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WHEN THE FLOODS ARE OUT, | Some of tlle'n: :um:lly believe that I

8 be-

« You are g0 wild, Ilma,” she said. * How
did you leave the house this morning ? There
was not a bolt withdrawn.”

«] got ous of my window, suntie, and
olimbed down the creeper.”

Darrell burst out laughing. Miss Durnford

use I have escaped drow two or three
:’mu when I ought to mxnﬁm d d:
and mine is nn
for these people when soms
Darrell reigus at the Court.
regret me,

have an | —* gates, ditches—anything.
clusions with youn.”

+ You're confident, Miss America. Do you
hall tom M

accursed race. It will be better

They will not

nor I them.”

“ Oh, don't—don't talk 801" cried Tma
., S ded by the ligh

was obliged to laugh too, though she tried to
look grave.

« You'll bresk a limb some day, child,”
sbe said. ** Now sit down to breakfast.”,

« I won't do it 1gain till next time,” said
llma,in an undertone, as she took her
seat.

Sir Philip sat opposite to her ; and from
sime to time she scanned him covertly, wateh-
ing him while he talked to her sunt, and

marking every change of feature andevery in- | of her i
Philip to her side, and he 1aid his hand on her

flection of a singularly sweet voice.

Sir Philip was as dark as a Southern Ital-
fan ; his rich curly locks were of the blue-black
hue not often seeneven in Italy, and the deh-
oate and statuesque chiselling of his features
was Itakian rather than English, Every line
of his striking conntenance indicated strong
passions and intense pride ; but pride sermed
not inappropriste to a man who bore 8o
strongly the marks of gentle blood. But deep
in the dark eyes lay the shadow of the vague
unrest that overcast a life which nature and
fortune ought to have combined to make
bright and glorious.

Iima theught that this man looked as if he

had stepped out of some frame at the Pitti
Palace; he seemed to belong more properly to
an age in which swords righted wrongs. It
was no wonder the people considered him al-
most an alien ; no ope could be more unlike
the usual representatives of great county fami-
lies. Sir Philip Darrell was pale, slender,
supple, with the hues of an Italian, clean-
shaved save for the soft moustache that shaded
the resolute lips, & man of courts snd cities,
all but a stranger in his native country, his
very speech giving, neither in tone nor accent,
the faintest indication of his birthplace. He
weither hunted nor shot, mor took any part in
oounty doings, being indeed an absentee. It
was no wonder that some of the most super-
stitious shook their heads and said that some
strange influence had presided at the hour of
his birth.

“And do you intend,” asked Miss Durnford,
addressing her guest, after a short pause in
the conversation, ‘‘to give us your company
for a little longer this time than you did last,
Bir Philip ?"

He shrugged his shoulders and angwered —

«] can hardly tell, Miss Durnford ; I have
no settled plans. I am a rolling stone, you
know, and shall be as long a8 I live."

“I hope not.”

“Do yeu? Do you cherigh the idea that i
shall settle down and become a country
gentleman and exhibit at agricultural shows ?
Miss Costello, you see, is laughing at the bare
notion.”

« cannot help it,” said Ilma. “Why, Sir
Philip, I look as much a country gentleman as
youdo!”

Miss Durnford glanoed bastily at her niece ;
her transatlantic freedom of manner some-
what disturbed the good lady’s equanimity ;
but it was se freo from transatlantic forward-
nees, 8o child-like and charming, that no vne
could misinterpret it ; and Sir Philip Darrell
was the last man $o be anything but pleased
by it. He laughed and said—

“No, no, Miss Durnford, rather for me

“ 'Rifty years ofEurope than & cycle of
Cathway '

« 80 Cumberland 18 Cathy, and your splen-
did ancestral home a prison?”

+Ay,” gaid Darrell carelessly, though again
with the tone of bitterness Ilma had noticed
before—** a short life and a merry one!”

] should say a long life and a good one,”
replied Miss Durnford.

“ Long life? Detend me from it !" As he
#aid the words he caught a fleeting look from
Iima's brown eyes, a look so full of pain and
unconscious pleading that a quick flush
erossed his cheeks, and he bit his lip; bus,
recovering himself, and with a total change of
manner, as if to dismiss an unprofitable sub-
ject, he asked Ilma if she would like to go
over the court.

+ Oh, so much!” she #aid eagerly. ** My
cousins say it has such lovely pictares, andall
sorts of beautiful things.”

 You must honor me then, and your aunt
and cousins will, I hope, faver my poor house
algo. You will hear some dismal stories of
the cavaliers and ladies you will see in the
giuturu gallery, We have always been u tur-

ulent set, and " He stopped abruptly,
and added, turning to Miss Durnford, ** Per-
haps you would kindly let me know in a day

or two what day will smt you—all days are
alike to me.”

«But indeed, Sir Philip,” was the reply,
# you must not make me fix a day.”

*You will, I am sure ; it would be o kind
of you"—and he spoke in his most winning
manner. “Thanks. One ofthe gardeners
has been raving over some rare éxotics. I
forget what he called them. You must
please choose as many of them as you like. I
remember your weakness for out of the way
flowers.”

“You left orders with the head gardeser for
my fancy to be gratified,” said the old lady.
oNo, no, Sir Philip; I caunot enroach
any.mere on your kinduness, Why, I have a
whole range of flowers that are admired
by all which came from your hot houses !"

+Haveyou? I am soglad. I wish you
had a hot house full. I must see to it—the
more the merrier. Why should the flowers
waste their sweetness on the desert air "

There were tears in Miss Durnferd’s eyes
a8 she thanked ber guest; But more than
one cause made ihe tears rise. It was not
that in any caee Sir Philip would not have
boen equally lavish ; but there always seemed

in him a lack of that interest in anything be-
longing to him which a man would feel in
what he looked to enjoy for a lifetime ; he
always spoke a8 a mere wanderer through a
brief existance. There was always that under-
ourrent of feeling which, put into words,
would have been, *What are all these things
gome? 1 have no hold on them. I do not
eare for them ; let me give them while they
are mine to give.”

“Would any day this week suit you, Sir
Philip 2" asked Miss Durnford, rising from
fhe table.

“Gertainly, and the earlier the better —for
myv pleasure, I mean, not my convenience.”

“Friday ?” Darrell bowed. .

«Then,” he said, I will call at the
Larches, and pay my devoirs; they will not
mind the forenoon—but will they have break-

"

“ Oh, yes!"

« [ will walk up, if you will allow me to
leave Hassan with you a little longer.”

 With the greatest pleasgre; and I hope
you will give us more of your company when
you return for him.”

« I¢ is very goed of you to tolerate such &
sospograce as I am,” replied Darrell. ‘I shall
be most happy.”

llma had intended to run over to the
Larches that merning, having been requested
o do so by her eousins; but now she must

ive that up, as she could not intrude on Sir
hilip—it would be rude, though she was sure

e would not mind. Miss D , however,
who was a woman of eommon sense,
came to the resoue. BShe that Iima

would have to meet Sir Philip Darrell at all ;
but, as it was impossible to prevent this, she
would ot run the risk of some blunt remark
from Roland or Rose, betraying that Ilma was
expected, and thus giving the impression
that she herself wished to kesp Darrell and

Tims apart.

« lma,” she said, ** I bave asked you to go
o the Larches thismorning. Sir Philip will,
1 am sure, be happy to escort you.”

Sir Philip bowed, and said he should be in-
deod happy ; but the troubled look in his eyes
deepened as Ilma hurried away for her hat;
and, though the next moment he turned to
Miss Durnford with eome ordinary remark,
he was saying to himself :

«Y must be true—true jo the vow—what-
over the cost. Heaven kmows what it may
bel”

OHAPTER V.

Golden-haired Ilma walked by Sir Philip
Darrell’s side through the sunny village and
in the shede of the tall tree of Aunt Sabine's
Pl d Ilma thought that brief
pungﬂimuh the village was ** great fun ;"
it was like a royal progress. Old men and
grandmothers and young women and children
all turned out curtse] to the lord of the
poil, and some bl him in their broad dia-
loet. He was most gentle and affable to all,
and scattered silver among the people with a
freedom thst was more reckless than judi-
cious; bud it struck lma, though he showed

ing of th'e in his manner at the time,
ghat he was glad when it was all over. He|
‘ did not seem pleased, o8 & landlord should be,
by the homage of his tenauts. Ho had gone
through s needful ordeal, ard he breathed a
aigh of relief when he was free again.

“ Heaven be praised,” he said, ag the gates
«of the Larches closed behind him snd b
companion, and he had tossed some I
«oins to a grinning and admiring urchin,
- n:;s is ;he last 1"

“You don's care fer the worship of your
subjeots ! questioned Hma. 45

Dumll'l%nngh

Sy Fw thonll shag? Ty bevdyoree
me. ever

g0 me, and we have no interests in common

of her companion's manner than if he
bad shown deep feeling ; it was as though

o had schooled himself to cynical callous-
ness.

mounted to his very brow. He paused fully
a minute before ke conld epeak, while Ilma
quickly walked on ahead of him to hide
the tears in her eyes and

1 hardly know what to sa;
for naving pained you.
me that what I said could affect anyone more
than it does mysell; I forgot that you are not
a callons man, bus & seasitive gul. Will you

Darrell started violenily, and the blood

the q

uivering
lips A few strides brought Bir

arm. 2
« Miss Costello,” he said, “pray forgiveme.

one elge than a | with Bir Philip.”
while Roland bit his lip hard. -
and I could see by the way you rode this

morning shat
saddle.

you have 1"

Rose; * 8o he has much more to carry than
Sir Philip.” 4

“ 'l‘va}n stone against something under
one,” said Bir Philip, lsughing as be glanced
from Roland's stalwart frame toIima's fragile-

looking figure.
breeze caught you, Ilma, you would be blown
»

all 7
« No, only you. 1 shouldn't have a chance
“ How do kmow that?” asked Darrell,
“ They told me you were a crack rider;

were like & Mexican in the
And then see woat a superb horse

v Roland rides twelve stone,” observed

1 should think if & good

thas on the Fells,” returned

“We'll prove
laughing, too, as they sil did; but

{t never ocourred to

pardon my thoughtlessness ?"

« There is nothing that needs forgiveness,
answered Ilma, looking up inte the dark
handsome face, which was earnest enough
now. * I cannot help being sorry that you
feel a8 you have said, and I should slways be
serry if you mever spoke of it again 1"
«"Would you ?"—and he gazed so intently
into the girl’s face that her eyes fell and her
color rose. ’

Thus recalled to himself, Sir Philip re-

on Iima's arm,and he turned aside, biting his
lip. For the next five minutes he did not
speak, walking on silently by the girl's side,
and she, her yoang heart bleeding for him,
dare not saymore, and she did not even (ven-
ture to look at him.

Sir Philip spoke again presently,
different lnbaaot. asking lma if

“ Yes, like an Indian.” A
«Then we must have some riding parties,”
said Sir Philip. “All your cousins ride well,
I know ; and there are some. splendid rides
round here. A good gallop over Connaby Fells
would bring roses to your cheeks, though they
would not last, I suppose.”

Ilma smiled ; but she did nok chioose to say
that she could not enjoy that pastime, as her
aunt did not keep riding horses, and her cous-
ins Lad only those which they themselves
rode. Sir Philip however divined the position
at once, and added—

«But perhaps your cousins have no spare
horse ?"

“They ‘have not, I know,” answered Ilma ;
«but [ dare say my uncle would let me have
one if I asked him.”

“That would never do; all the good weather
will be gone betore you can hear from Canada.
You muet let me give you & mount. Don’t
deny me ; it would be such a pleasure ; and
there are beautiful horses in my stables eating
their heads off, as the grooms say. You shall
make your choice on Friday.”

“You won't let me refuse. Then how
ghall I thank you?” said the girl. *I
shall be just wild to be on horseback again.”

«+Just wild, you American!” laughed
Sir Philip, sgain _hiding deep feeling under
a light tone. *“Well, you have thanked
me for what is, after all, a selfish act.”

“You mean because you like to give enjoy-
ment ? But that isn’t selfish,” returned Ilms ;
for selfish people don't have pleasure in
other people’s happiness."

« Ah, you are metaphysical. We must dis-
miss the subject,” ssid Sir Philip quickly, and
with some embarrassment, which Ilma was
delighted to perceive ; for Sir Philip, she feit
certain, was not easily dislodged from his eit-
adel of gelf-possesgion.

Dark Darrell, with all his courtliness, was
the reverse of a ceremonious personage; and
80 he followed Ilma's lead up the terrace steps
and presented himseif through the open win-
dow of the morning room before the aston-
ished Sabines.

They were all there except Roland, in search
of whom Ilma instantly sped away, and they
greeted Sir Philip warmly. He speedily ex-
plained how Ilma came to be with him. and
in what manner he had been introduced to

er,

Meanwhile Iima had found Roland busily
engaged in the repair of some fiching-tackle in
his study, if an apartment devoted only to
sporting literature and implements deserved
the name. He looked up, and his whole face
brightened as his beantiful young cousin has-
tened to his side.

“ Well, catamount,” said Roland, taking
her hand and kissing her, ** were you sent for
me, or did yeu come of your own accord 1"

+ Of my own acocord ; though I have come
to fetch you to see—whom do you think?
Dark Darrell himself 1"

« He here ?” said Roland, in & tone that did
not betray much pleasure.

« Yes, and he came with me. Hebreakfasted
with us this morning; aud, Roland,” added
Ilma, shrowing up her hat and catehing it,
« he is just the nicest fellow I ever met !"

« Oh, of course I” said Roland, laughing ;
but the laugh, Ilma thought, sounded forced.
« (irls are bound toworship a man who looks
like & picture, though he doesn’t do much
more in the world than if he were a picture.
He might be the foreigner he looks , for all
he is among his own tenants or cares about
them."

* That's not my business;” and Ilma
flushed a little —the girl was quick-tempered
and ever ready to resent injustice. *‘I
don't think Cumberland peasants are very
nice people.”

* You don't know anything about them,
my dear,” eaid Roland ; ** though I dare say
you know a3 much a8 Darrell does. Rough
speech and manners don't always mean a bad
heart, any more than suavity and smooth
wordg mean a good ome."

Tima said no more, but descended with her
cousin to the morning room. The girl went
over to her aunt, and watched from beneath
her sweeping lashes the meeting between
Roland and Bir Philip Darrell. What a dif-
ference there was between them | Roland
seemed to belong to another and lower order
of being than the man of whom he had
spoken with hardly-veiled contempt.

 You are a good deal altered from when I
saw you lgst, Sabine,” said Sir Philip, sur-
veying his host. ** You were not much more
than a boy then ; and, though I should have
known you again at onae, that forest of hair
about your face imakes an immense change in

ou.”
% « There is very little difference in yoa,”
replied Boland, Iaughing, ** You look & bit
older, but not mugh ; and, when you're forty,
you won't look older than you do now."”

« Maybe not,” said Sir Philip, with & half
smile, a8 he resnmed his seat,

Something in the look and tone gave Hima
the clue to his thought—*" How should I look
older in ten years? Time stands still in the
grase,” The girl felt something like terror
come over her. Wasa there, after all, some
truth in & curse which seemed to have influ,
enced the whole life of a mag so unlikely to
&alld to mere superstition as Sir Philjp Dar.

« Sir Philip,” said Mrs. Sabine, tarning to
her son, * has kindly asked you all to the
Court on Fridey, with aunt Rachel and Ilms,”

« I ghall be delighted,” returned Roland.

« And,” added 8ir Philip, I wagt to make
up & riding-party while the fine weather lasts.
Do you know any one you would care to ask
te join us ?”

Roland shook bis head.

* No,” he replied ; ‘' new-eomers are Soarce
in these parts. Ilma is the first for twenty
years at least ; and the last before her were
only farmers."”

* Tima will join us,” said Sir Philip, using
the Christian name quite inadvertently—
probably merely catehing it from Roland, pos-
sibly from a subtle instinet to try to think of
her as * ooly a child”

ing of the

but on &
she rode.

But Roland did not like the

she was net young enough to be

with
such dom on the gth of a i

as Sir Philip Darrell. 8ir Philip conld read
what was passing in Roland's mud—for it
was not easy to hide apything from his obser-
vant syes—but he gave not the plightest sign
of having noticed a resentment which he
+ htil : 1 owad ¢ d, dl m]"'

There was an awkward pause for & low
seconds after Bir Philip's words; for every
one knew that Ilma nomeans of earrying
out her promise. Mrs. Babine glanced up at
Iima, and the girl nodded laughing].

moved his hand, which had till then rested . affe

4,
Roland little liked that there should be in s0
short a time 80 good an understanding be-
tween Sir Philip Darrell and lovely Ilma

Costello.

Mrs. Sabine looked from Sir Philip's strik-
ing features to Roland’s, and then to Ilma's
exquisite facg, and she said to herself :

« Heaven avert that Darrell should think

he is but human, and she not even afraid.”

The mother noted, too, how her son watched
Iima and listened to her voice, and her heart
sank. Were the two men equal in worldly

jection against Sir Philip Darrell, even if
the latter should make no deliberate atternpt

to conguer.
The visitors were asked to stop to lunch-
eon, but Sir Philip declined, having

perty. Ilma ran races across the grounds
with Roland’s big black retriever, and did
not join the others till they reached the
Grange, when she came up with her hat off
and her pale cheeks like tge sunny side of a
peach.

When Hassan had been duly adaired, and
Roland and Rose had departed, luncheon-
time was 80 near that Miss Durnford urged
her guest to remain for this repast. Sir Philip
hesitated, but Ilma interposed.

“ There will be plenty of time for your
stapid accounts, Sir Philip.”

He langhed, and yielded.

« They are stupid, Miss Costello,” he said,

« though easy enough in themselves.”
« Easy !” cried Ilma. * Idare say they
are to you. No doubt you can add up a

column of decimals at a glance ; but I hate
arith i like 1 metaphysics,
music—""

 Musie ?" interrupted Sir Philip quickly.
« Of course you do ; but do you play ?"

“ Yes, ‘ some,’ as the Yankees say.”

“ You must let me hear you on ¥riday. I
should beg for music to day bat that there
will not be time.”

Sir Philip left almost immediately after
lunsh and Ilma ac ied him to the
door.

+ You will come early on ¥riday ?" he said,
holding her hand in his.

+« I ghould like to do so0,” replied the girl
frankly ; ** go I will harry them up. And,
Sir Philip, please don't call me * Miss Cos-
tello. "

“ No? I had no right to call you * Ilma,’

you know."”
« Hadn'tyou ? Why not?” asked Ilma,
laughing. ** Butlam glad you did; every
one else does, and I don't feel like * Miss '
anything. Auntie won't mind.”

“ Very well.” His lips trembled for a
moment, and his hand clasped hers more
closely as he added softly, * Good-bye,
Tlma.”

Looking back as he rode away, he saw her
still standing there, and he bowed low and
kissed his hand to her,

OHAPTER VL

The Court was a magmificent pile of build-
ings standing about two miles from the river,
on the opposite bank to the Weir Mill, in the
midst of an exvensive park, beautiful plea-
sure g A & Jiotel i ibe
mansion.

The Sabines almost_knew the place by
heart; they had cart®®blanche to go to the
Court when shey chose, only the library,
music.room and one or two other apartments
being locked up. The building itself, they
told Ilma, would take a fortnight to explore,
to say nothing of the picture-gallery, state
apartments, chapel and works of art innum-
erable, collected during several hundred years.

The Sabines’ carriage rolled under & deep
srched gateway into a vast courtyard, and
Ilma looked up with profound veneration at
castellated walls that had frowned on crusa-
ders and been defended against Cromwell's
soldiers. How could Sir Philip care so little
to remain in such a grand old home as this,
breathing traditions of glory and greatness?
Her heart swelled within her, her eyes filled
with tears, and her breath came quickly. Bat
the carriage stopped at the noble entrance,
and Sir Philip came down to receive his guests,

He gave, a8 in duty bound, his best atten-
tion to Miss Durnford, but Ilma's rapt face
was the only one he really cared to see. They
passed through the great hall, where Ilma
would have given the world to ling r, and
where it seemed proper to converse in sub
dued tones, to & noble apartment all furnished
in oak and ebony, with stained-glass windows
and painted domed ceiling, and with stately
pictures by Velasquez and Vandyck en the
walls.

* Ilma is quite overawed,” remarked Rose,
laughing ; and the girl wineed and colored,
but smiled when Sir Philip turned to her.

“ Your organ of veneratisn is large,” he
#aid ; and just for & eecond a wild vision flashed
through his mind which madg his beart
almost cease to beat, as he saw her standing
there in her young beauly, with the warm
light on her golden hair aud & deeper light in
her wondrous eyes.

Would she ever know why
for a $ and ok d her
less gaze?

1 suppose,” he said, after that pause
“‘that, though Ilma is the youngest here, she
must be commander of the expedition, as she
is the stygnger. You all know the Court as
well as—perhaps better than—I do. Miss
Durnford tells me she prefers to remain here
for a little, and then intends to steer for the
9onurvnoxiu. where Wilkins will be a super-
ior guide to myself, for I am the worst of
florisnlurists. Bo Ilma, where is it to be first
for you
Tima hesitated ; andthen she said—
“Iam sure to like it all"—thinking that
perhaps Sir Philip would not like to go to the
gl:ture g'l.llulu,.whiah she would visit when
WS away again.

Wmﬂm like to see the re galler-
jos " Darrell, divining what was in her
mind. %“Yes ? This way then.”

As they paused before an old Bewrps yase in
& corridor, he said—

“It was very kind of you to think of me ;
but I have no objection at all to the picture
galleries. Perhgps we had better commence
with that ing the family p its," he
added, as Roland and Rose approgched, Janie
having gone off somewhere :se

It took some time to reach the galleries,
there being 80 many things to admire
hear about on the way. Bus for Ilma's com-
pany, Boland would far rather have been in
the stables. He had not mueh aste for curi
ous earvings, statues, and things of s kindred
nature. He could not have told the difference
between the Renaissance and any other period
any more than he conld have assigned

he was silent
loudlees, fear-

ever hand it all at his finger's ends, and Ilma

grand place was not a homs. A shadow

way, but not & word passed his lips such as
would have been natural to itsmaster, in the
flower of his mavhood, indicating that he re-
garded it as an sbiding place. Nor had itthe
air of home. Bverything was nznlont ofand
past. Iims felt s if she wove ack n the
middle ages. A laugh sounded odd :dah

. 3 arag-

«Bir Philip is so kind as to give me a
mount,” she said ; snd as she spoke & quick
heavy frown crossed Roland’s brow.

#QOh, then, you can ride,” he observed

rcpli;d, while Bir Philip
wif i

“Why, of eoprse,”
oeuld not ride, I

Darrell half smiled §
should be thrown.”
“ I am aftaid you would,” sejd Bir P'hilip.

I don't think there is a very guiet horse in
my stables."”

“You must take eare, Ilma;" and Mrs.
Sabine looked anxioualy at

her niece.
« I will look after her, mother,"” said Roland
quickly ; but Ilma sheok her head.

“ Thanks, Roland ; I don’t need coaching.
I am as much at home on horseback ason
my fees.” :

jump ?"
"xu't‘e‘-b(vﬂ- her great clear eyes

8 seemaed on
ter. If Nir Philip had oalled her * fair mai- |
den” and “ thee'd” and *‘thou’d, she woald

hardly have been surprised. He indeed was
truud;bu_il%g

Yet Iima wished
looked as if it had d
last hundred years, as if children had ever

layed there, er young

% ngnnd.br{s ¢, happy home this might
be, bat for the heavy curse lay on it like
"ﬂn il

)

th

h

&

k

seemed to hang over it. Sir Philip was progd | to spare Sir Sir Philip
of the Court; he loved it passionatelyin & | and she gazed on them in deep
not only because they were doomed for their
very love's sake, and died young by a terrible
duu:.b bnlnl beal::: Philip Darrell was their
::n'i u;‘:wtm'; min.m realise this ele- | ragard it only as a gift to & charming chili— | dow panes. The track was badly torn up, and

suitabl Jand and Rose looked
puunﬂymsdphmumtd-uhwmun&nﬂ she knew that he would have

to

been lived in  within the | gio

girl -tgpped silently

happy in love
the Doge's court, and they lved
thirty years. Both died—well for them !—
before Ingelhard’s erime.”
«Were there other children beside Ingel-

oruel.

end.
qualities, which might eo:
but never obliterated.
no existence in the nature of Ingelhard Dar-
Yes, there was a marked resemblance
between the two faces; but the advantage of
mere physical beauty, still more that of
power, depth and soul, rested with the tamous
knight's descendant.
Long did Ilma stand gazing on that coun-
tenance, as if she would imprint every feature
on ber memory; and two or three times she
d at Sir Philip, as if comparing the
two. Finally, she turned away with a slight
shudder, shaking her head.
« Well,” gaid Sir Philip, in a shghtly mock-
ing tone, ** what is your verdi
brave man, this ancestor of mine; ‘he did
great deeds of derring-do in the Spanish
wars ; he was a favored squire of dames—yet
you shudder !”
+« He was a black-hearted villian,” replied
Tims, * and he has an evil face! I conld
never have loved him,” ~t
“ You ure keen ; there is no hears in Ingel-
hard’s face—and you can see that. But Zarah
was an ignorant gipsy-girl. Ay,” centinued
Sir Philip, grinding his heel on the floor, as
though he were crushing some obnoxious
+ 50 black a deed deserved & ourse !
for Ingel-

rell.

glance

object,
Why, Heston flung his life awa;
hard’s—less worth a thousand times, though
he was Darrell the belted knight.
indeed

follows
decendants,
curse ? Yet,
loved, woe and death followed ; and we
Darrells, unhappily, cannot love lightly. This
He mayried s Stanley;

is Ingelhard’s son,
gur,and she was

but he had loved Anne 86.
murdered but two days before what should
have been her wedding-day.
sister, loved her brother's worst enemy, and
she was imprisoned in
what we still call Lady Marj riels tower, and
died mad; and her lover was lost at sea.
Shall I gogn?”

1 Yes,” answered Iims, in g low tone ; she
was trembling, and her large eyes were full of
suffering.

Bir Philip Darrell seemed not to notice this.
tell her many a sorrowful tals
of the noble-looking men and women they
passed in review—of brave
whose young wife was impri
died on the very day she was

they were parted ;

He went on to

well, and who

Ph.;ép- *They ware

T'll try eon- | you will have so many
that is to be seen;
n. 1 only want you to
and

pleasure.”

dmother. They say

gelbard than aoy of the others.”

“Are you?" said Ilms, with a

at hu; l:naut. b‘;Wu ﬁhehr: any fate
1} 1l

too much of the girl, or she of him ! And yet m::ht mo:dm'::n the mmh‘n m.' sod the

one who was to be its last vickim ?

“You will see,” replied Sir
o reign of Henry

“be!on ; stately
fortune, or Rolaud the superior, he would | y gy that Roland ‘aod Boss had  Joikesed
have no chance of winning & young Eirl's | pohind, and he heard a laugh from Rose which
echoed through tbe lofty arches

Ilma thavked him, and
h?' ts
and farthingales. ven the

limning of the earlier
h.e marked

s
had

Philip, »8 the
dame of

Tima started, and her brow contracted with

look of pain.

wHow sensitive you are!’ said Sir Philip

Scala,” said Sir Philip quietly.
was their son, They were the last who were
Sir Renfric met Ginevra st
together for

ard ?" asked Ilma.

“No ; Ingelhard was an only child. There
is his pioture.”
He fell back a step or two, foldinghis arms,
but standing so that he could see Ilma's face,
upon which, as upon his own, fell the melow
light of & painted window.
The girl drew 8 long breath, and invelun-
tarily loczed her little ‘hands together
hand-
Ingelhard
of the Curse, the recreant knight who had
ghown the churl's ingratitude, who had
brought shame to the heart that should have
been sacred to him.
The figure was half-length, leaning on a
sword, and the head uncovered.
tenanoe, like Sir Philip's, was strikingly in-
tellectual and of commanding beaaty; but
the eyes were sinister, thewr depth was all of
There was an utter lack of the
tenderness that gave a beauty all their vwn to
Philip Darrell's eyes; the mouth, too, was
One could believe Philip Darrell ruth.
less for the state, relentless in vengeance, like
a ruler of medieval Italy, but never cruel,
never one to trample on all rights to gain his
His Iron will was tempered by nobler
metimes be obsourdd,
Those qualities had

looked upon
countenance of

she
ome

he mind.

the
Sir

erdict ?

emiling. “I suppose you think it sounds

+Ingelbard

hard

** Foulest stain on knighthood's face,
Deadly blight on noblest race.’

* Yes,”

whenever

one

And have not his children, and his children’s
children, to the fourth and fifth generation,
suffered for it ? But there,” he added hur.
ridedly, for he saw how his words affected his
listener—** all this is folly to you, and I a
mere slave of superstitior:
likeness they all find ?"
answered the girl,
hide the pain one part of her host's speecl
had given her, “there is a strong likeness.”

+ 8o there should be,” said Sir Philip,care-
1, not wishing to compel Ilma to explain
wherein lay any differences.
the long line of Bir Ingelbard's
You do not believe in the
these

Do yon see the

trying to

« Now hery

of

Marjorie, his

for an indefinil

immediately afterwards
ot bear | came up, and both went into raptures over
Zuleika.

But, later, when

hnixhtonl’ynunihnhmm
te period ; but Ilma
with the idea that this

had all returned to

6 ocoun-

He was &

It was

choose your >

“ Yes, thanks. I should like that.”
© This way then. Thereisa postern close
by, which will lead us by & short cut to the

the sanlight blazed full upon them.
going throngh some shrubberies, the stables
were reached. 5"

“ Why,” ssid Ilma, looking around the im-
mense range of buildings, ** you might stable
& regiment here, Sir Philip 1"

« Ay, and more that a regiment has been

and calls me names because I don't hunt.
Bah ! I would as lief shoot a fox as run him
to earth ; but when I said that to Marsh once
he almost had a fit of apoplexy. But here is
Marsh.”

Up came the old groom. He salated his
lord, and paid his respects to Ilma in the
broad dialect of Cumberland. The stables
were not what they used to be, be told her—
Marsh was a yery old servant, and said pretty
well what he pleased—but there were some
heautiful horses in them yet. As they went
towards the stable where the animals
were from among which Ilma was to choose,
the old man glanced 8t veral times from be-
peath his shaggy brows at Ilma and
wondered who she was, and whether his lord
bad taken a fancy to her. Marsh hoped he
had ; for Sir Philip ought to marry and keep
up the line, he considered, whether he loved
his wife or not.

“ Now, Ilma,” said Sir Philip, as they en-
tered the stable, the doors of which Marsh re
speetfully threw open, “I should reccmmend
Zuleika. She needs a skilled hand, for she is
full of spirit, but she is as gentle as lamb;
and her pedigree is unimpeachable. Hor dam
was a thoroughbred Arab.”

“ Yes,” putinold Marsh, * she's the beauty,
Sir Philip, if the younglady's a first-rate rider;
and I take it she is, or you wouldn't put her
on Zuleika.”

“But,” said Ilma, as Marsh entered the
mare's box to lead her ous, * I would rather
have one that is less a favorite, Sir Philip. If
by any chance Zuleika came to mischief ——"

« She oould not in your hands, Ilma; and
she is as sure footed as a mule, like all her
race.”

Zuleika was bronght out, and Ilma clasped
her hands with almost a cry of admiration,
for the mare was like a picture; she was &
desp bay in color, with a brilliantly glossy
coat, and having the superb lines and soft
dark eyes of a true Arab. She tossed her
head and pawed the ground with coquettish
grace; but Ilma's tender touch and caresses
made her instantly a willing slave;
and she stood almest still, only re-
sponding to the fondliug she received,
as Hassan:had done, and following Ilma when
she moved a few steps, and laying her nose
on the girl’s shoulder.

«She acts,” cried old Marsh, “as if she
knew you wag & beautiful creaturelike herself,
missy, and was sure to love her.”

Tima coloured and laughed, and turned to
Sir Philip.

“Oh, Sir Philip,” she said, “thero cannot
be another horse such a beauty, except Has-
;An | Itis too good of you to let me moant

er.”

“8he goea like the wind,"” interposed Marsh
vand she's as knowing 88 Hassan himself, or a
Christian. You ask her if she would like an
apple.”

Ilma obeyed, and the mare laid back her
delicate ears, whinned, and pushed her nose
coaxingly into the girl’s white hand, old
Massh enjoying the exhibition immensely.

«Hold hard, missy,” he said, *‘and I'll fetch
some apples for ye;" and off went the old
man.

“It is & caseof love at first sight on both
gides, I think,” remarked Sir Philip, smiling.
“Zuleika seems to bave made her choice,
What say you ‘child of gentl ness’ ?"—laying
his hand on the mare’s flowing mane, *Will
you change your quarters ? Yes? Then will
you, Ilma, ratify the choice ?”

The girl looked at him wenderingly, colour-
ing deeply. Could he mean what his words
o | and manner seemed to imply ?

“Yes,” she replied doubtfully, ignoring one
part of his speech, “I shall like to ride her
very much, Sir Philip.” .

“You have told me that; but I
think you understand me, only you
are afraid to admit it, for fear of a mistake.
Will yeu not acoept Zuleika?" ©

“ No, no—oh, no!" eried the girl, recoil-
ing. I oould not—indeed I could not, Sir
Philip. You must not ask me to accepi such
s gift. Forgive me. A thousand times I
thank you; but indeod I cannot.”

Sir Philip locked at the sweet flushed face,
the trembling lips, the troubled tearful eyes.
Did she fear him, the accurced Darrell? he
wondered. Was her skepticism more than
shaken by what she had seen and heard that
day, so that ske shrank from taking & gift,
and so priceless a gift, at his hands? There
was no fear in her features or her voice, not
, | & look or a fone that seemed to indicate
. idenl, to an offer tuat only

So, when he

Bir Launcelot,
d by Crom

~sed by Tima ssked
no questions—she could m history—but,

for good or for evil, it seemed that his dark
nate race myst needs love,

though they
others,

new the curse that went with it, and

nowing it, yet were not

E:.verto wia which Nature had go

i house.
Phulip Darrell escape ? she wondered.
he vowed fo be frée at lesst from the sn-
formal title. Wild and ehildlike g Jlma was, | painting to any given school. Sir Phili ho... ﬂ‘:‘;’ Chongh ks paes e

perish with

And now they steod before the grave hand-

acgnaintance, especially by 8o young & man | fe]t more and more, &5 &};e went on, that this | face ef his wife.
I know who these are,” said Ilma quickly,
shem ; | b

"

her extreme youth and ehildlike manner ren-

ries no ourse. 1 would rather you had
Zuleika than any g¢ne I know; but if you
prefer not to haveher, or cannot. pardon me.”
“ Yon do not understand me,” replied the
girl, cut to the quick. * Why should aunt
Rach+l mind my having Zuoleika? If she
were afraid of your gift, I am not—and I am
bound only to iy own fealings. How could I
take such a present as if it were a flower, or
something as trivisl ? You are so ready to
give that—— Ah, you know what I would
say, but I caonot find the words!” she
added, with a child’s innocent pleading, for

seemed ia kor glory ; but in her heart she | some face of Sir Bertram and the besutiful Bir Philip had turned to her and clasped her

handsin his.
* Yes, I know it, I know it,” he replied
ried] « Forgive me, Ilma, but I di not

have no memory

" observed Sir

of them,
Jost when I was only two

T

mean fo seem unjust to you.”

He bowed his head, but she had unconsoci-
given him strength. Yes, it was better
80, he thought—it was better that she should

i

only * readiness to give.” The very question
“ should aunt Rachel mind it 7"’ showed
did not read between the lines, even
if her manner had not shown it before ; and
that inngoence of hers was his safeguard. He
wonld leave Searth Abbot, he said inwardly,
a8 he kissed the little hands before he re-
leased them ~ leaye it while she was happy,
and he could bear the curse alone.

“ Then you will do me this great grace
Tima—you will take Zuleika ?’ e
“ As you wish it so much, what can I say ?

! I shail

land almost savagely.

the hounse and were ready for luncheon,
Bose heard a at her

door, and, responding ** Come in,” d

, almost the door after him,

and cansing Rose 'to with a start.

« My dear Roland ry h "

« A good dealis the matter I"” replied Ro-
“ What do you think
st told me? That Darrell

has g

L he ?" exclaimed Rose, dropping the
brush with which she had been smoothing
her hair ; then, ina changed tone—*I1 am
awfully sorry to hear it !”
« Bhe doesn't understand, of course,” con-
tinued Roland, in the same manner; * but
he'll soon teach her. Aunt Rachel is mad to
allow it. What are all his wealth and noble
hlol;d u:? his accursed ‘:;.d::’ mthxi! he is
only fo misery an th ? cannet
dﬂ:{dﬂ. 1 declare I've half a mind

ber, it is no concern of yours whatever. We
haven't even chaffed Ilma about Sir

she thought he had meant anything by it
and I den't believe he does.
strategy, ** if you say a word to Sir P!

love to her is equally absurd.”

you are not a man for ‘love a$ first sight’ cer.

loveless life he has led!
hand, Ilma, child though she is, is quite ou
of the common way. I should i

man ; aud the most deliberate of men couldn’
be indifferent to her.”
Roland had turned very red while his siste:

giving home-thrusts.
“ Pooh,

stewards do his work here.
be sumply ruthless ; he thinks that in him th

the furthest they will come.”

dered and regelled 3
“*Life for life for traitor's deed;
When the floods are out take heed I'
Bat, Roland, he has braved the floods.
member how he saved widow Hunt."”

the Mill lasts, the curse must last.
the rains are this year unusually early, an

to defy death than to fly it.”
£,

“but not drag Ilma with him !
“Hush Roland !
ly with him. Do not let him suspeot you

& mask.

the sort of girl to choose death witha ma

days later.
suggesting & later date.
glance at him ; but he said quietly—

«] am in the ladies’ hands ; remember,

rains.”

floeds. Miss Durnford put in nervously—
“And you might be leaving, Sir Philip.”

her to the carriage, he said—

floods come ?"”
+ Surely I must wish it, for your sake."”

than a touch of irony.
from fate? Is it worth while?"

and deeply moved. ** You are warned !”

time, soon or late, and as well soon as late

the ride 7"
“ Whichever you like, Sir Philip.”
* Then I will bring her with mg."

Bir Philip Darrell was alone again, with th

the stillness of the summer night cam
He listened, and a fidce defiant look cam

upsidedown. 8o far as heird from, there are
seven or eight seriouely injured. ~ It is féared
that quite 8 number of O ians are among
the number, &8 this train makes connection
with tbe G. W. R. for Canadian points only.
Burrao, Feb. 8.—The New York Central
Railroad depot fell in at 9 o’clock this morn-
ing, and is a complete wreck. There were
two trains in the depot st the time. Can get
no particulars yet,

The 2.25 p. m. train on the Niagara Falls
branch of the Central yesterday, ran into two
heavy logs of wood, which were dropped by a
preceding frejght train, one mile north of La
Balle. A.J.Minton was in oharge of engine
113, and Henry Dans was the train oonducs
tor. The injured were, Eddie Ball, aged
fourteen, of Niagara, Oanada. He was badly
cut by glass. Misses Gering and Sweet, of
this city, were also badly cut by broken win-

the cars will have o go to the shop. The
escape from a terrible loss of life was exceed-
ingly fortupate.

THE OBELISE,

'va. Yorx, Feb, 5,—To-day Wm. Vander-
bilt paid Gommander Gorringe the entire cost
of transporting the obelisk from Alexandris
to New York and erecting it in the Central
Park. He originally agreed to pay only for

the obelisk, as it was

more emotion oheoks base of the obelisk he pedestal
|m‘:o:n1“;ethinknot."m. i with ite three gourses of steps, which were
Tima's hesd drooped ; she hid her evidently from the same quarry as the
face against Zuleika's glossy neck. Oh, if [ ODCIE% , recogaising the import.
she conld keep back the tears | Why did he | 8290 of the 0 pedes
give her Zuleika as dying men b gifts ? \mhhhqnmenneodo( $30,000, which
1 would rather you had her than any one | Yander 2 in his

know.” Why must any one have her p | Offer by peying eutire bill.

e
lately, for fear of putting ideas into her head.
She would never have accepted the horse if

At any nu."'
added Rose, with a fie stroke of fominine v
hilip, | The byatanders at the time heard the one

«T don’t see why it is more absurd,” re-
torted Roge, * to imagine that you might be
in love with her than that Sir Philip is. You
have both known her only a few days, and

tainly, while he is ; and, besides, see what a
But, on the other

fall in love
with her the first time I saw her if I were &

spoke ; but he tried by abusing his enemy to
turn the points of weapons which he felt were

pooh I” he said, with an angry
eneer. ** ‘Loveless life’ forsooth ! You women
are always ready to sentimentalise over a
handsome man. I happen to know something
about my lord, and he has contrived to amus®
himself while he has let solicitors and land-
1 believe him to

curse will be worked out; snd, if he drags
down another life with his own, what will it
matter so that at least he may snatch some
happiness? He will dare fate if he remains
here after the rains begin ; and in ten days at

He paused for want of breath. Rose shud-

Re-

“Ah ; but bave you forgotten what is said
—what Hassan himself says—that, if the
flood rises this year three feet above last year
the Mill will be washed away ?—and, while
And then

I almost think,” eaid Rose, *‘that he seeks
"uLet him seek it,” returned Roland fiercely,
At least try to be friend-

he is 8o keen sighted, and your face is so bad
If you are taken with Ilma, try to
win her fairly, and, if you can make her fear
Darrell do so ; but, if you have any common
sense, don't abuse him to her, don't let her
see that you are jealous of him. She's just

she loves soomer than live without him.
Mamma. said that of her the other day.
Now we must go down to luncheon Roland.’

‘When, at a somewhat late hour, according
to country notions, but which Bir Philip
Darrsll called early, the guests departed from
the Court, the riding party was fixed for two
Roland raised some objectiony
Rose saw Philip

we delay too long, we shall not be able to
reckon on the weather, as we shall have the

He would not say tothem that he was
going away ; they would think he feared the

“ You wish me to leave this year before the
“ Yes, for my sake,” hereturned, with more
“But can one fly
*“Why not?” said Miss Durnford, puzzled
“ Warned? Yes, ‘life for life’!” muttered

Sir Philip to bimsalf ; then aloud, guite care-
lessly —** Ah, well, death must come some

He handed the ladies into the carriage, Ro-
land mounted his horse, and the party van.
ished through the deep arch of the courtyard.

tonch of Ilma’s hand still fresh in his, and
her brown eyes looking into his; and tbrough

faintly to his ears the roar of Gipsy’s Weir.

into his eyes. He gazed up at the mponlit
sky, a8 though he dared the very powers of
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ACCIDENT IN BUFFALOQ.

The Roof of the Central Railway
Depot Falls In,

FOUR MEN KNOWK 70 BE KILLED.

The Bodies of the Victims Ter-
ribly Mangled.

CLEARING AWAY THE DEBRIS.

Borraro, N. Y., Feb. 8.—Bhortly after 9
o'clock this morning the roef of the Central
Railway Depot fell in, and reports said many
pereons ware buried in the ruins. The streets
were filled with peoplo af the time, and in
twenty minutes, five or six ‘thousand persons
gurrounded the big depot and struggled for
admission. The whole eastern half of the
long arch, excepting two short spans next
to the new part had given way under the
weight of melting snow and fallen, burying &
passenger train partly filled with passengers,
and two or more men who were outside the

' . Do not say & word to him or to her, Ro- | cars. A Lake Shore train No. 21, lay in
&wn:?o;?;"msz"m' and land 1" eried iooo. springing to her bro'khn‘l the depot waiting for the "connect-
ong) PASSAGes ; | 3o with & white face of terror. “ Remem- | ing. Central train, which was late.

The number of passengers on board could
only be approximated, and no one peemed to
be able to tell with any definiteness whether
sny of these were miesing or not. The
eastern end appeared to have given way first,
a8 the entire building fell in that direction,
but the rest foll 1 ]

d almost si y

%o see Misa Durnford before he returned 30 | 03d o laugh hers. You have not domego | gtabled in old times; snd in m . h wrd
A after- H y father's | kelll simply think you're in love with Ilma | loud orash, and the vast building was
m‘f"ﬂ".:,;:f ?:ummndumﬁmw once” % time, and always till mine, all those stables” | yourself. ~ Ab, you may star} and eay |in ruine. The debris presented to
Bast, he e, e T Teaaw, aha | i LR bRk oy, replied Tlma ; “it \ing to & long range of stables evidently | * Pshaw 1" but howill thiok so; and you|the eye a huge mingled mass of
ik Bl watlied e hgln | Lot 00 BRSSO Tised— were fail of hunters, and there” | ought to know how he would take suoh med- | bricks, smow and portiona of roofing
i Baowe | ana sy Hor haars Loshfat o0 ey — another building,—" my grand- | dling.” Loosened bricks dropped. occasionally and
sorry for this, but glad of the .ut and to Bir Ingelhard's mkz‘ ing-stud. It was the fin- | « you run on, Rose—just like & |great masses of the walls seemed ready to
or otag. Bho would rather be with BIr | of sos sacly Klisabe ‘%“{"“‘*“" est shud in the North in those dsys ; but my | woman|” said her brother, , shaking | topple at sny moment, At the south-eastern
Phifip Darrell, iutd of the early Elizabethan s by hit side | father old it ; he did not patronize the turf. | off her hand from his arm. * I never thought | ogmer two New York Central care had been
Roland asked to scoompuay them, o see Nl @ bl ek, WG TR S e e dispersod during my | of spenking fo Dacrell; sad o suppose T'm in | erashed fo pisses and Jay balf buried ith the

H R 3 = minerity, an never ir places. | love with & harum-searum x cks., On next track i
j. 881 incladed herselt in the | "\ Renfric Darrell and his wife Ginevra della | Poor old Marsh, the head groom, raves at me | cause I don’t want Philip 1l to make | Lake Shore train. It v-z completely

hidden except where a ocorner of one
of the four cars eeped  through
the overarching of the wreckage ; but strange
to say. none of the cars were materially dam-
aged. The terrified passengers managed to get
- | through tothe end of the train, and so eseaped.
Within less than an hour after the accident
occurred & force of over one hundred men
t | were put to work on the ruinsin searching
everywhere for the bodies of persons suppoeed
to be under the debris, The firat result of
t | the search was a horribly mangled corpse of a
man, which was immediately removed to the

iting He lay ded on the floor
a sickening sight, his face was a leaden hue,
and his hair was matted with blood; both
legs were broken, the left being completely
shivered. Hie chest was crushed in, and the
back of his skull fractured, and clots of blood
were settled in each ear. He was soon after
recognized to be John W. Byrnes,
formerly a Buffalonian, but who
had of late been at Erie, Pa., superintend-
ing the construction of the tug Annie P. Dorr,
o | and was probably abont to return. His ap-
parent age is from 85 to 40 years. Shortly
after 11 o'clock a rush of firemen and police,
in the direction of Byron Kring's office, her-
alded some new discovery, and & ory arose
that another body had been found, and such
was indeed thecase. Beneath a pile of debris,
within eight feet of the depot master's office,
lay the body of Henry Walters. The man
reested partly on his left side, and across him
lay & huge raft r, which ig falling bad evi-
dently pinned him firm to the earth. The
face of the dead man was much diefigured,
the nose having been crushed flat with his
face. The unfortunate man was private clerk
to Buperintendent Tillinghast, and was one of
the most vopular men in the company's €m
d ploy. He was about 43 years of age, and

unmarried. At the time the accident occurred

Darrell is at the Court ; and he is more likely | 1,5 waq standing near the switch engme,

136, talking to Uoroner Scott and passenger
agent Swmith. When the roof began to crum-
ble and fall, they all ran toward the depot
master's office. Mr. Smith barely succeeded
in reaching the office when the whole roof
fell in, and Walters, who was buta few feet
behind him, was entombed in the ruias.
Shortly after the body of Waiters had been
discovered, a porsion of the wall which had
remaived etanding fell in, and several fire-
men narrowly escaped being buried amid
the falling mass of bricks and mortar; in
fact the condition of a large portion of the
D | dapot is exceedingly dangerous. Up to this
hour it is only known positively that two lives
are lost, but rumors still prevail that several
more are in the ruing. Five or six persons
are said to be missing, and until they are
found or the debris entirely removed, this
eannot be verided or disproved.

Burraro, Feb. 8.—In addition to the two
bodies recovered from the ruins of the station
it is reported this afternoon that two more
if | bodies have been recovered. The bedy of D.
W. Wells was found about half past one.
His legs were broken and his head was fright-
fully mangled, one eye had been crushed cut
and one side of his head looked as if it had
been torn open with a hook., Wells was
abous 17 years old and was employed as
clerk to Mr. Home, foreman of the car shops.

He smiled a little ;. but, as he was leading Another body was found soon after near that

of Wells. It was crushed o that it was
almost impossible to recognize the featurcs
The skull wes crushed almest flat back and
both legs broken. The body has been iden
tified as that of L. 8. Hunting. ‘He was
employed as a clerk in the office of the
Buffalo, New York & Philadelphia railway
and was the sole support of a widowed
motber. Various rumors are flying around
that there are still a large number of bodies
in the ruins, The whole staff of station
gervants were in the building at the time of
| | the accident engaged in their usual avocations

Ilma"—turning to the girl, who was following of cleaning up, ete., as well as a large number
with Roland—* shall I send Zuleika to-mor.
rew, or bring her with me when I ¢:me for

of paasengers, tramn hands, depot employes

to either verify or deny the correctness of
the rumoys.  The immediate cause of the
accident is believed to have been the great
weight of snow on the yoof, but it is pointed
o | out that the snow had been there for some
time, and that no rain had fallen to add to its
weight up to the time of the accident. The
o | loas is variously estimated at from §50,000 to
$70,000. A number of narrow escapes are
e | reported, and several of those who escaped are
more or lese severely injured. Among the
latter are John Lovey, Welles Dygort, ticket

cated, slangily affable, and o) a8 en-
tirely at his ease as if Mm. E‘N
of boon companions over a pigeon As
the conversation was general, our reporter
report it as an interview, but®
these are his principal statements, without
oo}oring or exaggeration, made voluntarily
gxuu& ;h« request that the reporters note them.
e :
¢ Yes, I'm the man they (Scales and Kee-
ver) are after. I knew them as soon as I saw
them last night, but I wouldn’t let on. They
want me for this little affair at Winslow, Pike

Oounty, Indiana, on the 11th of November

last. Shooting James Hump) 8, I mean

I shot him—of course I did, and I don't deny
it. He's dead, too; at I've
heard they buried him since,

1 he's dead. He was

mxpooe
my rother-in law, & mesn man,
and a Democrat. I'm & * rip-roaring’ Repub-
lican myself, and voted for A. G. Porter—the
man who's going to pardon me—for Governor.
1 didn’t shoot him because of that, but he
abused me both at a political meeting and at
my office. He said we Republicans used
money. Suppose such things have been
done, but it was none of his business. I told
him to look out for himself, and when I met
him on the street I let him have, Had shot
at him four times with a revolver, but didn't
hit him, then I blazed away with a shot-gun
upthat fetches them every time. Didn’t come
— behind his back or take him unawares, as
these Olifton police did me—don'tthink that's
fair. Shot him fair in the face—was the
first one to him after he fell and picked the
shot out of his mouth, The papers called it
a ‘oold-blooded’ murder. It was no such
thing. I got some of his blood on
my hands, and it was warm. (Aust laughed
heartily at his own ghastly pun) I put
over 200 shot in him, d—n him, he's
in hell now. I know he is, for since I've been
bere (Welland geol) I've been reading the
Bible, and it “says no drunkard shall go to
heaven, He was blind dronk when I shot
him, so of course he must bein the other
place—that is if the Bible is true, but I
don't believe there's a word of truth in it. I
was just supposing the ocase. Another thing
I want you fellows to understand is this talk,
mﬂ hear abont people you have killed trou-
ng you, making you nervous, dream bad
dreams, seeing them, or imagining you do,
and all that kind of thing is all —— rot. It
never troubles me a particle, and this poor,
miserable cuss Humphreys was not the first
man I have shot either. At the medical
college at Evansville the boys would put a
bullet in any one who insulted them and
think nothing of it afterward. I knew
Olitton was a bad place to stop at, so near
the froutier, but I was sick and had to stop,

besides my money was getting low. If
the police hadn’t nabbed me just
when they did the bird would have

flown the next day, But I'll get clear. I've
got lots of money,#r at least my friendshave,
and that will do anything out in Pike county.
T'll buy np witnesses and get them to swear
he shot at me first, and pack the jury. Don't
care enything for the lawyers or the judge—
he is of no account. The jury will settle the
business. I am a crack shot with a revolver,
and astonished the natives down at Ham-
moti’s more than alittle. The old man was
afraid 1'd shoot some of hisdogs — wish I had,
just for fun. That old revolver they got on
me’is Hammon's, and he's got mine—a much
better shooter. Oh, about that body enatch-
ng case of which I am accused. Well (with
a knowing wink), I'm not to be tried for that.
1 suppose such things do happen. NowI'm
goiog back with Sheriff Neales —he's a Demo-
crat and I voted for him. The first Democrat
vote I ever gave—and I swear I'll never give
another. Neither will Humphreys.’

«*Aust kept his word and voluntarily crogsed
the line with the officers, a Canadian officor
accompanying the party to bfing him back to
Welland in case he changed his mind."”

—_————
DELIBERATE SUICIDE.

A Belleville Police Sergeant Shoots Him-
self in His Daughter’s Presence.

BernevinLe, Feb., 6.—About two o'clock
this afternoon a rumor, which proved to be
only too true, began to spread about the
streets that Bergeant Snider, of the police
forco, had shot himself. For several days
past Snider has been unwell, suffering from
a severe cold, and has once or twice been
allowed to remain off duty. This mornieg
Chief McKinnon received & note from Dr.
Curlett, stating that Bergeant Snider would
not be able to uppear on duty and asking
that he be relieved from night dgty to night.
Snider came home te dinner abeut noon and
ate & hearty dinver, apparently being in bet-
ter spirits than ususi, even joking with his
children. After dinner he went up stairs g
his bedroom. His eldest daughter Maud, &
girl of about thirteen years of+ age, went up a
few minutes after and found him in his shirt
sleeves, with & bottle of medicine which he
kad jusp received from Dr. Curlett in his hand.
As she entered the rooni he lifted the bottle
to his lips and drank off almost the entire
contents, and in & moment or two was seized
with a violent fit of vorniting. When he had
recovered he walked across the room once or
twice, and ti:en came and sat on the side of
the bed. Presently he said to his daughter,
* Maudy, I'm going to put.en end to my
life," after which he laid himseclf down on the
bed and placed his revolver by his right side
on the coverlet. His daughter sfter she had
recovered from the shock caused by this ter-
rible declaration, flew towards him and begged
him not to carry eut his awful resolve, but he
repeated Lis intention in the same words, and
a moment or two after raising the revolver
to his right temple he said, ** Maudy, I'm
gone,” and pulled the trigger. The shot had
been well aimed, and the bullet entered the
temple just in front and a little above the
right eur, penetrating into the brain. The re-
hort of the revolver :nd the screams of the
child startled Mrs. Snider, who was lying sick
downstairs, and she rushed up into the bed-
room to find her husband lying uncontcious
on the bed with the still smoking revolver in
his hand and a terrible wound in his head,
from which blood and brains were oczing, Dr.
Curlett was summoned, but on examining the

:l?d ::::ﬁ:sn! Eﬂi:‘ilﬂﬂ “l]he sr’{)i\'_ul of | wound he pronounced death to be inevitable
wl:’ ‘ B o [‘ ‘lr b OIL% bllﬂ and only a matter of a few hoursat the most.
olly removed it wi 6 1mpossible | Fyen to the eyes of the least observant it was

plainly gﬁ:p;rant that life was rapidly ebbing
away. The breathing of the wounded man
was heavy and labored, and every now and
then convulsive gasps shook his frame.
The shot was fired at twenty mwioutes
past one o'clock and death euper-
vened about half-past two. BSpider re-
mained perfectly unconscious with closed
gyes to the last. Dr. Wilson, coroner, wag
summoned, bué under the circumetances did
not consider it necessary to hold an inquest,
The cause of the suicide remains a mystery

—— e
A VERY BAD MAN.

Dr. Thomas Aust, Grave Robber and
Murderer, who has Gone Back to
Indiana to be Tried,

Recently we noticed the arrest at Clifton,
Ont., of Dr. Thomas Aust, charged with
stealing the body of a young lady from its

the arrival of Indiana officers. They came,
and the doctor has voluntarily gone back
with them a3 related i the following article
from last voek's Welland Tribune ;

The wores man cur jail officiale ever came
in contract with was Dr. Thomas Frederick
Aust, alias Fred. Gibson, whose commitment
here on a charge of murder in Indiana, was
reported in -the Tribune lsst week.

wanted, Police Magistrate Hill, of Clifton,
was telegraphed for in order to institute ex-
tradition proceedings. Friday morning Mr.
Hill arrived, and at the same time Aust
changed his mind.

was the identical Aust who had killed his

ence of reporters and several members of the
county council, Aust boasted of the murder
much as an overgrown schoolboy would ba
licking another. He appeared usterly insen-
sible or reckless as to s terrible situation,
and gave the impression that he was either a
!ool‘or plnte’ndi:;g’w be one, or the most

bl oeon-

reatored to her husband ; of graceful Magda- | dered possible. But perhaps Miss Durnford | yhe universe, and he olenched bis hands | 2gent of the Wagner line, deput; depot mas-
len, who fled with  lover weil-born, but not | would object to what might scem to have & | tightly h ®.| t6r Kring, Coroner Bects, and an employe of ::dpdr:;e::n;olvlt: ‘.!':‘A‘“i&i’?.’i"’.f..‘f" ‘?E“ ot
of lineage pure a'nt_mgh for the haughty Dar. | certain significance. And, if it had, what “ By earth and heaven, I will not yield thee, the Central whose name bas nos transpired. | oonee which oahbe nuiunedpi: th;ll o fu y
rells, and who perished with her lover while | then? The man's ild pacsionate heart re- | [lma | Perish all that stands betwoen my love Edward Murray, who travels for Moffat & | time past the decensed hed beon h b il
trying to oross the Coalmere in & boat ; | belled against the fate that had at first been | and thine!” Co.'s brewery, and was upon the L. 8. & M. B | piany mall debts which he wuanx“bl tg
of fierce Everard Darrell, who had won his | accepted with a kind of reckless desperation | ~ Had he ignored the eolemn vow, so sternly train, awaiting its departure, had such & nar- | pgy “and for which he was oonsunt[;‘ b:i
love a$ the sword's point, only to ses her per- | which was very far from resignation, and | kept till now, that never should his love blight | ToW escape that he was nervously prostrated. | qunned, but his cheerful demeanor a l: :
ish before his eyes, struck down by & siray | might indeed almost be ecalled its antithesis. | g ginless life? Laborers have been crowded on to the debris | moments before he committed the .:{ ld”:
as he was bearing her away. A few he | Whet then? But he must, he thought, crush (70 RE CONTINUED. ] a8 fast a8 they could be found and as room | would go toshow that he was ot l&nﬂn‘
passed °'°';,ﬁ..pm" yoodeted why, il fhay | down the. tempest that surged within him. = could be made for them to work, and during | from this cause. Sorgeant Snider first
came fo 8 t-looking in the | He turned . setting his white teeth like RAILWAY ACOCIDENT. the afternoon fully 1,000 workmen were em- | entered the police foree on the 91&,":‘ Sep-
“dmﬂ.’-%g toughed | a vice, Well, he hsd made s mistake; he = ployed removing the debris, A denso throng | tember, 1669, and has always been eonsidered
m-nnﬁ- — muss be just to Hma; he must not her | A New York Central Passenger Train | of curious o were looking on, expeoting | o most efficient officer. 'lzlumnvih.nd
“Did he never love any one?” in a painful position apd he not risk Thrown from the Tracik. moment to see more bodies exh d ree child the y of whi
“Ay,” answered Bir , after a mo- | having his gift returned as s presumptuous Currron, Feb, 7.—When the N. Y. 0. & H. work of clearing away the debris was | ), b LRI &
ment’s pause, ** not wisely, but too well! It | one. s R. R. Buffalo frain, due here at 8.20 this af- | soncluded to-night. Four vietims comprise L :
was for no lawfal love he died in hisown halls. | ** Very well,” he ssid calmly, after a mo- | ternoon, was approaching La Balle, N.Y., a | the total number killed. The telegraph wires T e
de fled with the of aWestmoreland Squire; | ment’s silence. * I am sorry wounded you, | station six miles t from here, it strack | have been general'y repaired and all obstrue- STERN JUSTICE.
her husband pursyed them, and shot Morton | when I meant to do the very opposite. Maybe | some timber which had fallen from a freight | tions removed. The bodies of the victims [ A Charming Way to D
Darrell in the great hall you passed *throug h sunt would not like you to have the | train ah , throwing the train off the | have been taken in dharge by the corner who Prosecuti sy for A tsulpme of &
when you arrived.” < ione from me—though & Darrell's gift car- | track and smashing and turning the coaches | will hold an investigation promptly, A pertain residen:) ::‘ ﬁ:e cnunty:l Went
‘ent-

worth was recently guilt, of the trifling indis-
cretion of kicking an inoffencive man almos
to death, The inoflepsive man sought redre:
at the hands of the law, and it was rumored
that the kicking man wasto be arrested. The
kicking man worked for a gentleman who is 8
magistrate, and these two held a consultation
about the matter, when something like the
following was the conversation :

“I'm going to be tried for ageault.

grlve‘,unnd nknba(quently cold-blooded hur- “Yes?"
er, all in Pike county, Ind. The prisoner “You' o, ain' L
was committed to the jailat Welland to await “ Y::’{e Aimsae ROAYER

“ Well—1'll tell you how we will fix it.” I'll
have an information laid before you against
F:‘.’,' and you'll fine me $5, and that'll settle
1

" All right—T'll do it.”

“ All right—you can just take the five dol-
lars out of my wages.”

This was very satisfactory to everybody

: b On | concerned ; but the listl i
Thursday night Sheriff Scales and Marshal | the fact that :noi::‘lo:nl:l:;r‘:!%:so uslejudb;
Keever, of Pike county, Ind,, arrived, and at | been laid before another magisirate, who in-
once recognized Aust as the man they | flicted a much larger fine than $5. '
peedeiandnilio

FISH AND THE COLD SNAP,

A remarkable circumstance in connection

Instead of denyiog his | with the recent cold enap was the effect
identity and refusing to go, he admitted he | fish aleng the conat, lnrglc): achcoli:wef:g?l:i:?;
in shore and in shatlow water,

Strange as it

brother-in-law and offered to go voluntarily | may seem, it is asserted t! =
back with the American officers. ticularly bass and trout, i::;heobg:r];'em
# While tlie matter was bemg arranged in throw themselves bodily out of water on land.
the County Attorney’s office, and in the pres. | An old negro caught thirty-one very fine large
bass in this way, at Raccoon Key, near War-
saw, Ga.
the water was almost instantly filled by fine
large fish, and fishermen found some difficul-
ty in hauling the pets in.
served to kill them in the water with oars.
This novel was d gt 1
P ly all llgng the islands to the southward and
ceive of, Ho was young, manly-looking, edu, | i the rivers near the const.—4lbany Press,

On 8t. Catharines a net thrown in

Others were ob-
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