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«I DON'T WANT THAT STUFF,"

“ Ty what s lady of Boston said to her husband
~when he broughthome some medicine to cure
“her of slck Beadaché snd nenraigia, which bad
-made her.imigerable Tir fonrteen yesrs, ‘4
the ficat attaEk; therenfter it was adminisreréd

' to hor with' suchigéad" results, that ‘she con-

tinued its: ngs until.cured, and MmEde €o en-
thosiastic’in its praise, that~"she Induced
twenty-two of the besttamilies in. her circle
#0 adopt it a8 their regular fatqﬂy)nadicine.
That 4stuft” s Hop Bitters.—Standdrd. ,

.

CARRIED BY STORM!

—

the Author of ¢ Guy Earlscourt's YWife,”
« A Wonderful Woman,” * A Mad .
Manlage,” ¢ Redmond
0'Donnell,” etc.

PART IIX.
GHAPTER V.—CONTINGED,
Nothing more is sald. Ho places her in
the carriaze beside Madame Iricson, and
Jeans forward to talk until it steris. It hes
not been a very lover-litke meetiog or parting,
and he potices that Joaons is very palo as she.

By

leans cut with u smile to wave her hand in |

adien. 'Then they were oub of sight, and he
is thoughtiully stxlkiny alorg to the depot to
take the train to his penitential destination.
it is & long, hot, dusty, disugreeable ride.
Iivingston eils in the smokipg-car, and plays
euchre, and gets throngh unlimited cigars
and newspspers snd the grimy bours as best.
be may.

Twilight is falling, misty acd blue, as be
reaches his jourpey’s end, sud glad to stretch
his legs a bir, he starts off briskly to walk to
a hotel. 'Tho streets are crowded; the famps
are lit, aud twinkle through the sommery
gloamiog. Suddenly thero is s commotion,
a shouilng, a scattering acd screaming of the
crowd. A pair of horses has taken fright ot
something, and started at a furious pace along
the streets. Thereis a rushing snd shrieking
of women—the runaways dash ucross the
gidewalk, upsetting everything and every-
body, aud lashing out at all obstacles.
u Stop them! etop tbem!” ghout & score of
boarce voices. They flash past Liviogton
Bke n black whirlwicd, and he leaps aside
barely in time. A young beside him is
less fortunate. The carrisge-pole strikes
her, snd she is flang keavily to the
ground, directly at his feet. The vxcited
crowd dash by, besdless of the prostrate figure,
and Livingston, stoopipg down, lifts ber in
his arme, and finds kher insensible, and bleed-
ing frevly from a cut in the head.

This is o situation! He glances atout in
consternation, and gess near the glowing
globes of a druggist’s. To burry hither, to
summon sssistance, to place her in a chair,
and support her there while the man of druge
examines her wounnds, i8 but the work of &
moment.

«A very npasty little cut” the druggist
says, “and unplessantly closs to the temple.
Still sho is not killed, ond this wornd will
not amount to much if she has received no
other hurt. EKnocked down by the carriage-
pole, you gay ? Poor young lady! Hold up
her head, sir, if you please; I will stop the
bleeding, nd bind up the cut with a strip of
plaster.”

Livingston obeys. He looks for the first
time clogely at tke drooping tace before him,
and finds his interest and sympathy con-
siderably heightened by the fact that it is
an exceedingly pretty one, despite blood-
stalns and pallor. She i8 & very yonoy crea-
tare, not more than sixteen to look at, with
a8 dusk sweet face and quantities of wavy
dark hair. The long lashes rest on ivory-
pele cheekn. With gentle touch the druggist
puts aside the loosenad bralds of hair, to bind
ap the wound. Two lines he has read gome-
where occur to Frank's memory:

& Love, iIf thy tresses be dark,

How dark those hidden eyes must be?”

# A pretty little soul,” he thinks. ¢ I won-
der who she is, and what w3 are to do with
hernext ?”

Evea 8s he thinke it, there is a flutter ot
the drooping lide, s quiver through all the
plight frame, and then, elowly, two dark,
deep eyes uncioge and look up in bewilder-
Tnent into the strange faces bending over her
-——the faces of men.

«Qh! what is it?’ ehe eays, shrinkingly.
eWhere am I1? What has happened? My
head——" She pute up her hacd in a fright-
ened cort of way, and her lips begin to guiver
like 8 child’s. wOh! what is it ™' shu says
again.

«Yon were knocked down by a runaway
horse—do you not remember?’ Livingston
says, gently. ¢ Your head ig hurt a little,
‘but not mucb, I hope. Do you feel hurt
anywhere else 7"

She looks at him--dork, solemn, childish
eyes they are—and ber lips quive: atill.

«]—J don't know. Ohl let -me go home,
please! I must go home!’ - 8he essays to
Tige, then falls back with a Mttle sob of paln.
uMy foot hurts me,” she sayf, sobbing out-
Tight ; “but, ob, please, I want to go home!"

8he is, indeed, 1ike a child. Livingston
takes her hand in both his, and tzies to soothe
her as he might a child.

« You shall go home; do not be distressed,
do not be afrald. I sm sure you are mot
much hurt. I will take you home. Btay
here, while 1 go and get 8 camriage. I will
not be a moment.”

Bhe looks up at him sgain, and to his utter
amaze eays this:

«I know jyou.
ston 1"

Yoa are Frank Living-

#Good Heavens!” the young man exclaims,

stunned by this unexpected speech;
who are you ?”

lpstead ot answering, she droepe back in
her chalr, so white, so deanth-like, that the
druggist rings over the counter for a restora-
tive.

¢ Never mind asking her guestions now,”
he savs. Y Do you not see she is fainting ?
o for tbe carriage, and get her home a8
quickly a8 you can. She ought to be put to
bed and attended to at once. She has had a
severe eghock.” i

Livingston.obeys. In o moment he iz ont
of the store—almost in another 'he is back
with a cab.

«She 1s better again,” the shopman says.

Take her home at once. It igat 37 Plne
strect, eho says—a maile off ormore. Tell
the man 1o drive very slowly and as casy ag
‘he csn. Her ankle is bort I think. You
-will have to carry her to the carriage.”

This is neither difficult nor uopleasant,
He lifts the light, youthful figure in his arms
and carries her with infinite gentleness and
oare, and deposits ber on- the back seat.
Then he geta in opposite her, gives the cab-
man the eddress, and hoy . ar6 ariven.slowly
through the lamp-lit city streets.. He looks
at her in intense ocutiosity, a8 she -sits befors
him, her bead drooping against.the back, her
eyes olosed, her face drawninto.an expression
wof gilent pain. He canask-her nothing now.
She looks almost ready. to-faint; away-for a
Third time, v i S trrmm e eerenn

¢ Poor little gonl 1% hiejithinke, (pxceodingly

¢t and

., #orryfgr: her—* poory little pretty ohlld.. I

wonder who /ghe <18, fand ; howshe comegdo
Znow ma? IE L eyisged
But copjecture was useless; he cannot

At

place her. Long; however, before they reach
/3Y. "Pine street; what'he has feared comes to
pass. She stoops fotward, and feinta. dead
away from'eheer;exhaustion and pail. ..
Livingston vwill never. forgot-that drive; it
is alwaygitwillght, 11t with yellow sters of
Hght, and the slender figure lying Inert and
genseless in his arms.; :

They reach their “destiuntion at last—a.

cottage mset in a pretty garden. A .iady

comés hurriedly out of the deor .aa-they |

draw up. There is till light enough to fee

her face plainly—a. pale, bandsonie face-—and |- t
| Madome and I,are in the carrfage; then

Frank Livingston ntters a ory. ~ .
. #Good Heaven!” he exclaimg, ~for the
second time, ¥ Mrs, Abbott, is it really
you bid B .

His cry is echoed,
for she catches sight of the drooping figure
in the carriage.

¢My Leol my Leo! she cries ouf, ‘oh,
what is this? What hes bappened? Ob,
grent Heaven, is shedead 7

¢ My dear-Mrs. Abbott, no, only hurta lit-
tle, and unconscious just at present from the
shock. Do not alarm yourself—indeed there
is_no need. Letme carry her in and send
for a doctor at once. I am sure she is not
seriously hurt. I will tell you all about it in
amoment’ .

He carries ber into the parlour and lays
her on asoa. In one moment Mrs. Abbots
has recovered the self-repressed calm habi-
tual to her. She gives n few hurried direc.
tions to the driver, and then Dbends over her
pale little daughter.

« T have sent for my son,” she says. *I
chance to know where he is. Frank Living-
ston, is this really you?? She holds out one
glim, transparent hond, and looks wonder-
ingly in his face. Tell me all about it and
how yeu came to be with my little Leo like
this.” '

-u And it is Leo—little Leo?” he says, gaz-
ing down at the still white face, « dear little
Leo, and I did not know her. What a stupid
dolt I grow. She recognized me at once.
Accident has been good to me to-day, sinceit
has thrown mo in the way of the friends I
have been longing for the past five years to
meet.”

He tells her what has happened in rapid
words, and as he ends, a latch-key opens the
hall door, and & young man hurriedly enters.

4 Ap accident?" he says, in slarm. “Leo
hurt? DMother, what is this?”

It is Geofirey Lamar. He kneels bLeside
his still insensible sister, without a glance at
tho strang:r, pals with alarm, and takea her

‘wrist.

it (4eoffrey, look Lere,! hia mother says, #do
not vou recognize your friend ?”

t Frank 1”

He springs to his teet and holds ont toth
hands.

« Dear old Gooff!”

And then there 1s a long, strong, silent

claep—a long, glad, affectionats gezs. Then
Geofirey returns to Leo.
« What is thia?” he asks again. # What

has happened to Leo T

Livingston repeats his story, and in 8 mo-
ment Dr. Lamar is in action. He carries his
sister up to her rcom, followed by his mcthsr,
while Frack sits below and anxiously waits,
He looks out across the darkening flower-
beds to the starry ‘sky, aud - thinks how

‘strangely, sfter all these yeais, he has found

his friends. Half an hour passes befors
Geoffrey returns.

¢ Well 7' Frank anxiously says.

«It is not particularly well, still it might
have been worse, The shock i3 more to be
spprehended than the knurts—she is a tender
little blossom, our poor Leo. She hasinjured
her ankle, in addition to the cut in her head.
How fortunate you cbanced to be on the
spot. Thank you, Fraunk, for belping my
little slster.” .

He holds out his band, all the love his
heart holds for that little sister shining in
bis eyes. Livingston takes it, and gazes at
him. What a distinguished-lookicg fellow
he is, he thinke; how gallant & gentleman he
looks, how ttoroughbrad, how like his mother
in that erect and stately poise of the head—
that clear, stendy glance of theeye.

tYou have not changed in the least,
Frank? Geoftiey says. ‘I would have known
ycu anywhere.

« Fou have chacged, old fellow, Frank re-
turne, ‘but not for tho worse. And so you
have been here all the time, our next door
neigkbor almost, while I have been looking
for you high and low. What paper walls
ho!d us asunder? What are you about?
Practising your profession 2

« Ag you ses, and after nn_up-hill struggle
enough, conquering fats at Inst, I am happy
to say. And now that you have found us,
we mean 1o keep you for a while)” Dr. Lamar
enys, gaily. “So make up your mind to stay
until furtber notice. Oor msnsion is not
particularly commodions, a8 you may see, but
we always mansage to bave a spare reom fora
friend. And of all the friends of the old
iime, my dear fellow, you know not one can
be more heartily welcome than yourself.”

There is little pressing need. Nrank does
object, but these objections are easlly over—
ruled. It puts off the evil hour of maternal
tears aid reproaches, and that i8 something.
5o he stays, and his secret will be his secret
for a few days longer at leaet.

UHAPTER VI.
# JOAN BENNETT.”

Joanna 8its in almost total silence during
the short drive to the depot. 'T'he look in
Livingston's eyes bhaunt her—the forced
gaiety of his tone has sirock oz her heart
like & blow. She has known it will be there
sometime, but not so szo7, not the very morza-
irg after his impulsive declaration.

wCarrfed by storm.” Ah, but rot held
long. More tban hs kas yet felt himeelf, she
has read in his face—pain, regret, the resolu-
tion to make the beat et all cost of the most
fatal woids of his life.

Profeesor Hricion chatlers ke 8 German
magple; luckily, lite the magpie, he waits
for no anawer. They reach thestation barely
in time to get tickets, checks and ceats, and
then ate o through the jubilont sunshine of
the Drilliant summer morning. Madame
Ericson composes herzelf by a shady window
with a German novel; the professor goes
off to the smoking-car, and Joanoa is leit
undisturbed to gaze at the flying Jandscepe,
and mure over lovers whe propose in haste
and repent just &s hastily. As it chences—Iif
things over chance—her seat ia nesr and fac-
ing the car door. As it opens to admit the
cosducter cn bis roande, her glance alights
for.a second on the figure of a brakeman
standiag oa the platform.

She leans forward, with a sudden esger
interest - that drivea even her lover from her
mind, -to Jook. again. -Surely thst' strong
taii figure, and all thal blue-black ciirly bair,
are famillar.  He turms for &, momept, ssnd-
ing = careleos glance bickyard to where she
sits, and Joanua #inks brck:in_her, seat with
acgasp., - Lt RN, :
(.£or years she has been sseking him valdly,
and he stauds befors her now, whpn no one
could be farther from her tholghts, N
- {They are, neas New York Defore Eriscon
reipIns; » Joains Seizss upon him at once.

;. 4There,ia a brakeéman on toard this train

that T Kuow,” st sage, eagerly. . I want to!

se¢ him—I musk 8ee him, and you will plese

‘hunt hirh wp for me and'tell him so.. - Pers
haps you have seen bim—sa tall, dark, good-
looking young man., He was out there not
half an hour sgo.” R
The, - professor stares & - moment, then
laughs, - N e
" s Mein Gott! She wants to see the hand-
gome:young brakeman! - Shall I tell him to
call on Miss Jenny Wild, the celebrated vo-
‘ calist, or—-—" D .
uLook! look! There he is” Miss Wild
.exclalms, unheeding, « standing on the plat-
form. No, do mot speak to him umtil

give him my coard and tell him to appoint an
hour, and I will be at home to receive him.

o o £Bay no more thar that; he will not refuee, I
and it is bor only reply,

am fure; he will be too curious. It isthe
most fortunate thing In the world; heisa
person I have been wishing to sce for years
and years."

They rige and leave the traln, find a hack,
and take tbeir seats, always with an eye on
the tall dark young brakeman. He is a
bandsome fellow, as he leans in an attitude
of careless strength agniost the car, his straw
hat pushed back off his sunburnt gipsy face,
a red bandkorchbi:f knotted looeely abeout his
throat.

‘He might stand as & model for & Romean
Dandit at this moment, Joanna thicks, with
a smile; 'the dark and dashing brigand of
romance. There! tke professor has accosted

him, and now—see the profound astenish-
ment depicted on his face!" She Iaughs,
softly, osshe watches the puzzled emaze of
the young man and that laugh clears away
the last of the vapours. After all, Frank
Livingston hes not hurt her very badly, jndg-
ing by that clear iaugh,

¢He will come,’ says the professor, ve-
turning, snd wiping his warm face, ‘but he
is a greatly bewildered young m2n, He
denies knowing any Miss Jenny Wild—
thinks she must be mistaken in suppoeing
she knows him, but will be at her service, if
she likes, in ap hour. I told bim that would
do—will it?”

¢ Admirably,” Joanna says, still laughing.
#] saw his incredulity in his face; he is
watching us dietrustfolly at this moment.
An hour is short notice ; but short or long I
shall bo most exceeding glad to see him.”

Promptly at the hour's ead, the young
brakeman, in much the same costume as on
the ear, with the addition of a linen coat, pre-
gentd bimself at the cottage and inqulires for
Miss Jenny Wild. He is ushered into a
pretty parlor, and in the subdued light,
sees advancing a tull and elegant-looking
young lady in navy-blus silk, with a cream-
white ros» in her hisir, & smile of welcome on
her lips, and ons hond extended. She stands
without a word before him. The young man
stands in turn, and gazes, more puzzled per-
haps than he has ever been before in his life.
She is the first to speak.

« Well,” she eays, laughing outright, « will
you not shake hands ?”

« I don’t mind,” the young fellow answers,
and takes in his great brown paw, the slim,
cool member she extends, ¢ but I'll be blessed
if I know you! And yet it does seem to me
1've geea you befors, tco.”

wI should think so—seen <me, folt re,
boxed my ears mapy s time and ofc !”

¢ What 7

tt Ah, you would not do it now, I dare say.
You are much too gallant, no doubt, but
such is the fact, Look very hard, Jud:on.

« Sarely five years coanot have changed me
8o very much."

1 By Jupiter|” Judson Sleaford shouts ¢ it
ig—it is—our Joannal”

«Your Josuna——Sleaford’s Josnna—Wild
Joanna! Yes—MIiss Jenny Wild now,
though, to all the rest of the world. Dear
old Jud! how glad I am to see you at last!”

He holds her hands and stands glaring at
her, eyes ond mouth wide with wonder.

# Joanns! our Joanna! got up like this—
n swvell—n high-toned young lady—dressed
in silks and roses! Well, by Georgs! And
kere T've been looking for you high and lcw
for the pest five years! Uponmy soul, Jo, 1
can hardty beliove my eyes? Is it you?
Why, you used to be ugly, and now I swear
you Aro——-!

«Ugly stil], Jud—fine feathers wake fine
birds, tbat is all, But it down. I am dyiog
for a long, long chat with yon. Desr old
fellow, bow nice, and brown, and well you
are looking 1"

Shoe drawa forward a puffy chair of satin
and springs, and Judson Sleaford sinks down
onlit. But-his blue eyes are still riveted on
Joanna's face ; he cannot bolleve them. He
ja trying to rocall the barefooted, red-huired,
fiercely-scowling ckild he remembers 8o well,
and place her side by side with this smiling,
charming, thigh.toned’ lady, so good to look
at, and make one of the two. And he canunt.
No man could. Every trace of that Joanna
is gone!

4T can't believe it,” he crles out. « 1t is
all a fraud! It jsn't Joanna at all. You
can't be. Why she bad red hair, and you—"

# Have red hair still—not 8o rosy though
ag in those days. Dou't atare 5o, Jud. Your
eyes will drop on the carpet! It is I, myself
—I, Joanna—no other. I wish it were.”

« Why ?" bluntly—who shonld you wish
it? 1 think you are one of the luckieet girls
that ever was born.”

¢ Do you ?" she says, & tinge of bitterness
in her tone.  Begcaunse I wear gilk dresses
and live in a Newport cotfage? Well, itis

better, certainly, than life at the Red Farm,
but as for being the luckiest girl ever born—"

« What do you call it then ?” he demands
—4 having the fortune of a princess left you
in this way? By Jove! I call it the greatest
stroke of luck that ever was heard of, ont of
the Arabian Nights.”

Joanna stares in furn.

«The fortune of a princess? What do
you mean? 1 have had no fortune left me.
1 sing fer my living, and make & very goocd
one, but as for fortune—— Well, I pay for
my dresses, and &0 on, and have asome
pocket-money left, If you call that the fortune
of o princess.”

It has seemed that by no possibility can
Judson Slea‘ord stars harder then he hay
been doing, but at these words ho absolutely
gasps,

«Do-—do yon mean to eay,” he demnnds,
a3 soon ag he can spesk, «'that you don’t
know 7"

¢ Don't know what ?”

« Good Lord above! Do you mean to tell
me, Geoffrey Lamar never bunted you up,
after all?" :

u Geoffrey Lamar! 1 bave:not seen nor
heard of Geoffrey Lomar sloce I left B:oight-
brook nenrly six years ago.”

Judson Sleaford falla back in his cbair, and
1ooks helplessly at hor, )

= And all this—this cotiage and farniture,
and that dress, avd —and everything—do
you mesn to sy you work for sud earn ail
that 7" N

«1 work for and -earn all that, I have
never had a penny that I did not work for and
earn, { do not know.'what 'you are talking

sbout,'” I wish: you 'would cease staring
and explain” cries "Joanna,-‘almost losing
petfence, = . o T 0TS

“Jud ‘tikes ‘out his red bandkerchief and
wipse’ bl heatsd fsoe. « His amiduement at

finding Wild Joanns inZithis statély' young
lk%y,‘, valkiag'ffi’ stlk attire; 1a'bot fof & mo-
fhent{o-be equaliediby'-the-amanement he

ie_'el,'s- at finding her ignoi&ntof ~who she s
‘Mingied’ with the amaZs ‘is’delight- that 1t

time! . Just<let-me caich my breath, will

hiag béea reserved for him to tell her, - .
:-+.Then 'by thunder, this I8 the luckiest
day’s work, Joanna, you. have done in a long

yon, and don’t hurfy me.: PlI tell you every-
thing'directly, everything you've been want-
ing to know all your iife. : First of all, let me
agk you some questions. You kunow rich
John Abbott ghot himself? - o

# Yeg, I know that. Poor Mrs. Abbott.”

# Ah! poor Mr. Abbott, 1 should say. You
don’t happen -to know why he did 167"

# Certainly not, I only saw it in the
papers, and the reason aesighed was tem-.
porary aberration of intellect.” )

tYes, jest so., Temporary fiddlestick!
He knew what he was sbout—he was going
to be fornd out, and was afraid of the law
and his high and mighty missis. So he put
a bullet through his hrain, and got out of it
that way. Then-—do you know what Mrs.
Abbott and young Lamar did then 7"

«Shut up Abbott Wood and left the piace.
Yer, but even that [ oply discovered a few
wosks ngo. One can haerdly wonder--go
sensitive ag Mrs. Abbott was, and after so
shocking a tragedy. I am not surprised she
hss never returned. DBut where are they,
Judaon 77

«Yon would Jike to sve them?" he atks,
looking at her curipusly. ¢ Yousre as fona
ot them a8 sver "

“Can you ask? They were my friends
when I had nota friend in the world. They
did all they could to lift me out of the
misery and degradation they found ms in.
As fond of them as ever! 1 tell you, Judson
Sleatord, I would lay down my lite for Mrs.
Abbott.”

«Ah!” Jud says, in a peculiar tone, #and
for Gecfirey Lamar 7?

# Aad for Geoffrey Lamar. What I am to-
dsy 1 owe to them, All I héave or ever muy
have, I owe to them. Why do you lock like
that, and speak like that? What do you
know of them ¥ Tell me whers they are, if
you Enow that ?”’

I don't know that. And you need not
be in a rush to find them, ns far ns they are
concerned. I dare say, if the trith was
known, you're about the last person in this
world they want to see. « Why, I heard
Goeofirey Lamar ag good as swear to find you,
if you were above ground, and restore yon to
your rights, and ¢his I8 the way he keeps his
word !"

¢ Heard him swear! Swear to whom ?’

+To dad—poor old chap—the night Le
died)

t And restore me to my rights? What are
you talking of, Jud ?’ sbe aske, in a mazs of
wonder.

+P'm talkiog of what I heard with my own
eors, though nobody knows to this day I
heard it. I'm talking of what I heard dad
tell young Lamar on his death~bed, and
young Lamar swore to toll yon. He hasn't
done it, it eeems. Dad sent for him to do
justice to you at last, and tell bim what
hold he bad over his step-father, who you
were, and let him right you, seaing he was
your friend.”

1#Who you were!® She hears those words
and starts to ber feet. She stands before
bhim, her bands clesped, her eyes wild end
wide, her lips breathless and apart,

“«Who I am! Judson—at last!”

«Ah! don'¢t be in a hurry, Joanna., I
con’t know whether you will like it or not
when you know—s0 fond a8 you are of Mrs,
Abbott, too. I tell you if knocked Lamar
over like a bullet. If over you eaw a corpee
take a walk—I don't suppose ycu did—hbe
looked like that when he left the houss.
But he believed what he was told, and dad
gave him the paper that proved your father
and mother's marrisge, and your baptism,
out in San Francisco. He needn't deny it,
for 1 saw it all, If you ever have to go to
law about it—aed I would, by Juplter!
Fortunes like that don’t go begging every
day, and you're the rightful heiress of every
stick, and stone, and penny. Fight it oat,
Joanna, ard I'll stand to ycu through thick
and thin.”

« Bat who—~ who—whoe sm 1?” Joanna cries
out., ¢ Tell me that—never miad the rest,
Who am I?’

t Oh, I forgot,” Jud eaye, coolly and siow-
ly. «Your nameis Joan Bennstt, and you're
the eldest daughter and gols heiress of the
late John Abbott, Esq., millionaire™

CHAPTER VII.
THE ETORY.

t You see it was the night dud dled,” says
Jud Sieaford. ¢Yeu know aboutf that, don't
you? It all began about you. You had
run away with Blake while dud was away
attending a prize fight. When he came home
aod heard of it—it was the very dickens of a
day, I remember, in the way ot wind and
rain—he jost mounted and rode straight as a
die for Abbolt Wood. ¥ reckon he thought
Mr. Abbott had made off with you, or had
some hand in it. He was stone white with
rage. What would have happened there and
then, if Abbott hed been at bome, the Lord
only knows., He was not, and dad came
back jn ove of his black rages. Bot it seems
he wouid have left word tor Abbott to fol-
low. And Abboit did follow that very same
nigzht!

Jud i3 rapidly tetling his story, and a very
vivid narrator he is, The first overwhelm-
ing shock of surpriee is over, and Jeanna aits
listening, psle, breathless, absorbed.

*Weo were all off to dance, I remember,’
goes on Judson, ‘only the girl was at home.
Early in the mornikg, as we were driving
back, we were met by old Bunt—you know,
next place to oura—with the word that there
bad been o row at our house, and that dad
wat done for, We hurried on, and thers we
found him, poor fellow, “weltering iu his
gora,” ag the stories put it, and almost at the
last gusp. Almost, but not guite. Dad was
80 uncommon sirong, that he gave death a
tongh tussel for It befora be would go. We
got him to bed, sent for the doctor, and {rom
first to Iast I was bis nurse. The gitls were
afraid of him; he was us savage sick ag well,
poor old dad; and Dac—but you know what
Den was—ho wouldn’t be paid to enter the
Toom.

tWell—1I teok care of dad. I gave him
his medicloes und bis drirks, and that, wad
did the best I kaew for kim. By-end-bys
he ot back hia voice, und the ficst thing he
Hays waa : “ Send for the young swell—young
Lamar,”

t Abbott’s step-son 1" I saye, for, of course,
wo all knew from the girl that Abbott had
been there, and thai it was in a fracas with
him he had got bis death-blow.

wAnd dad’s eyes shot out sparks of fir
after their old fashion, :

w(Can't you hear, you fool ?” he says, in a
Herce whisper. ¢ Abbott's etep-son, young
Lamar, Go for him, bring him here at once,
1 have something he ought to know to tell
kim. Ho must come.”. .
© Ofagurss I went, It wassnother pelting
stornt, and when I got to the house I saw the
migsiz.i' 1" gave her the message. Young |
Liamar was In New York, bat she telegraph-
ed - for him 'atiouce, and that same afternoon,
Just:bofore 'dark, he came,-and I took him
up:staltd to dad's! room; 1 - c

2. Nowy dad; although h’ewns-dyii:g b. 8 fast‘\ .and position, .

~" There is a briof, breathless pause.
draws a long breath.
to breathe or stir.

abused Abbott.

anythiog liks that.

world more.

might try to eplrit you away.
he had thought it well out, and eettled his
plans, he waylaid Abbott, in company with
Colone! Ventnor, and I heard him laugh aa

first eaw his face.
you what followed. He got the Red Farm
give to bim, sent for us'uns,and settled us nll
there,
us, but deuced kard for you, 1 mest say. Dad
owned he falrly hated you after thot—why,
he didn’t know, but he did. All the hate he
might have bestowed on your father, he gavo
to you; so you were ill-treated morning,
noon and night.

ke is honestly sorry, and she sees it,
givos him her hand, and she starts to find
how cold 1t is.

never wers crusl to me, Jadeon.
my childhood!
ming ¥

symipathy.
coming ot Guoffrey Lamear, and she sadden
interest he took In you.
bott suspected—nobody knows—he refused
to let you come to Abbott Wood.
member the evening Lamsr came and told
you 80?7 Dad took the matier in hand,
through pure contrariness and cussedness,
ag he owned ; he went to the bigbouss, and
he made Abbott let yon come, .His vwife
should look after you, and: nobody else; his
daughter should be your companion; -his,
bigh-toned step-son your friend.
had his way. -And pow, whether Mrs. Ab.
bott suspected or not, 1 don't- know--that's
what I've puzzled over many.a tfme sinoa. |
Did she_suspect, snd .dld ske do all that |,

_strength to the very lsst. - .His volce sounded
much 88 ever, a little weaker, but to hear
-| him you would never know he Was 50.near
hisend. And he had’ worked himself up
into & fever,

not die, he Q

walting for Lamar.

Yot remember how thin the parti-

bad to eay o pacticular. I wag sure it was

some revenge -he was golng to take on John-

‘Abbott.
Hod I heard the. whole story, and found out

I sat there and listened, Joanna,

&1) about it and you at last”
Jad

Joanna herdly seems

% Qh, go on!" she eays, in a whisper, and

young Sleaford resumss.

# ll'tell it it in my own way—not in daod’s
—he cuorsed & good deal, you know, and
You won’t care for that.
It seems that long befors, when Abbott was

‘quite a young man, and just beginning to
get on in Callfornia, .dad ceme there o

widower, with all of us, from Liverpecol, and

a eister of his with him, who took care of us,

This sister, it appears, wasa good looking
young woman, and John Bennett—thnt was
Abboit's neme then, avd his right nsme—
took ¢ foncy to her, and her to him, and he
made her bis wifs. His wife, miad you,

all right, and tight, and legal. Well—ho

lived with her for awhile, and was good
enough to her and that, and gave dad a help.
ing hend @5 well, and then all of a
sudden Le starfed off somewhers up couairy
to the miner, on 8 spec, intending to come
back all fair end square when his busiaess
was gettled, and pot meaning derertion, or
But that's what ft
proved to be—he did not come;back—ded

never et eyes on bim again till he set eyes
on bim as the rich John Abbott, of Bright-

brook, and his wife never saw him in this
Whether they have net in the
next is more than I know ; she was aliva and
well on the night dad told the story.

¢ Well, Bennett—or Abbott, whichever

you like—had struck a voin of luck up there
1o the hill country smong the mires, and
wasn’t coming bacle.
no women thers, tnd he didn't wont to
fetch his wife.
suud rquere, you see, ot first, and gont money.
Then the wifs had a baby—you—und got
faver of some Boit after, end went straight

It was a wild ragion,

S0 he wrote; nil honest

stark out of her mind. At firet her hus-
band was anxious about her, got nurses and
80 00, but after a time, as that seemed to do

no geod, he sent word to dad to put her in

an insane asylum, and he would pay the
damage. The voung cne—you again—was to
be put out to nurse, and be took proper care
of. It—yon egain—was christened Joan,
after its mother, Joan Bennett. Bennett
didn’t come himself, you understand—was
too busy making money, but ke sent the
needfal to dad, and dad obeyed so far as to
put his gister in the asylum, snd pocket the
money sent for you. Things went on like
that for a couple of years, then all at once
Bennett disappears, and from that dsy not
& trace of him was to be tound. After that
dad went to the bad, While Bennett sent
money it was well enough, but dad always
hated money, and shirked it ; 8o poverty came,
and he dodged about with us ‘uns from pillar
to post, antll at lasi, after some nine years
of it, hesettled us in a wild pa:t of Penneyl-
vanis to shift for ourselves, and started
off himself on the tramp. There's a fate
in these things, maybe, He tramped along
until he came to Brightbrook, and there,
of course, one of the first people pointed
out to him was tke rich man of the
place, Mr. Jobn Abbett. Of course dad
knew his man at alook, Thore he war, as
large as life, a8 rich as Rothschild, with n
new wife, 8 new daughter, 85 new name, and
a step-son, ‘Tho other wife, the lawfnl wiie,
wae alive ond weli out in Sen Francisco, as
dad knew ; and here ke was, 4 bloowing big-
amist, with the proudest, piousest lady in the
land for number two.

« Well, dad was tickled, you may belisveo.
All this time he had kept you, not becauss
be wanted you, or csred about you, but be-

cause he dldp’t know what to do with you.-

You were o ttump card in hig hand now.
tHe took s right, and thought it all over,
tefore he showed himself. Abbott was in his
power, he knew, but he did not dislike
Abbott, and he made up his mind not to be
too hard on him, to get a good liviog out of
bim, and let him off at that. He dido't
bear no mallce, ke didn't want to show Ab.
bott up, there was nothing to be gained by
holding his topgue. Dad didn’t want to be
a gentleman, and rob Abbott outright, he
only wanted to be flush in his own way. As
to deserting his crazy wife, and taking up
with this handsome lady, dad didn’t blamo
him for that either—it was only what he
would bave dooe himself. as to you, he
made up his mind to sav that yon wers cead.
He didn't quite know why, but he thought
that if Abbott guessed who you were ho
Then, when

he told Lamar that night—ay, dying as he
was, he laughed, when he thought how
struck of a heap John AblLott was when he
After that 1 needn’t tell

You know the life we led, joliy for

And, I'm ashamed to say,
by me a8 well o8 the rest. Iask your pardon

now, Joanna.’

T'ne young fellow says it with real feeling;
She

¢You nlone
Bat, ob,
what © jouth hes bsen

+You need not’ she savs.

tAh!" Jud ssyﬁ, with a hord breath of
¢« Wull, then, the next waa the

Perbups John Ab-

You re-

And he

ikihdness . to you to .qulet . her consolence,
Enowing she was wronging youall the time? |. .
1. can’t-make it out. . Them fineJadles wiil
¢ .{ do = great deal sooner than lo3e their money

‘Was she one of them, or not ?

88 he could, kept up:a iwonderful deall:ofr!*As to Lamax;:X do beligva.it was.qll nows,to.

He conld:
aid, until he had seen him, I.
brought the young fellow in, and offered to
fetch a light, but dad wouldn't have nonse.
He ordered me out of the xoom, and I went,
but only as far as the cloget where we hang
clothes.
tions were, and the holes in the lath and
plastering? I was curioue to know what he

bim. I tell you he looked like a corpse

And no wonder. There it was! his mothe;
was not that man’s wife—a fallow like that
that at his best was likethe dirt under he
feet; his little sister was a-—illegitimats:
‘and’ they were ,prouder than Luvifer! You
can guess how Geoffrey Lamar felt as ho eat
-and "listeted to the atory of his mother's dis-
grace, told by the lips:of a dying man,

Josnna has coversd--her face with har
bande. Oh! she can guess it—the shame,
the _horror, the appalling force of that most
borrible blowi Oh, Geoffrey ! truest irieng!
noblest . heart that ever beat! and this was
hig reward for saving me?” .~ |

¢ When yout ran awsy ‘with Blake,” goes on
Jud, #dad suspected foul play on the part
of Abbott, thought he had a hand in the
business; and went thers at omce. That
night they bad it cat, Dad had the certifi.
cate8 of your mother's marriage and your
baptiem, und ewore 1o ¢xpoie  Abbory,
There was a struggle. Abbots strove tg
master dad, and get them. Dad pulied out
u knife, und would . have stabbed Abbott
without doubt, but that ks slipped forwarg
foil on his own weapob, and stabbed himself’.
Then Abbott fled. At first dad did not re-
alizs how badly he was hurt, und had
stre_ngth enough left to replace the pxpersin
their hiding-plece before he called for heip.
But the girl was {rightened and wonldn't
come. He tried to crawl from the room
but faloted it seems from Joss of blood.’
There bo lay, wouaded and bleeding, uatil
morning—if ke had been cared for in time
he could have lived, oot a doubt abons it.
And that was the story he bud to tell Geof-
feey Lumar. He gave him the papers, told
him where to find your mother, and so sent
him sway. I suw young Lamasr ags he left
the house—1 never wont to sesa face like
that azain. ‘

«That night dad died, but firet of all hs
cleared John Abbottof aoy share in higdesth,
I suppose ho thought he bad revenge canough,
Anud so he had. . )

“ Well, we buried poor old dad. I never
szid & word to anybody—it was no good. |
had no prooig, Lomar hed them, ared yor
were gomno. bbott carried things with a
high band with Dan, turoed usout as fast as
we could bupdle. Aud I don’t wonder,
For my part I was ready to go. I was
tired of life on the farm. Lora merried, Liz
came to town, Din wont to sea, and I d:ifted
up to tane city. Then, one morning, nbout
slx wueks after, 1 picked up o paper, and the
firat thivg I saw was the suicide of ihs rich
man of Brightbrook—nobody “new why. But
I knew. I wroto to Lora, and heard how
Mrs. Abbott and her son and daughter hag
left the place, and that Abbott Wood was
shut up. It has been shut up ever since. It
stands there to-day, and you are its mistress,
end heirees by right of every penny John
Ahbott—or Bennett—hag left

«Ap for Lamar, i 1s strange Jud con.
tinunes, slowly, “and yetf, perhaps, it is not
stiange either, He promised dad, on hls
word of honor, he would hunt you up, avd
sea you restored to your rights, and he hac
not done it. You see, fo do it, all the world
would have known of his disgrace, and his
mother's and Lso’s, and they are all go in.
fernnlly proud. Still Lamar seemed the sort
of fellow to do right at any price, and not
stop to connt the cost. He hasn’t this time,
it seems. 1t must have beon a tremendous
blow to Mrs. Abbott, I wonder where they
are? In Europe, somewhers, I suppose,
flourighing on your money. It ain't fair,by
Jove, and I'd hunt them up If 1 was you, and
have my rights. Your mother’s llving, or
wes then—you can find and bring her for-
ward, and I'll swear 1o all I've told yoa.
Posseseion is nime points of ths law, they
say,and they have that and the money ; still—

« I must find them!’ Joanpa crles; *but
oh! not for that—not for that! [ must find
my mother—my mother! mine! that I—~1,
Sluaford's Joannsa, should have a mothker!
Oh, Judson, belp me—I must find my mother
at once, at once, at oace IV

u And the fortune?’ ssys Jucson, looking
at her curiousty.

« The fortune! Ab, dear Henven, what is
fortune, n thousand fortunes to that? To
find my mother ! my poor, lonely, imprisoned
mother! And I must find Mrs. Abbott anc
Geoffroy Lamar. What they muat have suf-
fered! Ah, what they muet have gutfered

w And what they have kept—don't forget
that. They bave the fortune all this time.
And they never looked for you”

it They bave—they must; I twill not be-
lieve it. « Oh! if they were not good, not
noble, cot unselfish, then there is no good-
ness, no nobility, no unselfishness on enrth.
I will not balleve it. Mrs, Abbott never
kpew. 1 wounld stake my life on that.
Geoffrey has looked for me—I belleveitas I
believe in Heaven. 7To doubt them would be
for me ruin. 1 could no more have faith in
honesty or truth on earth. Oh! I shall find
them ; I shall know no rest until I have fonnd
aud comforted then, as much as I can com-
fort—until in ever go little I have returned
1o the what they so freely, s> gensrously
gave to me. The bread they cast upon
the waters shall return to them; the wail
they tried to rescue shall prove her grati-
tnde and love. And Leoc iz my cister—
dear, dear,dearestlittle Leo! Ob, my Qod!
what o grateful heart I ought to have thiz
day—what o happy girl I ought to be! Andi
am. I will find them—1I will comiort them.
I will find my mother—I will devote my life
to her, Help me, Jud—help me in this, and
thaak you, thank you a huadred times for
what you have told mao te-day !”

Her face is tranefigured ; it is, ycuag Slea-
ford thinks in wonder and awe, like the face
of an angel—lit with love, wet with tears,
more than besutjiul-—with the beanty of 8
noble, 8 trug, & grand, unselfish soul.

«I will doall 1 can,” he suys, rising., “I
dldw't think yon would take it like this, 1
will hunt the world over if you ssy 80
Joanna, you're s tramp, and no mistake !’

tCome thie evening,’ she says; ‘give me
until then to think’

She sinks down and once more cover? bet
face. And o Judeon lenves her with bated
preath and hushed fooifall, and solen-—-
feeliag o nensation uwpon him as thuagh be
were going out ot church,

Bai iu the gurlsh suzshine, in the buit-
livg, busy outer world, his old self 1eturns At
be sets his hat rakishly on his mop of blne-
black hair.

«I'm bieesed 1If L over 8se any oneo BC
 changed,” he thinke, 1n wonder ; ¢ che's DO
more like that Joanna than~—then l'm like
an archbishop. We dld our best to spoil
her, and a little more might &' done it, only
there's some sort can’t be ount-and.out spolled,
.do what you will, and she i one, Bhe'as
‘gtunner—-she's n brick—she's fit to be ap
;angel, and wlth the aogeis stand,  But for
'all thet, Lamar and his niother will wish her
at tho dickens the day she hunts 'em up. Its
nsture—I would myaeli, in thelr piace.”

. ... ‘CHAPTER .VIIIL

; _HOW-JOANNA CAME BACK, = ...
4 Geoff? Leo says, with- some hesitation,
.t what is the matter with Feank 7. e
« Matter  with-Frank ?”..repeats - Geofirey:
looking up from the eveningipaper, abstract:
.edly;.'there i nothing the matter with Frank.
'He looks.in very.good haa‘{th;{ﬁy e e
Vau o (Continyed, on . Third ; Bageddsiani
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