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TIE WHIP OF THE SKY.

BY @. . A,

Weary with travel, oharmod with homo,
The youth salutes New-England's air ;
Nor notes, within the azure domo,
A vigilint, menacing figure there,
Whaose thonged hund swings
A whip which sings:
“Step, stop, stop,’”’ sings the whip of tho 2ky ;
¢ Hurry up, move along, you ozn if you try {'*

Remombering Comu's lnngujd side,
Where, pulsing from the cilron deop,
Tho nightingale's airicl tide
IMfoats through the day, repose und sleop,
Roeclinod in groves,
. A voicu roproves.
“Step, step, step,” eracks the whip of the sky :
¢ Hucry up, jump along, rest when you die I

Slavo of oloetrio will, which strips

From him thoe Lliss of easeful hours ;
And bids, ns from o tyrnnt's lips,

Rest, nniet, fly, ay useless flowers,

Ho wrings his heart

. To muke him smart. |
“Stap, step, atep,” suaps the whip of tho sky :
¢ ljurry up, ravo along, rost whea you die 1"

$lo maddons in the broathloss race,
Nor misses spiendur, place, or pelf ;
And ouly losus in the ohaxe
The hunted lord of all—himself.
His gnin is loss,
Hix trensure dross. N
“Stop. xiep, step,” mocks the whip of tho sy &
* lturry up, Himp along, rest when you die I*?

With care e burthens all his soul ;
Heaped mmgats curve hiy willing baok ¢
Submissive tothat fierco control,
Ho heeds ut Inst the sky-whip’s orack.
Lill at the grave,
No ntoro a sinve.— .
* RRost, rost, 1est,”” xighy the whip of tho sky ?
s Hurry not, haste no moro, rest whon you die 1”
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TO TIHE BITTER END.
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CHADPTER XLV.—(Continucil.)

o Te's dend, und it can't matter now. You've
done your worst. Nothing would have wrung
the admiss’on out of me if he were still alive.
I did suspeet him of taking Gruee away, and
taxed him with i1, as 1 told you long ago,  He
dended it—I1 told you the truth woen I said
thitt-~but 1 never helieved his denial,  There
wits noone ¢lse,  She was not o girl to have
two lovers, sl 1 had seen those two together
one day at Clevedon, But he was such a steady-
woing fellow, and 1 thought he might be trust-
ed, Pd kuown him from a boy, and had never
kbown any harm of him; and there were cir-
costanees in his life, family matters, that
miule me pity him.  Upon my »oul, Rick, 1
don't think 1 could have been more sorry for
what happened if Gracey had been my own
dangzhter. But, O, old fricnd, for God’s suke
~d¥ t:ere was no meaning in your wild talk
just now. It was not you who fired that gun
last night,—Juseph Flood’s gun. How should
you have come by it ?"

& The fellow was loafing about the park with
it lute last night. I thought that he was up to
mischief, somchow, and 1 followed him a big,
and saw him hide his gun in that old summer-
house, It was within reach of my arm when
I saw him coming along the avenne, with the
woonlight full upon his face. The devil put
it in my way, handy.”

@ You must have been mad when you did
it.”

« Not any madder than 1 am now. [t may
have been @ wild kind of justice, but I mueant
it for justice.”

Mr. Worl groaned onee more, and sat down
upon the raggedest of the office stools, in blank
dismal despair.

«\What do you mean by coming here to tell
me this, Richard Reddinzgne 27 he ingnired help-
w A pretty pickle yon put me in.
There's that poor innucent young man in the
lock-up hard by ;as anhonest man, it would be
wy duty to inform against yon.”

++ Do your duty,” answered the farmer coolly.
« 1 eume here on purpose to give myself in
charge.’

¢ You did? And do you know what that
mians 2-—Maidstone jail for the next six weeks,
to be tried for your lile at the next assizes, and
to be hung. O, Rivk, Rick, to think that any
man of your name should come to such an end
as that !

Richard Redmayne shrugged his shoulders,
with & gesture that was nonchalant cuough,
but accompanied by a faint sigh,

]ty hard lines,” he said; © Heaven knows
I've tried to keep that name honest, When 1
was in debt horeaboats, 1 felt as if I was
scorchied through aml through with a red-hot
branding-iron, becanse no Redmayne of Brier-
word had ever owed money he couldn't pay
betore my time, I worked hard, and wiped off
ti {otain, But 1 suppose, when I'm de:d and
gong, the world will think worse of this bhusi-
ness,  And yet, John Worl, I'm not sorry that
I killed hira, 1 was sorry enough, ready to
blow out my bruing, when I'd thoughit 1'd shot
the wrong man. Bui, by the heaven above
me, I do not repent of having killed my
daughter’s destroyer!”

#tiood God, Richard, what a hardened con-
science you must have

I don't know anything about my consci-
ence, but I know 1've been hardening my heart
agninst that man for the last three years, and
it wasn't likely I should denl over-gently with
him when his time came, ) hunted tor him as
well as I could ; but I'm not good at that kind
of hunting, and wheu I failed in that I thought
I'd wait, "I'here’s a fate in these things. ro—
vidence would throw him in my path sooner
or later ; the world is hardly wide enough to
hide a man from the just wrath of his enemy.
S0 1 bided my timo quictly cnough, but never
parted with the hope that I should find him
vetore 1 died. And when chance did throw
him across my puth, what would you have had
we do ?” asked Richard Redmayne, with a snr-
donic Inugh,  « Civilly tell him who I was, I
suppose, and ask him to apologise for having
broken my heart. No. I have dreamt of our
meeting often enough, and all my dreams were
coloured with blood. Why, I have felt my grip
upon his lying throat many a time, and have
seen his false fuce change and darken as my
grasp tightened,”

“You have nursed your hatred until it has
grown into a monomama, Richard. You could
bardly have ben answerable for what you did
last night.Y

“I was snsworable ; and I am ready to an-
swer to God und man”

“¢Vengeance is mine”' murmured tho
steward, ¢Don't scck to justify your sin in
the eyes of God, Richard, but try to obtain
His pardon. I don't want to preach a sermon
to you; it’s hurd enough to be placed in such a
situation as yours, and I don't believe there
ever wns o man more to be pitied. X only sny
this—don’t take prido in a stubborn heart,
Richard. It's wiser Lo own yourself a sinner.”

“«I'll think of squaring this account by and
by,” answered the other in his reckless way ;
“that can stand over. I want to sct matters
right about that young man they've sent to
prison, I want to take my burden on my own
shoulders.”

M. Wort leant his elbows on his desk,
buried his face in his hands, and cogitated
profoundly ; while Richard Redmayne coolly
refilled his pipe, and lighted it at the oftice
lump.

What was he to do? Give this man into the
custody of the patrol from Tunbridge who
nightly perambulated the peaceful shades of
Kingsbury—pass him on to the jail where
Joseph Flood now lay in durance? Do this
with the certainty—or something very close to
certainty—that he was handing his old friend
over to a shameful doom® John Wort felt as
if he could not do this thing.

Was there no way of escape? No way by
which Richard R dmayno conld get clear off,
and yet relense young Flood from his present
peril ? Might he not draw up a full confession
of his guilt, get his signature attested by some
one who should not kmow the real nature of
the docwn- nt, and then sturt for Australin,
leaving his counfession behind him? ‘That
waould surely exculgate Joseph Flood, and yet
leave the guilty man a ehance of life nud
liberty. Mr. Wort was & man who respected
the law and all its mysteries, but it did not
appear to him thit the world in gencral wonld
be any better for the hanging of Nichard
Redmayne. He hed also a just appreciution
of the pennlties to which an accessory after
the fuct would be linble; but he fincied he
might suggest his friend’s escape without in-
curring these, There was no money involved
in the transactiun, nor need the world cver
kn:w that he was cognisant of Richard Red-
mayne's crime.

# Luok here, Rick,” he snid at last. « There's
no one van think worse of what you've done
than I do; but I know more of what's gone
before than the rest of the world, and I won't
be the mun to hand youn over to the hangman”

And then Mr. Wort went on to suggest, very
cluarly and concisely, that line of conduct
whicly it seemed to him Richard might safely
adopt,

¢ 1f they hunt you down at last,” he said in
corclusion,—# and they'll hardly do that, for
you can get o good start of them—why, you'll
have had a run for your life anyhow.”

“ No," said the farmer quictly, « I've done the
deed, and T1] stand by it It doesn’t seem half
so bad to me to stand in the dock now that I
kuow I killed the right man. 'l face the
world, Johin Wort, and let the world know how
a man can punish the destroyer of his child,
By heavens, if there were more such rough-
and-ready justice in the world, there would be
less villany. The law's a biz machine that
only moves in a eertain groove,  Let i man
steer clear of that, and he may be as big a
scoundrel as he pleases.”

“Wh:t do you menn to do, then ?”

¢ Give myself over to the police as
soon as I leave this office. I thought you
wonld have been in a hurry to do it for me;
bnt as you're mot, I supposs I must do it
myself.”

There was farther parley after this, but Mr.
Wort’s arguments were of no avail.  Richaed
licdmayn - went out into the summer night,
and walked along the Tunbridge rond till he
met the patvol, to whom he told his story.

The man was at first incredulous,  Ile knew
Mr. Redmayne by sight, and had hieard people
talk of the strange secluded life ho led at
Brierwood. The poor fellow was a little off
his hend, no doubt, thought the policeman;
but iinding the poor fellow very resolute, he
suggested that they should proueed forthwith
to Clevedon—Sir Francis was a justice of the
prace—and that Mr. Redmayne should there
repeat his extraordinary statement.

It was late when they nerived at Clevedon ;
but Bir Irancis was still in his study, with a
London detective for his companion.  ‘This
man had ounly arrived an hour before, his
services not having Leen available at the
moment the telegram acrived ; and to this
man Sir Francis had been rel.ting all that
Georgic had told him about Richard lied-
mayne.

« A curious story,” remarke1 Mr, Winch, the
detective, coolly ; “and it certainly does secn
at the first glimpse to have a bearing on the
ease,  Yet it hardly comes to much when
taken against the evidence of the gun, which
flood owns to ; and of that girl he's been
kecping company with, who, from what T c¢an
hear of the inquest, seems to hav. done him
no end of harm with her hysteries, snd her
tilk about his jealousy, and being afraid of
him, and so on, Lt dous not appear, from any-
thing you tell me, that this Redmayne
threatened violence towards you while under
that delusion about the miniature ; and unless
he had threatened, the rest comes to nothing.”

« A man may mean o good deal without
threatening,” said Sir Franeis; “and you see
in this case there has been a wrong done,
ant there was a strong motive, Lady Clevedon
said the man had a desperate air, like a man
who was capabl- of any rash act.”

¢ But how did he come by your groom's
gun? How do you get over the gun, sic?”

«] leave that problem for you to solve.
All I can say is, that I know this Flood to
be a good fellow; he's been with me only o
twelvemonth, certainly, but 1 know some-
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No, I cannot belicve Joseph Flood
ysnnsin

near here,
to be an s

cussing the details of the case, when a servant
announced that a policeman, accompanied by
another person, wished to sce Sir Franeis.
«Bring them in immediately,” said Sir
Francis. % Some new evidence, I suppose,” he
added to the detective,
« Yes, siry’ replied Mr. Winch, with a

sarcastic air ; “no doubt youw'll have plenty of
mare's nests brought you by the local police.” \ solutory sentence.

thing of his disposilion, and he came to me -
with an excellent character from a gentleman !

f'he Bironet and Mr, Winch were still dis-

|

The job wag a good one, and the accom-
plished Winch did not wish the loeal police to
cut the ground from under his feet by any
abnormal sharpness and activity,

Richard Kedmayne walked first into the
roow, alone, unshackled, with his herd more
ereet than ho had carried it for s long time; a
noble specimen of the English yeoman cluss,
with someting of the free grace of some wild
forest creature in his bearing, which was cven
more noble than the sturdy British ruggedness.
He was o handsome man still, in spite of the
change and ruin that had come upon him ; and
as he stood calnly facing Sir Francis in the
lnmuplight, with only the table butween them,
the Baronet thought that he had nover beheld
a more striking tigure,

He guessed at once that this man must be
Richard Redmayne.

The policeman told his story brictly, but
with a good many “he says,” and # I suys,” to
carry him turough it,

“And as yon was the nearest mngistrate, Sir
Francis, and concerned in this business, as one
may suy, begging your pardon, Sir Francis, I
thought as how I'd better bring him along
here ; and if you see any grounds for believing
this ’cre rum start, why, you could make out a
warrant and commit him. I could get a cart
and drive him over to Tunbridge for to-night,
and he can go on to Muidstone to-morrow ;
leastways, if yon think there’s any truth in his
story.®

1 bhave reason to know that his story is
perfectly teue,” said Sir Franeis, filling in the
warrant ay he spoke.  # Abominable as his
crime is, I am glad that he: has at lost had
enough good feeling left to prompt him to
give himself ap, rather than let an innocent
man sufier for his wickedness.”

¥ Yes, Sir Franeis! replied the policeman,
looking at Richard Redmavne with a lonieut
vountenance ; “and I hope as how teat, and
the fack of him and his heving farmed their
own land for the Iist three htmdrad year, will
stand in his favionr with the judge and jury.?

Phe guil'y man himself ~poke ot o waord,
hut stood quictly waiting to be handed on
upon the next stago of that beielf joneney
which was to convey him to the eallows,

«1 should be ghul if yon wounld repeat the
stat ment whioch you maele just now to the
ofticer, Mr. Redmayne, hoere, in the presceuee of
witnesses.”

The man obeyed, unhesitatingly, telling his
story in the plainest vwords, with no avtempt to
extenuate his conduet.

¢ A bad business from beginning {o end?
snid  Sir Fra with o xizh, “You ean
memove your prisoner, officer, My prople will
accommodate you with st conveyanes, aul yon
can take o groom to Tunbridge with yon, if
you want one.”

4 Better let me go, Sir Franeis)? interposed
Mr. Winch, #T'm better up to this kind of
business than a groom; L rose from the ranks
myself, sergeant.”

Not & word more was said. The information
wis  mude out mint the wirrant  goanted,
Richard Redmayne weited with Mr, Wineh in
a lobby adjoining the housekecpers mom,
while a dog-cart was being got ready for his
sneedy transport {o Tunbridize,  They droveat.
a smart pace  theough the mooulit country,
every inch whaeeof was so fumiliar to the
prironer. He sut beside the driver with folded
arms, silently watching the landscape as it
sped past him; as ify, looking on bill and
valley, coppice and hedgerew, for the last
time, he would tin have printed every fetture
of the scene upon his memory, asx a picture
which he might keep in his mind to brighten
the gloom of his narrow cell.

FFear he had none, nor remorse, as yet; bt
he had o vague feeling that it was sad to turn
his back upon so fuir a world; to lose the
glory of summer sunshine and the freshness of
summer winds for ever,

CUAPTER XLVI.
S ROME TITEY HROUGHT HER WALLIOR DFan.”

Tury carried all that remained of Huberl
Hureross back to Mastodon.cresceni—secretly,
under cover of night, as befitted so solemn o
trinsit. They set up the ponderons  treble
coftin on trestles, in that i rksote den beliind
the dining-room, whicl w.s tilled for the most
part with luw-books and parlinmentary reports;
the dismal ohamber where the dewd man had
been wont to spend solitury hours in the
stillest watch of the night

They brought him home stealthily, when
Moustodon-crescent  was wrapped in o slesp—
that sleep of carv-tikers and lonely hounses
maids which £1ls npon western London ont of
the season,  They brought him home and Iaid
him in this darkened study, (here ta wait the
final journey to the Vallory vault at Kensal-
green, aogrim square stoue edifice, nearly as
large as o modern villa, with an irun door of
an Egyptinn design that was cmiueutly sug-
gestive of mummics,

Mrs. Harcross came home the diy after this
midunight journey. Georgic and Sir Franeis
had done theic uttermost to persuade her to
remain at Clevedon, but in vain,

@You are very kiad to wish it, but I would
rather be with Aim,” she said pitvonsly ; as if
there were  indeed as much companionship
brtween herself and that eliyv-cold corpse as
there had been when those two were hving
man and wifi,

Georgie wonld have gone to London to stay
with ler, but this offer too Mrs. Harcruss
declined.

@ Indecd, T would rather be alone ; nothing
can make my loss any less or make me think
of it any less.”

Her fathier had arrived at Clevedon by this
time, having spod thither as swiftly as hisgout
would sufler himn to speed 5 and under  her
father's escort, Mrs. Harcross left Clevedon
Hall to return to that splendid mansion whicl
tad been the cheerless home ot her  briet
wedded life.

It was a dreqry journey und a dreary business
altogether for Mr. Vallory, and although he
was sincerely attached to his daughter, he
would gladly have deputed the task to Weston,
who was lunguishing to be useful, and deeply
wounded by his cousin’s refusnl to see him; a
Iengthy journey, although they travelled
express, and shot the stations swift as a
fulling star. Augusta sat silent, with slow
tears rolfing down her pale checks every now
and then,

man's untimmely end not coming in any way

under the entegory of happy releases, he was |

sorely put to it to shape even the tritest con-

Across the dull agony of Augnusta’s grief !
there shot the sting of s sharper anguish—the
biting pain of remorse,  Urue that she had
loved the dead man as deeply after her own !
natire as wife ever lsvad husbind, but she had
not the less cheated him of his due, locked her
love in hier own breast, starved him with cold
words and disdainful looks, kept him at arm's-
length as it were, lest in coming too near he
should disvover that she was & very woman at
best,

¢ had chented himj; that was the cruel
truth whien came home to her now,  She hal
been proud of him, but had never acknowledged
her pride; had paid him none of that tender
tribute of prise and even sweetsavoured
flattery  which loving women give to thweir
hushands, the humble flowers of speech which
strew the path matrimonial, ay village children
seatter their blossoms before the feet of bride-
groom and bride.  Lvery m n is more or less
godlike in his own extimation, and the world
must seem cold to that unappreciated hero for
whom no altar fire burns at home. Huburt

Harcross had been made to do without such
domestic homage. If he came home to Mas-

todoti-crencent  glowing  with a professional
victory, and in a moment of axpanusion com-
municated the pastionlus of his suee no
rapture beamed in the eyes of his wife, ne
sympathetic word enconrsged him to dilate
upon hig trinmph ; he was ouly told that that
odiotts court fid made him lale for dinner, or
that he had only half an hour to dress i€ lue
meiit o keep his engagement in Portman-
squsre,

Sha remembered these (rifles, and many
other details of her married life, to-day as she
travelled swiftly towurds that worse than
cmpty house where her dead hushand was
lying. She remembered that interview in the
pieture-gallery at Cleveddon 1nll, when he hnd
tald her the seeret of his lite; remembered
with a bitter pang how she had refrained from
any expression of pity for him, and thonghe
only of he , amd compassionated  only
hemelf, as it the great wrong done to him had
heen only o weong agninst her, It was a bitter
thing 1o reckon these small injustices, these
petty slights, now, when the victim of them
had pusged bevond the rench of apology or
atonetuent. Down to the grave must  she
cirry this burden of a great debt; farther than
the grave she could not ook, She was o
reliziony woman, in a church-going, strietly
conforming sense, but she was not spivitual
enoigh to be able to say, * We shall meet ina
fair fareoft land, where he will read my hoeart
anmd forgive me !

Very stately was the funeral which for one
brief hour enlivensd the anptiness of Mas.
todon-crescent.  All thet can be done by sabile
plumes and  costly  trappings, by solemu-
visnged mutes and inky-hiued Flemish horses,
by mowrning-eoaches and  ecloseschuttered
browgghams, was done to do honour to the deud,
Angnsta Hareross could not e dissuaded from !
accompanying  her husband  in that Iast
jonrney, She went with her father in the
tirst of the monrning-conches, silent, ashy
tetle, but tearless,  She stood heside the vault,
of the Vallorys, nud snw the massived onken
coltin deposited in its stony niche, and looked
at the cmpty plaee beside iy, where she night
lic when Lier time should come

And ko ended the story of her married 1ife,
She went home  desolnte to that abode  of
horrors, o spacions and  splendid  mansion
where # Jove, dotestic love no longer nestles ;"
went home to find the blinds drown up, open
windows admitting the summer air, the rooms
and balconies bright with lowers 5 o smirking
pretence that there had beon no such shing as
adenth in the family palpable everywhere,

A strangs taney seized her when sho had
st her father home to Acropulis-siuare to
nnrse his oo, amd had thus got rid of his
clumsy attempts ab consolation—a faney for
{ooking at the dead man's roond on the third
floor, the very thought whercof in this day of
remorse had been one of hee small tortures,
Those thinl-tloor rooms were one of the many
trivial slights she had put upon him, one of
the little ways by which she had suffered him
and the household to know that he was only o

secondary persotnge in that establishiment,
She went up the servants’ stairease, o roomy

stair crything in this stutely
distriet was built on wide lines, but of @ some.
what chilling aspect, the stairs covered with
Hoorecloth, the walls  painted a dingy drab,
She went up to the spacious chamber which
she bl so rarely entered during her husband's
litetime, It was not a cheerful room: the
windows on this story had heen designed with
n view to externnd ettect ) the sills were hreast
high, the lower pates of plate gliss obsenred
by the stone cornice outside them, There was
plenty of light, but the windows revealed
nothing of the outer world, only three patches
of summer sky, no glimpse of verdant park or
cheerful squares.  The room was large und
bare.  Mr. Hareross haul repudiated all finery,
A hnge metal bath occupied one end, with all
it works and pipes exposed like a skeleton
clock. There wag & barren desert of floor-cloth,
a low wide mahozany wardrobe, full of long
narrow drawers (for the presiding genius of
the tuiloring art has discovered that to hang o
cuat is destruction) ; one cushionless ouk arm-
chair stood befors the dressing-table, a chair of
the severest school of upholstery, such w chnir
as Cannte the Dane mny have sat in when ho
put his Hlatterers to the blush on the edge of
Southampton Water ; two grim rows of bouts
on a stand masked the fireplace, half « dozen
railway time-tables and a  legal almanac
adorned the space above the mantelpiece ;
picture, or bronze, or bust, or object of luxury
there was nonc.

Angusta seated herself in the arm-chair, and
lovked round the room drearily. For how
many conventional dinner-partivs, for how
many joyless receptions, [Juburt Harcross had
dressed himself in this room U How often and

how often had he mounted that cheerless stair
and pui on the regulation costumne, when it
would have suited his humour so much better
to dine at home and to dawdle away o lazy :
evening after his own plensure, sleeping a little,
rending a little, enjoying the rare privilego of |
rest!  How often had he gone up to that room
Lo drusy, leeling like u slave at o wheel, grind-
ing on for overl

Once or iwice Mr, Vallory made
some fecble attempt to comfort; but the dend )
" when he wonld rather have remained at home,

1t was not possible that Augusta could fully
comprehend how joyless this life of fashionable
pleasure had been to him; but she did know
that shoe had often insisted on hiy going out

that she had squaved hig dayx and hours by tho
rule angd compass of her partienlar world, that ;

| she had nevor let him live: Jas owa lile, ,
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. Yery bitter is the memory of such small
injuries when the victim of tham lies dead,

Her oyes wandered slowly nbout the room
thit was so strange to hier, The sparsely.
furpish:-d chamber bl no strong individnality
of its own; it was not u room which cven
hinted at the history of its last oceupant.,
there were no  seattered  evidence of  his
favourite pursuits, no traces of his presence.
It was & room entirely without litter, und it is
litter which most bespoaks the character of the
tenant.  You may read the history of o hotae.
hold on a dustheap sometimes better than in
the pric-d-brnw of nearcfuily arranged denwing-
rovin,

“‘I'he room is like himsel " Angusta thought ;
it tells nothing of his U

On one side of the five-place there were thiee
or four trunks and porteanteans, one iron.
clumped box, much larger than the vest, o
shabby much-battered  receptacle, decorated
with the distignred Inbels of virious milway
companies, the very box in which Habert
Walgrave had carried his books to Brivrwond.,
Qu this massive chest Augustia's eyes lingered
thoughtfully.

« ] darosay he kept his papers in that,” she
said to herself—¢ olld letters, socretd perhaps;
a man who told so little must have luul
Reerets,”

She took o bunch of keyd from her pocket,
and looked ab them with a faint and bitte
smile; the dead man’s keys, on aving with his
wintne and addeess eng G upon i, waeh hey
distinguished by aneat ivory label,

@I he had any seerets, they are all in my
power now,” she thonght, 4 Or was that one
seeret of his bivth the only thing he sver kept
fram me?  Whatever papecs hee Das lege Tl
better examine and burn them, T don's want
all the world to know my hushiand's history”

She moved noconple of cmoty portmant. s
which surmounted the ironaLrped bos, aod
then knelt down before it and opened it

Phers were no papers in that eapacions choest,
Only o tangle of anmde =ik deesses el
cashinere  shawls,  French sl ppers, ivory.
backed  hair-brushes,  daintily earved by the
cunning hand of some Chinese artisan, fns,
seent-bottles, packets of primrose and javender
gloves—the things Mr, Walginve had bougin
years ago for Grue Redmayne,

BMrs, Hareross dengged thess ahjects ont of
the ehest one hy one, at arin's length, as it the
very toneh of them might have detiled herand
tlung them ina heap on the lloor. Wikt vind
they mean?  Nowne of them had been ased,
They were tnbled and icjured from voacch
packing, hut- all nnworn, No serap of paper,
bo vestie of letber or memorindum, helped to
solve the mystery,  Poere was nothingg o
this confusion of woman's elothing ot e
of delicate and costly objeets ertaed pelle
mell into n big box,

Having cast them forth in this way NMre.,
Hareross wis presently obliged o put them
bk again. It wonhl never do for the pryine:
eyes of Tallion or of any domestic in th.t
honse to rest npon those inseratable silks and
slippers aml cashmeresand hair-brnshies,  She
thrust them back inta the chest, leaviog o
if possible in o waorse gondition than the tate
in which she had found them, put down the
1id hastily, wnd locked and double-locked the
receptacle,  Then with o little wailing cry she
clasped her hands aeross her brow, and san,
fixed as Niobe, upon the groond beside toat
box.

# They must have belonged to gome vne e
loved,”” she snid to heeself. & What  otlper
reason could I have hud for keeping them

Her quick eye had told her that the things
were of modern fashion, mucde within the {ast
few yows; things that could not by oy
poaribility have helonged (o his meiher, whe
hwl died more than thirly years ago. Nhe
could nol comfort hersell with that ndes, as
she anight hnvo done otherwise,

wlhat pule apple-green wiss in fashion (he
sunnner befors oy marringe,” sl sand to
hersalf, thinking of ong of the: delicute fuinies
whish she hil stufled releutlessly bt the

box. & Bountiante  made me o aress of uhiat
very shiule for a garden-purry.”
This was the bitterest pang of all, 8 e

could have torgiven the dewd man tor loving
her with n el cltion, bul not fer
bestowing uncisured love elsewhere,

4 He must have loved the owiaer of these
things very dearcly,™ she thought, @ or he woulld
hardly have run sueh o oisk as to Keep them”

Those cashracres and packets of gloves and
plumed cand  painted  lans, such o heap of
unworn finery discarded, had o look of Jaxary
and  recklessness,  She thought of &l the
stories shie had heard Trom worldly-wise
matrons of hijon villas in the shades of
IFulham or St. John's Wood, and it scernad to
her that these things must have been part of
the belongings of such o villa,  ‘Tho thought
led her intoa labyrinth of painful specenlations.
Phe last iden that could Lave cntered her
imagination was that  only for o vills
maiden, tender and pure and tene, had thes
fineries been chosen,

(20 ba rantinved,)
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Kirk-PLYING IN DPExiNG—The Marguis e
Beauvuir, in his recont houk of travel, Around
the World, tells s thnt the old men of Peking
—thin s grown-up children of CGhinan Yy
often bescen hinliding the string of’ sth enormons
and funtastic kite, or winged dereson, or eagle,
elghtoen or twenty feel in spravl, which they
gulde defuly throtgh the croweded slrects of Lhe
city, enlivening tho time with saliles of wative
wit,  Altached to tho Kite is sometimaos an ine
visible JAolinn appuratus, which hinjtuies wilh
the mnost Infernal noise the song of birds, or the
human volee. The fall of & pigeon from con-
tact with one of these strings explabnel o our
author the mystery of the sonorous wiaves of
harmony which he had for days heard sonrving
through the alr and rising Into the higi
mospheric reglons,  The prgooan earvied i
tho feathers of his tall, ut thelr roo, o charuting
Aolian harp, Hght as o soap-bubble, and exqui-
sitely made. The birds, as they eleave the air,

. gawve & harsh tremolo, or o plaintive note, ate-

cording to the rapldity of thelr flight, Insteid
of this belug, as he thought at first, one of the
hundred thousnid absurd faneles ofthediseiples
of Confueclus, our veller learnt that the objeel
or these harps Is (o preserve the hapless pigrons
from the talons of the valtures which clirelo in
flocks round Lho batticnients.

e

Poxic Wasit yar e Ha.—When tno hair i«
l'ulll‘i(:;‘ul off, the followiag tonic wash will bo foun
vory useful : Tako halt n fluid ounce of tincture .
yuinino, ons drachm of bicatbunuto of ammoni
and five and o halt vunces of rose wator; lirst di
solve the ammonin in water, then add tho Line-
wre. Apply itgenily to the roots of the huir twico »
woek or oitonor, il fuiad tv bo beneficial. ,
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