 80" - ¢ ¢

His face looked s0 dark and despairing as
he eat there, supporting it upon his hand,
that the girl's heart ble=d for him. He must
not reproach himself too much for a mere ac-
mdnt. What could she say to recall ais
icind to happier thoughts? Xnheranxicty to
comfort, she probed the wound which agon-

eed him.

'] hopy''—ebe began, with some degree of
Fesitation—fc1 Maggie had not yetlearned to
epeak the name so freely as she should have
done,—**1 hope, Cousin Thomps, that you
left Lady Ethel quite well.”

But had she been prepared for the electri-
cal effect of her words, she never wounld have
uttered them.

Colonel Bainbridge, with a violent expres-
sion (she was not quite sure what it wae),
wtarted from his chair snd rushed towards the
window, as though he were going right
through it.

*For God's sake!” he cried, vehemently,
 don't mention her to me.”

At this outburst, s uaexpected and appar-
ently uncalled for, Maggie turned white with
apprehension. What horrible tragedy could
have happened in that establishment, the mie-
tresa of which she had often been weak enough
to envy ? She regarded her cousin in silent
dismay.

** You will think mea great fool,” he said,
presently, passing & "hendkerchief over his
clammy brow ; * and so I am-—the greatest
fool that was ever born — but
wonld rather discues any subject but
that of my wife at present. And now,’
returning to the table, *let me have the eup
of coffee you promised, Maggie ; after which,
as I am not tv sec my mother yet, 1 will go
up to my room.”

Perceiving how he had alarmed his cousin
(for Maggie's hand shook as she poured out
the zsoffce for him), he tried to converse more
calmly after that, and entered into several
details concerning his own jowiney and his
father's illness; but she was quite unable to
imitate his affected ease, She could not
shake off the rzmembrance of that sudden
ejaculation, and the tone in which it had
been uttered ; it penetrated even the sad sub-
jecton which they were engaged ; and full of
torehodings for his happiness, and dread of
o tconnog revelstions, she sat almoet in
silonce, uati! rolieved by the-entrance of the
doct v, who had Leen intormed of Colonel
Bainhridge's «reival, and on whose appear-
an:e she slipped out of the room,

P . Macker zie wag an old man, who had
kuown the Bawlridge family for years, and
His:r .t g t>thesgon of the house was as
¢:rilal as the circumstances under which
they ni. t permitted.

“How do you do, my dear Colonel! very
glad to sce you,” —with a prolonged shaking
of hands—though you have only come in
time to hear bad news.”

] was prepared for it, doctor, and have
at all eveats the comfort of feeling that since
yoit werc here, nothing further could have
been done for him.”

* You arg very good to say so, my dear sir,
very good.” wad the doctor's reply; “and I
think I may affirm, that no amount of skill
could have saved your father’s life, Hie
constitution received so severe a shock in the
firat seizure, that had he not becn a remark-
ably hale man, he could not have survived to
have a secend, which Le did yesterday after-
noon. It was a pity you were not here—na
great pity !”

s I was impessible,” said Colonel Bain-
bridge, brokenly. * 1 have been explaining
the circumstances that detained me to my
cousin, I would have given worlds to be
resent,”

¢ Well—well ! we must look upon the
bright side of things, He died easy in mind
and body, and we shall be lucky it our friends
can say a8 much for us by and by -~eh ? Cran-
shaws is looking very pleasant, sir, just
now !’

¢ Very plessant,” was the

reply.
““You will find plenty : work up here,
Colonel, bath for handsand head., It's a fine
estate ! I suppose you'll be for selling out of
the army now, and scttling down as a county
gentleman, eh?”

“I don't know ; I have had no time to
think about it.”

‘*Ah! I expect that is what the old gentle-
man intended you te do, though. Bat per-
haps you would not cave to bury yourself in
the country just yet, Colonel! You'll wait
till you've got half-a-dozen hoys and girls ta
pull the house dows about your ears for you.
How is her ladyship? well, I hepe !

Colonel Baiobridge winced, but answered,
firmly—

¢ Quite well ! I thank you I

¢ Ah ! she's a beautiful creature; it's not
often we see the like of her in these parts,
And soehe keeps her health, eh? Very gay
up in London, [ supposa ?”

“Very gay !”

“Danging all night and sleeping all day,
eh? Not quits the best thing to preserve
good looks, though. lsit, Colonel 3"

*I suppose nok !”

“You must bring her ladyship here again
ag goon aa the season ia over, Nothing like
Scotch alr for setting one up, No prospect
of a family yet, Colonel, eh 9"

But here the Colonel, who had been on
thorns for the lnst ten minutes, and looking
round wildly for some means of escape, oppor-
tunely heard the voice of Mrs, Bainbridge on
the staircase.”

¢ My mother !” he snid, quickly, I muat
go to her,” and in another moment he was
folded in her arma.
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CHAPTER XXXVI,
COLONEL DAINDRIDGE MAKES UP HIS MIND,

It was go sweet, 80 good to have him thers,
and to have him there alone ; that though he
came in an hour of deep distress, Mrs, Bain-
bridge felt as though half her grief wore lifted
ull her shoulders as she gazed into his face.

“My eon! my dear, dear son ! my own

Thomas ! she repeated over and over agoin,
clinging to him as the weaker clings to . he

Letty and Aunt|~

¢t Oh, if you had but been here, my dear !
fie asked #o oit:n for.you.:- T'he only word
he uttered upon belng peized was your name ;
and, afterwards, I am.sura the door naver
opeaed-but what his poor eyes turned in that
direction, hoping it was yon.” = . " . :
¢ Oh, don’t t'mother, don’t | he urged, im-
lorinfly:_ ] cannot beerit ! I wish to
od [.had “come sooner I” .And then he
placed. herin a chair, and sat down by her
side, whilst she agbbed for & few minutes in
her handkerchief.”. e

** You see, my,dear,” she continued, pre-
sently, through her tears, .*'it is best that

you should hes¥ all this. . It may be painfal

hereafter, Your father loved you 'very
dearly, Thomas ; heé was a good fatherto you,
and a good husband -to me, We have.sus-
tained a great loss in him " SR

* Heaven knows we have !” herson replied.

“Bat we need not make it worse by unne-
censary self-feproach. Msgple has told me
all you said to her this morning on the sub-
ject ; and of course your abzence could not
have been hel?ed. It was an accident, and
.- othiDg-more,  wemwon - e o s

“Bat did he think it so? That
doubt that will haunt my lifetime.”

** We must hope ho'did, my dear! Atall
events, he knew your circumstances, and how
much engaged you are;, and doubtless made
allowances for the delay. He could never
have thoupht yom would refuse to come to
him.”

1 hope not. He little knew me if he did.”

#Oh, no! He had perfect faith in your
affection. Even of late—during the last few
months—since your marriage, that is to eay
{you know, my dear, without my telfling you,
that he was just a little disappointed at your
choice)—he has alwaya expressed himself as
completely satisfied with all you did, or were
likely to do after his decease. I think now that
he must sometimes have had akind of inkling
he was not long for this world. O Thomas !
what are we t2 do without him "

And Mrs, Bainbridge relapsed into n
natural but very distressing exhibition of
feeling, which made her son thankful of an
excuse to quit her presence, for the purpose
of procuring the refreshmez* of a bathjand
chonge of l'nen after his nighvs jourmey.
It was a melancholy mneditation that
he indulged in ns soon as he found
nimeelf alona, There he was, master
of Cranshaws, and the bulk of his father’s
prodigious fortune—the richest man, perhaps,
in the army—as rich a man, certainly, as is,
ordinarily speaking, to Le -found there; yet
the poorest, he felt, shuddering—the poorest
wretch that traversed this wide earth; than
whom a begear clothed in rags, but warmed
by love, livid, by comparison, in afluence.

O Lady Ethel! what a ruin you have
created here !

He threw his thoughts back to that time
last year, when he had first asen and become
enamoured of her; and remenrbered, with set
teeth, how tha! rman—the one whose name
she had mentioned to him—bad been always
hovering about her, and he had felt jealous ot
him even then,

But her treatment of himself at Temple

ia the

Grange; her altered manner, warm
careseing  glances, and preference open-
ly confessed to ; had it all been a
falsthood, a delusive maddinipg dream

from which he had just awakened, to
find that in order to avenge herself she had
croelly made shipwreck of his hopes ?

Yes; it bad been a dream, and he had
walened from it. He recelled her flaming
looks upon the moin'ng that they parted,
her tyunting epeeches and insulting words,
and felt that what she said then was the
truth—the woman he adored had never loved
him. Oh! it was hard to bear; barder than
any other trial could have been to him,
for his pride was great as his love,
snd both werz sorely woundeld, He had
wasted all the strength of his passionate na-
tiare on this woman, and she had turned and
mocked him for his folly. He had given up
everything he possessed to her—name, and
wealth, and happiness ; almost the affection
of bis family-—and she had thrown them back
into his face, telling him openly that she had
used both him and them as tools—mere in.
struments wherewith to carve out her re-
venge.

The deed was as wicked, and far more
cruel than that of savages, who sacrifice
a life to appease the supposed anger of their
gods ; and he did not feel the torture leas be-
cause it was administered by fair soft hands
that seemed too delicate to crush a heart, and
fect too light to trample on it.

Hc¢ was crushed as he sat there—unmis.
takably crushed~body, sonl and spirit, and
he did not care to deny it, even to himself.
He acknowledged freely that the world, or
what constituted in his eyes the worid, was
over for him.

And it waa for this woman—this false, for-
sworn, and evil nature, who could marey
whilst she despised him, and after receiving
all he had to give her, cast in his teeth an
accusation that was no fault ot hia—that he
had refused to listen to the advice so

aflectionately tendered by the father
who mow lay lifeless in  the room
next to his own; had brought her

home to be a cause of misery and strife in the
house which had never been the scene of any-
thing but domestic happiness till then ; and
finally, by her chicanery, had wmiesed the
farewell blegsing, without which he now felt
as though he never more should know the
name of peace. 1Vould he subject himeelf to
be the occasion of her insolence agnin ? Would
he bring his wife to Cranshaws, to wander
throngh the apartments which had been his
porents’, and abugetheirmemoryatevery turn ;
place her in his father’s chair, at the hend of
his mother's table, only to encounter the bit-
ter truth whenever her jecring lips chose to
deliver it,,that she had lowered ﬁrselt by
marrying a tradesman’s son in order to excite
the jealousy of an aristocratic and more fa-
vored lover? .

No, he would perish first; and Cranshaws
m|¥ht go to rack and ruin before he would in-
stall Lady Ethel as mistress there, On one
point his mind was made up—he and she
would never live in the same house again !

Yet—** how to take leave of all ha loved !”
Oh! the golden hair, tho ’wildering blue
eyes, and marble skin ! Even in that hour
of dark despair, before he had locked upon
the corpae of his father, or realised that he
was indeed gone {rom them for ever, suoh tri-
vialities commenced to haunt wnd vex him,
like & swarm of gnats about a wounded
man, The force of a great blow stuns
us_ into silence, bnt it is these small
extraneous memories which goad the brain
to madness. Yet, s, an hour later, Colonel
Bainbridge stood by his dead father's
side, gazing through tears, whioch he was mnot
ashamed to brush away, upon the closed eyes
that would never again meet his own, the
sealed lips that never more could bless him,
and the folded hands that had responded for
thu laat time to his pressure, he felt that had
Lady Ethal been twice as beautiful, and he
had loved her twice as much, it would still
hn.vq been the same, and he could not have
forgiven her for wantonly depriving him of
the consolation of being present at Lis
parent’s death-bed,

the son, regarding the figure stratched upon

the bed, involuntarily drew himself up), but
he had glven him life, and no one wklx)t))'dcz-

now, but it will be a ocomforb -to think of]

He was a tradesman, it was true (and here |

CHAPTER XXXVI.
¢ BAGQIE, I WANT 70 TELL.YOU §0MEmaINg »

" The pext few days pessed miioh

days naually do,” Every window of tl:e. c::ltclh
was closed and blinded, and chance visiere
to Cranshaws, glanced up hal fearfully g
that of whioa the sash’ was raised a couple of
inches, whispered -to  each other ha¢ ﬂ?
“mﬂlef there, T e
" Colgnel Bainbridge passed most of his time
in hisiown room. Thers wax plenty of busi.
[qoas 13 :bo transacted with lawyers, baility,
ind  pijdertakers, which “all devolved upon
him,-%ln therefore his seolusion appeareq

1E88ATY nor strauge.

neither Unuessar:

‘Atstited perioda the family assemljeg for
meals, .at which the conversation, if it coylg
b -called such, was stilted and unnptyrg
and geldom turned upon any bat the mest .
different topica. Consequently, he hag not
so much to endore from the mention of Lag
Ethel's name, or his future intenticns with
reapect to her, as he had anticipated.

.Indeed, the subject of his domeatic life wyg
eldom alluded to.at all.. Hia mother, wheg
her first emotion at meeting him was spent
bad spoken of hin wife, snd asked a few
particulara corcerning her; but Coloy]
Bainbridge answered curtly, and the theme
not being one on which they had much s;,-m:
pathy, was soon discarded.

No one, therofore (excepting Maggic), hag
a suspicion that his evident depressicn wgg
due to any cause but their general aflliction ;
and only noticed it to praise his filiaf duty,
and eay he bid fair to make as good a man a3
his father waa before him. .

But Maggie new better. Maggie, remem.
bering the leok and gesture with which, on
the morning of hisarrival, he had commanded
her to avoid the mention of his wife to him,
feit therc was a deeper shadow than the
shadow of death restivg cn his soul, end
her own yearned to udminister the sietcly
comfort which she almost felt competent ¢
do. For she had o far schooled herself that
her coutin’s presence was no lobger ap
active pain to her. [o hear his wvoice and
mcet his glance, and watch his movements,
kocwing, meanwhils, that so to hesr, and
meet, and watch, wse all the part she ever-
more could bear in his existence, made her
heart feel heavier, perhaps, but had no power
to quicken it.

The first stage of nervous suffering was
past for Maggie Henderson.  She had prayed
8o muoh that ehe might be ¢nabled to regard
her cousin as something altoge ker beyond
her reach ; and she had striven so hard to at-
tain the blessing which she confidentlyexpect.
ed to receive, that it had come to her; as
sooner or later it does come to all who trust
and pray.

The fever and passion of her grief were
over ; and though much weakness remained,
much despondency, and, at times, even want
of faith, yet ahe was out of danger and on
the road %o convalescence—~thanks to the
pbysician who never fails to heal.

And even now the firat token of her rewsrd
was appearing in the hope that she might be
the meana of comforting her cousin in his
secret distress. But how to introduce the
topic after he had 20 violently disclaimed it,
Maggie knew not ; yet she watched patiently,
hopinz that an opportunity might occur.
When it did, it was himself who broached it.

'I:be fm'leral was over: the will—hy
which, with the exccption of a couple
of thousand a year to his mother for her
lifetime, and trifliog annuities to Miss Lloya
and Maggie Henderson, Colonel Bainbridge
was rendered aole ponseasor of his 1ate father's
fortune and estates—had been read, and the
castle being cleared of lawyers’ clerks snd
undertakera’ men, the blinds were drawn up
to admit the cheerful sunshine, the windows
tbrqwn open, the rooms set in order, and the
family re-sssembled to look each other in the
face and ask what they were to do next,

** I suppose, my dear Thomas,” remarked
Mrs, Ba_nnbndge, * that you will nit take
posseasion of (ranshaws before the summer
is over ; or shall you move into it &t once’
Either plan will be equally conveni.
ent to me, you know. And with
respect to the house in Curzon Street,
shall you retain that as it 8? I am
afraid you will find no room for the furniture
here, for your dear father disliked nothing so
much as a balf-furnished room. But I sup-
pose you will require to be in Lordon until
you have settled something with regard to re-
pigning your profession 7

Such questions Colonel Bainbridge hardly
knew how to parry.

** My dear mother,"” he would reply, * the
very last thing I should wish you to do would
be to hurry out of Cranshaws, Make it your
home for as long as you like : altogether, if
it pleases you to do so.”

‘* Bat, my dear Thomss, that would bo
quite unreasonsble both on your part and
mine, You have Lady Ethel to coneult in
these matters, remember; besides, dear a8
you are to me, I should never feel somfort-
nble whilet liviag in another person’s house,
and have long made up my mind if I should
be so unfortunate as to survive your father,
to go and scttle near my own friends at Bir-
mningham. It was there he met me, my
dear, aud married me” (with a_little
8ob), “and I would rather die there
than anwhere else — only you'il pro-
mise, when that happens, to bring me back,
Thomas, and -lay me by his side in Mindon
churchyard,”

It was after some such conversation as the
above that Colonel Bainbridge called his
cousin abruptly to his side.

¢ Come here, Maggie, I want to tell you
something.”

It was a bright, beautiful morning the day
after the tuneral, and they were sauntering
on the terrace which ran round the castle.

“ Well, cousin, I am all attention,”

‘* My mother seems t> imagine (you heard
what she eaid at breakfast jgm‘: noyw) that I
am about to throw up the army at once, and
gettle d:w; at Cranshaws. Now, I am not
going to do any ruch thing, an b
break it to her.” & and you wmas

. Maggie's face fell ; she guessed his resoiu-
tion had something to do with Lady Ethe),
anl knew how great o disappointment it
would prove to Mra, Bainbridge.

* But, Cousin Thomas, if you don’t live
here, and Aunt Lizzie goes away to Birming-
ham, who is to look after the place 1"

** I don't know—the bailiff, I suppose ; ho
can manage it much Dbetter than I could—I
am totally ignorant of farming mattors,”

* But the house, the garden,” said Maggie,
‘a8 the tears rose to her eyes, ‘ all the little
Improvements which dear nancle took so much
pride and pleaaure in, because they were for
you—are they to go to rack and ruin for wart
of use and supervision

¢ If they must, they muat,” he answered,
moodily, ““for 1 am quito resolved not to live
here at present.”

“If it is only Lady Ethel’s wishes that you
ara considering,” continued Maggie, timidly,
*I do not think she could object to Cranshaws
68 a summer residence. It is very pretty in
the summer, you know, Cousin Thomas, snd
you will always want to shoot over the pre-
gorves, And residing here for half the year
would be better than®ot at all.”

“If it is my profession that atands in the
way,” he replied, ovading her question ag they

turned into the shrubbery together. ¢ I lave
no wish to léeave the army, and whilst I rc-

{



