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Days alter, Barney bushed Jessie's in-
controllable grief at the loss of ber father,
by a bitter antidote.

"lBetter thus, my Jessie, than the end
that surely otberwise would have ovwer-
taken hinm as a daring and persistent
smuggler. Rather let us thank that be-
nevolent Providence that sent mie the
dream wvhich yesterday brouglît me to
the coast. One unwarned, and s0 uan-
watcbful, niight neyer have seen that
iight spar tilI it liad been tossed upon the
outer reef, wvbich would have ended ai
our hopes for the comning lImppy yýcars."

Witb a low sob I-" sar'k: again upon
his breast.

BEN EAUMLITS W=LONE.

On the steps of the largest ticket office
for steamers in San Francisco, a sturdy,
suî'-burned, farmer-PX'e man some forty
years of age, stood lost in tboughit.

Painful tbought, moreover, if one might
judge froni the nervous contraction of the
broad white forelîead, and the auxious,
wandering pdance of bis full blue eyes.

The trouble in !iis face wvas so evident,
that more than one stranger passing up
and dowvn the steps, turned and looked
curiously back at hlmi. At last a brig;ht.
eyed ticket agent came dashing up froin
the street, nearly running over the
abstracted mac. l3otb turned to apolo.
gize ; both, afier one broad stare of utter
astonishmnent at cachi other, lield ouît a
lîand in friecdly grecting.

IlBec Haliiday !" cried the agent, bis
voice as bearty as his look of welc.mle.
Il %ell, 1 amn glad, old fellow. I took yau
for your own ghiost at first thought."

4"I suppôse you saw the report of nîy
death from that explozsion in the mines,
last ycar. I3urnhani?" replied Halliday,
speaking*rather absently.

Il To be sure 1 did, and sorry enotigh 1
wvas to sec il. \Vhat did the reporters
mean ?'"

IlTbcy were flot to blanme. A Ben
Halliday was killed at the time. He wvas
a poor Englisb laboring mac, without
home or friends. 1 was away at an3ther
mine, and kncw nothing of the matter for
nearly six mntbs. When 1 beard it I
wvas afraid that the home papers had
copicd the account. 1 lcnow now that
tlîey did. Every one in our village,
Charley, believes me to be dead."

"lBut your wifc and boy, Ben," began
the agent, with a puzzled stare. "lYour
letters miust have told tbem the truth."

di1 have flot heard from Lucy for nearly
a« year," said the other, gloornily. "4i":;e
l<ept that trouble ta myseif tili now, btt
wve wvere boys together, Charley, and i
can trust vou. I sent rny money home,
regularly. For a year past she bas neyer
acknowledged its receipt."

"Through whomn did you send it, Ben ?"
"Our mine agent, Thompson."
« Vell, my opinion is, that we shail

hear news of himn, some day," said Charles
Burnham, cautiously CiDon't put any
more cash in his hands, my boy. And
l'Il tell you what l'Il do. l'Il write ta old
Hewson, the postmnaster at Vernon. Hle
will remember bath of us, and I can find
ont ail you wish ta know, by the very
next mail."

"1Tace no trouble, Cbarley; you'll se
it all there. She was very, very hànd-
some, yau know. The belle of Vernon,

they called ber, wbien she marricd mie,
and now-I suppose she thought, truly,
that 1 was dead. but ta be forgotten like
that, s0 soon 1 and tbe boy, too! .It's
bard! niy God, it is bard !"

Tbe fine, brave face broke sîiddenly
into quivering lines, the blîîe L-yes fllled
and overflowed. Asbamied of bis o'en
grief, Halliday drcw a New York paper
from his breast pncket, pointed ta the
first page, and turced bis lieat] away.

There, with an inward groan over
woman 's ficki-cess, Charles B3urnham
rend ilhe marhge of Lucy Halliday to
George Henderson of New York.*

IdWho woîild bave believed that Lucy
could be like that whcn she seemedi so
fond of yoî', t3en ? " lie exclainied, acgrily.
"Wbat ate yoîî goicg ta do, old boy?"-

- Tbe ocly thing tlîat can be done
now," said Hallidaiy, rccovering his com-
posure by a brave effort. Il 1 must go
bome, that is, 1 niust go hack at once: 1
mnust sec bier peopie-a divort ' can be
obtained, 1 suppose-acd tlie!- zbey can
be really nmarr;ed. 1 should like ta make
it ail right for bier about the moncy, to0.
For her-and the boy."

-You won't leave hini witlî lier, Ben ?

lHe's ocly a baby; lie laves her best
of course, and suie is wvrapped, up in hini.
poor girl. 1 couldn't take biim fromn ber.
i know Iaow heartbroken sue wvill be over
tiais ; the cbild ivill be lier only conifort,
for a tinie- '- Ben. you have the kisidest hîeart on
cartb," said tbe agent, and the tears
stood in bis eyes, Il and you'll want a
friend to, sec you tbrough this dreadful
business. l'Il get a furlouglb and go back

.10 Vernon witb you, my dear boy."
A montb afterwards, Charles Burn-

lîay,,l*s prediction was fulfled. Thomp.
son, the mine agent, levanted suddenly.
]eaving a set of beautifully k-ept (and
falsified) books bebind hinm, buit carrying
away -lie investments of the ciiners for
the past six montbs. It -was plain ecougbi
ta the two friends where Ben Halliday's
unackîîowledged remittances bad gone ta.

" Poor Lucy," said the bereaved bus-
band, as tbey w- re starting on their
journey home, "1we rnustn't be tao bard
on ber, Charley. Sbe may have been
driven tv-to sucb a step by actual want.
AI: ny lauit. ! neyer ought ta bave
trusted any stranger as 1 trusted that
villainous agent. God forgive bim, 1 cari.
mlot! He lias ruined ail my life, and bers
r00, for she wiIl neyer know another
haappy bour after she hears the trutb.
And yet it must be told. Ah, tbis isn't
thc- kind of a home-comir.g that I looked
forward ta, when 1 went ta the mines."

The close of a duli, rainy day in autumn
saw the twa friends safe"once more in the
little New jersey village, where they had
bath been born.

As tbiey alighted froin the stage coach
at the porch of the old.fashioned taverri,
a strange landlord came out ta welco.ào

neni, in the place of the rotund, joUy aid
IlUncle Gorhani" wbom tbey had icnawn
ini their boyhood. But the tavern was
"14Gorham's" still, as in the oIden tinie.

"Shail I order supper here?" asked
Burnbam, when the hast had left themn in
the private room tbey had ordered.

IlNo, no 1 Corne with me aI once.
Cbarley. I cannae rest or breathe until
I have faund out where she is," replied
bis friend, nervausly. "«We.can inquire

at-at the bouse wliere 1 used ta live.
The cew people Ibere will tell me."

The ccxt marnent Ibcy were hurrying
dowc tbe anc street of thbe village, whbere
liglits were already burning ln the cottage
wiiidows, and family groups were seated
comfortably at the evaning meal.

Ben Halliday gave a gasp of -ain as
lie pointed ta a ceaI gray bouse witb green
blinds. andl a side verandab that stood ln
the midst of a pretty fruit orchard, ar
some distance from the sîreet.

IlThere it is ! It would kill me, I tbink,
ta go up ta that door and flot flnd ber
there. Tbere's the orcýia:,d I platited for
lier; how the treeb, bave grown ; and how
nilce tbe garden looks. There neyer wasuj
a happier man in this world, Cbarley,
tihanlIwbenw~e livcd thre. Go, Cbarley,
go and ask if she-if ber people stili live
aI the aId farm. I can bear ta tatk it
over "'ath tlîem, perbaps, tbey were
always fond of nie."

He rested bis folded arms on the stone
coping of the orchard wall, and bent bis
bead down witb such a groan of bitter,
bopeless misery, that Cbarley Burcham
iîurried away, wîtb cyes almosî too dim
ta sec the cottage path.

In reality be was scarcely gone ten
minutes, although it seemed an age ta tbe
wretcbed man wha waitcd ta bear fram
lus lips bis doom.

Then the cottage door flew wide open,
sbowicg a snug interior of warmntb, iigbt
and comfort. Dawn the patb, aver wbîcb
a sudden gus' now whirled beavy draps
of raie, a fair, rosy womae came running
with exeended arms, and after her came
Charles Burnhamn, with a baby boy care-
fully wrapped in bis iýeavy overcoat, and
sbielded ini bis armi. from the rapidly in.
creasing starm.

IBec!1 Ben ! Oh, thatik God that yau
are alive, and safe at home again witb
tbe cbild and me!1" cried tbe weeping,
laughing -%voman, as she sprang int the
arms tbat were mechaeically held out ta
receive ber. IlI thought you were dead,
the papers aIl bad it so. But bow Lould
yau tbink that I bad marricd anyoe else,
dear? How could you?"

IIIt wvas your cousin Lucy-same mamne
-yau remeinher ber, Ben; littie dark
girl itih lo!s of curîs," said Cbarley, bal!
cboking under the stout pîuUs that tht
boy wasgiving ta bis beard and comforter.
tHere, take him before lie kilis me

quite."
And sa, acly bal! compreliending, as

yet, his own exceeding happiness and
good fortune, the weary, storm-tossed
mac went joyfully with wife, child and
friend, in aI the open, waiting cottage
door.

Jacksae-",Talking about literary style,
there goes a man noted fer bis finished
setences." Binkson-"l Indeed ? Is he
a novelist?" Jackson-"« No; be is an
ex-convict."

A goodly parson camplained te an el-
derly lady o! bis congregation that ber
daughtcr appeared ta be wholly taken up
witb trifies or worldly flnery, instead of
fixing ber mind on thinps ,'ove.

«Yau are mistaken, sir, answered she.
411 Icow that the girl appears ta au
observer ta be taken> up with worldly
things; but you cannaI judge .correctly
of the direction bar mind talces, as she is
a littie cross-eyed."


