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DEAR LAND.

‘When comes the day, all hearts to welgh,
Lf stanch they by, or vile,
Shall we forget the sacred debt
We owe our mother isie?
My native heath Is brown beneath.
My native waters bine;
But crimson red o'er both shall spread
Ere I am false to yom
Dear land—

Ere I am false to you.

“When I behold your mountains bold—
Your noble lakcs and streame—

A mingled tide of grief and pride
Withlo my bosom teems,

I think of &il, your long, dark thrall—
Your marlyrs brave and true;

And dash apart the tears that start—

must o eep 10T you.

We must not weep yom Dear land—

‘We must not weep for you.

My grandsire died kis home beslde,
Tfey seized and hanged him there;
H!is oply erime. ineviltime,
Your hallowed green to wear.
Across the mnlnlhis brgtheers twain
sent to pine and rue,; )
A;Ylel;?ﬂfnthtv]mrn’d, with hearts that burned,
In hopeless love to you,

Dear land—
Tn hopeless love to you.

My boyish ear still elung io hear
Uf Enn’s pride of yore.

Ere Norman ﬁ;ot lm}d all.gred pollute
Rer Independent shore.

Of chiefs, l(r:n,';dend. who rose to head
Some gallant patriots few,

Tl all my aim pn earth bercame

\ » one blow for you,
To strike Dear 1and—
To strike one blow for you.

What nath Is best your rights to wrest
Let other lieads dlvine;

By work or word, with voleeor sword,
To follow them be nxine.

The breast that zeal and hatred steel,
No terror cnn subdue:

1f death should come. that martyrdom
Were sweet. endured for you

Dear land—
Were sweel. endured for you,

— Davis.

LE CHASSEUR W’AFRIQUE,

CHAPTER XIV.—CoOSNTINCED.

He left her as ke spoke. On the thresh-
cld he turned to sny a last word.

“ Drive the trap back to your quarters in
Castleford, I'll gee you to-morrow, let
things end which way they will. I1'm going
to Sir Jobn now. Go at once—good-night!”

He ascended to the barcnet’s room. Dr.
Graves was there, Eatherine and Miss Talbot.
The stricken soldier Lad been laid upon his
bed, undressed, und everything done for him
that it was possible to do. He lay rigid and
stark, his heavy breathing the only sign of
lite,

#\Wellt? Peter Dangerfield said the word
in a strained, tonse sort of voice, and looked
with enger, burning eyes at the medical man.

« ] can give nodefinite answer as yet, Mr.
Dangertield,” Dr. Graves apswered coldly,
and turning his back upon him.

Peter Dangerfield drew a long broath.
Death was written on every line of thatghast-
ly, bloodless fnce. After a brief ive months’
reign, Sir John Iay dying—dying childless,
and be was heir-at-law!

He looked furtively at Katherine. She
was ptanding motionless at the foot of the
bed, gazing on that rigid form. She had re-
moved nothing—not o flower—not a jewel—
not even her gloves—veil, luces,and silk still
floated about her. Her fuce kept its change-
less calm—her eyes their still, frozen look.
It was horrible—it was fearful ! He turned
away with o shiver, aud soltly quitted the
room.

« Of ull the ways in which I thought she
would take it, I never thought of this,’ he
said to himsclf, « Are all women like her,
or is she unlike nll women? I never under-
stood her—to-night I understand her least of
all.”

It was midoight now. He paused o mo-
ment at the oriel window tolook out at the
night, Tbestorm had expended its fury, the
rain and sleet had ceased. A wild north
wind was blowing: it was turnipyg bitterly
cold. Up nbove the storm drifts were scud-
ding before the gale, a few frosty stars glim-
mered, und a wan moon lifted its pallid face
out of the distant ser. The New Year gave
promise ot dawning brillisnt and bright.

# And this was to have been her wedding
day, and the bridegroom lies dying down-
stairs, Iwould not spare her one pang if 1
conld, but I must own it's bard on her.”

He went softly down the long stairway,
and into the lower room where they had borne
Gaston Dantree. Br. Otis wag with him
still, and Talbut and De Vere.

st Is he dead?" Mr. Dangerficld demanded.

Helooked like it. They had washed away
the blood, and bouud vp the wound. He lay
with his eyes closed, and breathing faintly;
bat, dead and in his coffin, Gaston Dantree
would never look more awiully corpse-like
than now,

Mr. Otis lifted his quiet eyes.

#‘Not dead, Mr. Dangerfield—not even
likely to die, so far asl can see. What is to
be done with him 7—what—"

He stooped and recoiled, for into their
midst a white figure glided, and straight up
to the woanded man. It was Katherine.
Everywhere she went, that shining, bride-like
fizure geemed to eontradict the idea of death.
Her eyes hnd a fixed sightless sort of atare—
like the eyes of o sleep-walker; her face was
the hue of anow. Noiseless, soundless, like
a spirit she moved in her white robes, until
she stood lLeside the man she had loved, look-
ing down upon him as he lay.

The man she had loved? He had treated
her brutally—worse than man ever treated
woman before, but there was no anger in her
face or heart. There was not sorrow, there
was not even pity—all feeling seemed numb
and dead within her. She only stood and
looked nt him with a sort of wenry wonder,
Three hours ago he had been so full of life, of
youth, of strength, of beauty, and now he lay
more belpless than a now-born child. What
a narrow step divided death from life.

The four men stood silent, awe-atricken.
She neither seemed to hecd nor see them.
Mr. Otis summoned courage at last to ap
proach and speak.

« Miss Dangerfield,” he sald with grave re-
apect, * you should not be here. This is no
sight for you, Let Mr. Dangeifield lead you
back to yvour father.”

She lifted her heavy eyes, and secemed to
see him for the first time.

¢ Will he die?"’

«] hope not—1 trust not. But you must
not be here when he recovers conscious-
nesk.”’
=« What do you mean to do with him ?” she
asked, in the same low monotone. ¢ He can-
not atay here. Will you take him away 7"

He looked at her doubtfully.

«Take him—where? To the hospital, do
you meun 7"

st No, not to the hospital. Ishould rather
you did not take him there. Can he be re-
moved without much dapger?”’

#t ' Well——yes; if he is removed at once,”

st Then—Mr. Otis, will you do me &
favor 7

¢ Anything in my power, Miss Danger-
field.”

# Then take him to your own honse. It is
a great favor 1ask, but youwilldo it T kLow.
The expenge shall be mine. I don't want
him to die”” A slight shudder passed over
her as she said it ; #and there is noone elsel
can ask, Willyou do this tor me?”

She laid her hand on his arm, and looked
athim, A greatcompassion filled his heart
for this girl, so cruelly bereaved through no
fault of herown, He could not retuse.

«It shall be done. I will have him re-
moved immediately, and if he dies it will be
no fault of mine.”

« [ knew I might trust you. Ifitis pos-
sible, I will go there and see him. He must
not die, Mr. Otis—he must not”” A sudden
gwift gleam cameinto her dead eyes. “He

must recover, and he must leave here; Take
him at once, and thank you very much.”

Then the tall white figure flitted away and
was gone, and the four men stood confoudded
and Jooked blandly inta cach other’s startled
eyes.

« What does she mean?” De Vere asked.
& What does she want the scoundrel to live
for ? Egad! the only creditable thing he
has ever done in the world will be his leav—
ing it.”

& Tt ig for ber fathet’s salze, doubtless,” sug-
gested Sqnire Talbot.

t Nothing of the sort,” interrupted Peter
Dangerfield, ¢ She wants Dantreo torecover
for her own. If she has entircly done with
him Y'm greatly mistaken. I wouldn't sland
in Dantree's ehoes wheu he recovers for the
crown of England. Sbeis in an unnatural
state just now—she’ll awnlke after a littleand
be all the more terrible for her present calm.
What will your mother say, Otis, wheu you
turn her house into a private hospital 2”7

« Whatever I do is good and admirable in
my mother's eyes. 1 will trouble you, Mr.
Dangerfield, to order the carriage, and the
quietest horse in the stable. IEvery moment
we lose mow is of vital importance,”

Mr. Dangerfield obeyed. The carringe was
brought round, the wounded man, carefully
covered from tho cold, raw night air, carried
out, and laid among the cushions. Squire
Talbot, with little love for the stricken man,
yvet accompanied the assistant into Castle-
ford. Gaston Dantree had been his guest,
and though, after his base and dastardly con-
duct to-night, e could never again cross the
thireshold of Morecambe, he slill felt bound
tu see him safely to his destination.

Cuptain De Vere remained behind at Scars-
wood, at the solicitation of Mr. DangerfielC,
He could not retarn to his lodgings while
things were in this uncertain state, neither
could he remain alone. How would this
night end? Would Sir John recover again,
or would the New Year morning, breaking
already, see him lord of his noble domain ?

And upstairg, in the sick chamber, the dim
night lamp flickered, and only the ticking of
the clock sounded in the dead hush.  Sir.John
Jay motionless, Dr. Graves sat bevide bim,
his wrlst between bis fingers, counting the
benting ot that sinking pulse.

An eminent physician had been telegraph-
ed for to London, but it was more than doubt-
ful if he would find the baronet alive on his
arrival. Aond if Gaston Dantree died, would
it not be as well s0?

Beside him, nt the foot of the bed, looking
like the glost of some dead bride in that
spectral light, Katherine sat. She sat quite
motionless, her eyes rarely leaving the face
upon the pillow, her hands clasped on her
lap, her face like marble. « At one fell
swoop” she had lost all—all! home, friends,
fortune, lover, father, name, and yet 1t is
doubtful if in these firsf hours she.snffered
much. She could not realize it yet—the sud-
denness and horror of the blow had sthnned
her ; hysterics and tears and woman’s utter-
most agony might come hereafter—now she
sut still and calin. Her heartlay like astone
in her bLosom, a dull heavy pain tbrobbed
censelessly in her head, but her misery was
tearless and damb. '

Dr. Graves, watchiog her uneasily and fur-

s Oh, my God! too latel” *: R

Katherine’s arms encircled him-——ghe press-
ed her cold face close tobis. :

¢« Papa, darling,” softly and sweetly, #I
don't want you to grieve for me-—to thivk of
me even. Xou are very, very ill—very i1,
papa, and—had we not better send for a
clergyman ?*

He made a feeble motion of assent. She
looked at Captain De Vere.

« You will go? she said.

He went at once. Then she bent close to
him again, whispering gently and sootkingly
into his ear. Bat it is doubtful if he henrd
her. A stupor—the stupor which precedes
death—was gathering over him; his dull
oyes closed, his pale lips muttered, ha moan-
ed ceaselessly—the greatlnst chunge was very
near.

The sun was high io the blue January sky
now, the whole world jubilant with the glad
sunlight of the New Year. And inthe town
of Castleford people tulked with bated breath
of the strange, dread trugedy at Scarswood,
and ot nothing else. In alittle cottage in the
remotest-suburbs of the town, Gaston Dantree
lay, senselessstill, while life and deatc fought
their sharp battle above his pillow. Andin
that stately and spaciqus chamber at Scars-
wood its lord lay dyieg, whileclergyman und
physicians stood by, useless and in vain.

She never left him—she neither slept nor
ate. As shehad been from the first—tearless,
noiseless—so she wae to the Iast. The per-
fumed laces—the dead white silk of her trail-
ing robe—still gwept tneir richness over the
carpet ; on arms and neck large pearls still
shone, on her head the orange wreath and
veil still remnined. She had removed no-
thing but her gloves—what did it mattr
what she wors now ?  She sut besice the dy-
inz mag, while the slow ghostly hours drag-
ged ou—an awful sight it seemed to the men
who mnutely watched her. Her weddingday!
and she sat here bereaved more cruelly, more
bitterly, than ever widow in the world be-
fore.

Morning came and passed. ‘I'he short Jan-
unry afternoon wcre on. The sun dropped
low, the blue twilight shadows were gather-
ing once more. That celebrated physician
from London had arrived, but all the physi-
cians in the great Babylon were of little avail
now. Lowe: and lower the red wintry sun
dropped, flashing. earth and sky with rose-
light, ard, es its last red ray faded and died
amid the trees of Scarswood Parl, Sir John
Dangerfield passed from Scarswood and all
enrthly possessions forever. Without sign or
struggle the shadow that goes before crept up,
and shut out the light of life in one quiet in-
stant from all the face,

Up and down, up and down in the crimson
splendors of that New Year sunset DIefer
Dungerfield paced under the leafless trees.
And this was to have been her wedding duy ;
No pnug of pity—no toucl of remorse came
to him—it was pot in nature to feel either.
He only waited in a fever of impatience for
the end.

It came. As he stood for an instant, hig
eyes fixed on that radiancein the west, think.
ing how fair and stately Scarswood looked be-
neath its light, Dr. Graves approached him.
One look at his face was enough! His heart
gave a great leap. At last' at last!—his

tively, wondered what mannecr of woman this
girl was. So unlike all others be had ever
krown, sitting here without one complaint,
one sob, one cry of pain, with ber bridegroom
lost to her on her bridal night, the father who
had adored her dying before ber eyes.

And while the night light flickered, and
the two pale watchers sat mutely there, the
bright wintry sun arose—the bappy New Year
bad begnn. Asits first rays stolein between
the closed curtnivs, the sick man’s eyes open-
ed, and he millied a little. His glance fell
upon Katherine, a swift gleam of inteiligence
lit his wvyer, bis lips moved, and a few inco-
herent words came forth. In an instant she
wus bending above him, her ear to his lips.

« Darling papa! yes, what is it ?"

He strove hard to speak, but again only
that muttered, incoherent sound. But the
girl’s quick ear had canght three words :

“ Indian cabinet—will.” His thickening
voice failed, his dim eyes looked with piteous,
speechless azony up to hers.

“A will in the Indian cabinet—is that it
papa "

He nodded eagerly—n flash of light cross-
ing his death-like face.

# And you want me to zet it for yon ?”

He nodded again. «Qaick!" he said, husk-
ily, and she nrose and left the room.

The Indian cabinet was in the libra:y.
There tbe liglts still burped brightly, and
there on the hearth-rug her lover had stcod
—the lover for whom sho had been rendy to
give up the world and all its glory—and who
wmercilessly cast her off. bhe looked darkly
that way ouce. u e will live,” she said to
herself under her breath. ¢« And 1 will re-
member it.” Then she crossed to the tall
cabinet, opened one drawer after another, and
searched among the papers there for the
paper she wanted.

She found it without much trouble, closed
and relocked the cabinet, nnd returned to the
gick room. SirJohn still lay, bréathing la-
boriously, with a hungry, cager light in his
gleaming eyes.

« Shall I read it, papa—is that what you
mean ?"

He nodded once more, She opened the
paper—it was very short—and read rlearly
and distinctly its contents. It bequenthed to
his beloved ndopted daughter Katherine the
sum of three thousand pounds—the portion
of his late wife, and was unsigned. She un-
derstood instantly what it was he wighed.

“You want to eign this, do you not ?”

Another eager nod, another husky
# quick !"

She laid the document upon the blotting
book before him cn the bed, and placed the
pen in hie hand. Dr, Graves bastily sum-
moned Captain De Vere, and the two men
stood by as witnesses while the stricken man
essayed to sigm.

Essayed—and in vain! The pen dropped
useless from hir fingers. Again Katherine
lifted, and placed it his band—again he
strove. The eftect was futile—it fell from
his fingers, and with alow moan of agony his

nerveless arm dropped by his side.

«It is of no use-—all vital power is gone.
He never will sign his name sgam,” Dr.
Graves said ; ¢ he is exciting himself danger-
ously and uselessly.”

The dying man heard, and understood.

His eyes turned on Katherine with a speech-
less anguish terrible to see.

“Tou late! too late!” they heard him
groan,

hou: had come.

« Sir Peter Dangerfield,” the physician
gravely said, “your uncleis dead.”
EEThe late Sir John had been his friend ; but
a live dog is better than a dead lion. Siv
John was dead, and Sir Peter reigned. It
could do no harm to be the first to pay court
to the new sovereizn.

uSir Peter!”” He turned faint and giddy for
a moment with great joy, and leuned speech-
lessly against a treo. Then he started up, his
face flushing dark red, and made hastily for
the house. Never before had the old baron-
ial hall looked half s0 noble, half s0 grand ;
never befors had the fiir domsain spread
around bim seemed half fo stately an inheri-
tanceas now when he stood there in this first
January sunset, master of Scarswood.

CHAPIER XV,

The funeral was over, and a very grand and
stately cevemonial it had been. There had
been a profusien of mutes, of black velvet
and of ostrich feathers, a long procession of
mourning coaches, n longer procession of the
carriages of the county families—a whole
army, it seemed, of the Dangerfield tenantry
and the tradespeople of Custleford. For the
late Sir Jobn, during his brief reign, bad
made many friends, and over his death a halo
of delicious romance hung. Miss Danger-
field was not Mirs Dangerfisld—his daughter
was not his daughter, and over in that little
cottage on the outskirts cf the town, a young
man lay—dyiog it might be--glain by the
hand of the outraged baronet whom they
were burying to-day.

It was & very solemn pageant. The bells
of the town and of the hamlets about tolled
all the day long! Scarswood Park had been
alive from morning until night with people
in carriages coming to leave cards. The
principal shops of Castleford were shut, the
principal church bung inblack. And ¢ashes
to ashes—dust to dust,” bad been spoken,
and they laid Sir John, with the dozens of
other dead Dangerfield's, under the chancel,
where sturdy Sir Roland Dabgerfield, knight,
had kuelt (in stone) for a hundred years, op-
posite his wife Elizubeth, with a stone cush-
ion between them.

The funeral was over, and in the pale yel-
low glimmer of the January sunset the
mourcing coaches and the family carriages
went their way, and tue dead man’s adopted
daughter was driven back home. Home!
what an utter mockery that word must have
sounded in her ears as she lay back among
the sable cushions in her trailing crapes and
bombazine, and knowing that of nll the home-
less, houseless wretches adrift on the world,
there was not one more homeless than sho.

The pale yellow glow of the suuset was
merging into the gloomy gray of evening as
they reached Scarswood. Her faithful friend,
Edith Talbot, who had been with her from
the first, was with her still, The Dlinds were
drawn up, shutters unbarred, Scarswood
looked much the same a3 ever, only there
was ahatchment over the great diring-room
windows, and in the houso the servants, clad
in the deepsst mourning, moved about like
ghosts, with bated treath and hushed voices,
as though the lord of the manor still Jay in
gtate in these silent upper rooms. It all
struck with a dreary chill on the heart of
Miss Talbot, the gloom, the gilence, the
mourning robes, the desoration. She shud-
dered a little, and clung closer to Eatherine's
arm as they went up the wide, black slippery
oaken staircase, down which Gaston Dantree
had been hurled. Baot there was that in her
friend's face that made her very heart stand
still with awe aud expectation.

8She was white as death. At all times she
had been pale, but not like this—never before
like this! As she had been from the firat
hour the blow fell, so she was still, stlent,
tearless, rigid. All those days and nights

when Sir John Dangerfield had lain starl and
dead before her, she had sat immovable in the
blg carved oak chalrat his hend, her clasped
hands lying still, her face whiter than snow,
white almost as the dead, her eyes fixed

straight before her in a fixed unseeing stave.
Of what was she thizking as she sat there—of

all, that was past,
No dne'knew.p P:eopla who had thought they

had known her best looked at her in wonder

-and distrust, began to realize they had never

known heratall, Friends came, and friends
went—she never heeded ; they Bpoke to her
soothingly, compassionately, and she answer-
ed in briefest monosyllables, and closed her
lips mora resolutely than before. The only
one of them all shé® ever addressed directly
was Mr, Otis, and then ouly in one short
phrase, “How s he ?’ The answer in-
varlably was #Much the same —no worse, no
better”’ Mr. Otis, with his keen, thin face
and steel-blue eyes, watched this singular sort
of girl with even more interest than the rest
of the curicus. He was a young man who
thought more than ho spoke, and who studied
human nature. Women at best are incom-
prehensible creatures scarcely to be treated
as Tational beings iz the trying hours of life,
but beyond all’ of her sex this girl was a
sphiux. She had lost lover, father, fortune,
home, and name all in one hour and she had
never shed one tear, never uttered one com-
pluint. Other women's hearts would have
broken for half, and she, a child of seventeen,
bore all like a Spartan. Vas it that she did
not feel at all or—that she folt 8o much?
Would this frozen calm outlast her life, or
would the ice break all at once, suddenly and

terribly, and let the black and bitter waters
below rush forth ?

%[t it ever does, then woe to those who
have ruined her,” Mr. Otis thought. «This
girl is no common girl, and not to be judged
by common rules. I thought so from the
first time 1 saw her—happy and hopeful,1
think so more than ever now—in Ler desola-
tion and despair. She loved the man she
has lost with a passion and abandon which
(thank Heaven!) fow girls of seventeen ever
feel. She loved the father who is dead, the
pame and rank she bore, the nobls inheri-
tance that was to be bers. And all bhas
gone from her, and sbe sits here like this!
Let Mrs. Vavasor take care, let Peter Dan~
gerfield be warned, and most of all, let Gaston
Dantree die, for on my life I believe a day of
terrible reckoning will coms.”

But Gaston Dantree was not going to die;
that matter was settled beyond possibility ot
doubt before the day of the fureral. He
would live. Heo told her so now, as she asked
the question; and ns Hexnry Otis #poke the
words, his eyes were fixed upon her with o
keen, powerful look. She ¢id not even seem
to see him—her eyes looked ont of the win-
dow at the gray shudows veiling the wintry
landscape, a slight, indescribable smile
dawned for a second over her white face.

i« Ho will live,” she repeated softly ; « I am
glad of that.” She looked up and met the
young surgeou’s level, searching gaze. “1lam
glad of that,” she said again, slowly «if such
o lost wretch as I am has aright to be glua at
all. You have been very kind Mr. Otis.”
She gave him her hand with somo of her old
feank grace. “7Thawk you very much, I will
repry you some day it I can.”

He took the slim fingers in his, mors moved
than she knew. How could those wan little
fingers work? how deathly white the younz
face! An iufinite compassion moved bim,
and in that instant there dawned within him
n love and pity that pever left bim. He
longed with manhood’s strong compassion to
take this poor little womanly martyr in hie
sheltered arms, and hold her there safe from
sorrow, and suffering, and sin, it might be, in
the dark days to come.

The only bours in which life and their

old fire had come to the large, weary
eyes of the girl, had been the hours
when Sir Peter Dangerfield had come

into the death.chamber. Thea a curious ex-
pression would set her lips hard, and kindle
o fartive, ceaseless gleam in her eyes. Bir
Puter! He was that now beyond the shadow
of a doubt—the legal forms which would
prove his right presently were only forms.

Sir Peter wore the weeds ot woe well. He
was pals and restless, his deep black made
him look quite ghastly; Lis small, pale,
nearsighted eyes blinked away uneasily from
that statuesque figure sitting in the great arm-
chunir, Mr. Otis noticed this, too—what did
not those sharp eyes of his see?

«I'm a poor man,” he said one evening,
under his Ureath, ar he watched the dark
glance with which Katherine followed the
new baronet out of the room—"“1'm a poor
man, and I would like to be a rich one, but
for all your prospective baronetcy, all your
eight thousand a year, Sir Peter Dangerfield,
I wouldn't stand In your shoes to-night.”

And now it was ull over, and Katherine,
trailing her black robes behind ber, was back
at Scarswood. ®For the last time, Edith,”
she said softly to her companion, «for the
last time.”

« Katherine,” her friend faltered, # what do
you mean Y Oh, Kathie, don't look so—don’t
smile like that for pity’s sake. You make
me afraid of you.” :

For a smile, strange and ominous, had
dawned over Katherine’s face, as she met her
friend’s pitcous glance.

« Afraid of me,” she repeated. * Well—1
am a hideous otject, I dare say, by this time,
and I don't dare to lcok in the glass for fear
I should grow afraid of myself. Afraid of
myself! That is just it—Iam afraid of my-
self—horribly afraid—afraid—afraid. Edith,”
she caught her friend’s arm with sudden
strength, « You like me a little now—yes,
yes. I know youdo; and in the years that
are to come I know you will hate me—hate
and sbbor me! Edith, I loved my father—
dearly, dearly—but 1 tell youl am glad heis
dead and buried to-night.”

« Oh, Katherine! Katherine!”

«T am only seventeen,” Katherine Danger-
field went steadily on, ¢ and I am stroog, and
healthy, and likely to live for fifty years to
come. What sort ofa woman do you think I
will be balf or a quarter of a century from
now 7 Think of me as Iam to-night. Edith
Talbot, when the time comes for you to shrink
at the sound of my name—an orphan, who
bad no father to lose, n widow in her wedding
hour, a houseless, friendless wretch, trained
to think herself n baronet's daughtor and
heiress.” .

The passion within her was rising now,
strong, but surely Trising. Her hands were
clenched, her eyes bright in the creeping dusk,
her verice deep, suppressed, ard intense.
Edith Talbot clasped her two hands caressing-
ly round ber arm, and looked beseechingly
up in her face.

« Not houseless—not friendless, Katherins,
darling—never that while my brother and I
live. Oh, comewith us—let Morecambo be
your home—let me be your sister. 1 love
you, denr—indeed I do, and never half so
fondly as now. Come with us, and give up
those dark and dreadful thoughts that I know
aro in your mind. Come Kathie—darling—
come!”

She drew her friend’s face down and kisaed
it again and again. And Katherine held her
tight for one moment, and then let her go.

u« Itis like you Edith,” she only said, “like
you and your brother. But then it was always
a weakness of your houde to take the loosing
gide. I do not say much, but believe me I
am very grateftl.  Ard now, my little pale
pet, I will send you home—you are worn out
in your loyal fidelity to your fallen friend.
I will send you home, and to-morrow, or next
day, yoa will come back to Scarswood.”

She Kissed her and put her from her. Edith

fading ligkt. . )
4To-morrow or next day 'But when I come
back to Scarswood shall I find EKatherine
here 7 - Lo
Katberine was standing where the light
fell strongest. She turned abruptly away at
these words.

«Where ¢lse shounld you find me? You
don’t think Peter Dan—nay 1 beg his pardon
—38ir Peter will turn me on the strest for a
day or two at least. Here is your brother,
LEdith—1 dont want to meet him, and Ishould
rather be alone, You must go.”

The words sounded ungracious, but Edith
understood her—understood her swift impe-
tnous kisa and the flight from theroom. She
wunted to be alone—always the impulse of
all wild animnls in the first throbs of pain.
And though Katherine showed it in no way,
nor even much looked it, Edith knew how the
wound was bleeding inwardly, and that it was
jost such strong natures as this that guffered
most. and suflered mutely.

« Going to stay all night at Scarswood alone
—deuced strange girl that,” the squire grumb-
led, “Never shed a tear since it all happened ;
they say—a wowman that doesn't cry is a’.
woman of the wrong sort. She's got Otis to
fetch round that coxcomb Dantree, but now
that she’s got him fetched round, what is shs
going to dowith nim? She's got to walk out
in & day or two and leave that little cad of an
attorney lord of the manor. She never says
a word or lifts a finger to belp hersalf. And
I used to think that girl had pluck.”

«What would you have her do? What
can she do 1" hissister demanded, impatient-
ly. ¢ What can any woman do when she's
wronged, but break her heart and bearit?”

#“Some women are devils—just that,” the
young spuire responded, gravely; #and I be-
lieve in my soul Eatherine Daugertield has
more of the devil in ber than even the gener-
aliiy of women. If Messieurs Dantree and
Dangerfield have heard the last of their handi-
work, then I'm a Dutchman. If Katherine
Dangerfield can't have justice, talke my word
for it, Miss Talbot, she'll have revenge *

His sister said nothing—she shivered be-
neath her sables and looked back wistfully
towards Scarswood. She loved her friend
truly and greatly as girls rarely love ; and, a8
Entherine had said, it was ever the way of
her chivalrous race to take the logsing side—
a way that in troubled times gone by had
cost more than orne Talbot his head. A
vision rose before her ot Katherine alone in
those empty, dark rooms, where death had
been so lately, Lrooding with tkat pale, som-
bre face, over her wrones,

« With her nature, it isenough to drive lier
to madness or suicide,” Miss Talbot theught.
# I will go back to-morrow and fetch her with
me, 58y what she will. To be left to herself
is the very worst thing that can possibly hap-
pen to her now.”

Katherine was not alone, however. There
bad followed their carriage to Scarswood
another, and that other contained the heirand
the late baronet's lawyer. Mr. Mansfield, the
Castleford solicitor, was talking very esrnest-
]y_“couceming that unsigned and invalid
will.

«You will pardor the liverty I take, Sir
Peter, in urging you to do this poor young
lady justica, Probably you npeed no urging
~—you hnve been her friend-——who so recently
thought yourself her cousin. Your late ex-
cellent uncle was my friend since my earliest
youth—1 know and you know how he loved
his daughter—Katberine, I mean. I trust
and believe, Sir Feter, you will do her jus-
tice.”

The smile on the face of the new baronet
might have damped the old solicitor's hope
could he have seen it, but the fast closing
night hid it as he lay back in the cushions.

« How, pray, Mr. Mansfield 7"

The sneer was just perceptible. It waa
there, however, and the lawyerremarked it.

« By giving her at once the three thousand
pounds which he wished to leave her in that
unsigaed will, if will it can renlly be called,
drawn up informally by himself, and spenk-
iog of har only. I suppose the knowledge of
this woman Vavasor’s power, and his dread of
her, prevented him from making his will
properly, months ago. But to those three
thousand pounds, the remains of his late
wife's portion, you, at least, Sir Peter, have no
shadow of moral right. Legally, of course,
everything is yours, but law, us you know, is
not always justice.”

«] beg your pardon, Mr. Mansfield,” the
other interrupted coolly ; «law and fustice in
this case go hand-in-hand. My late lament-
ed uncle tried his best to defraud me of my
rights—you can't deny that.

wHa is dead, Sir Peter, and you know the
old Latin proverb: {Speak no ill of the
dead.”

«1f truth be ill, it must be spoken, though
the dead had been a king instead of a bar-
onet; and I claim that I have a legal and
moral right to everything—everything-~you
understand, Mr. Mansfield—this three thou-
sand pounds and all. I think, on the whole,
Miss Katheringe Dangerfield Lus every reason
to bo thankfu! for the life of ease and luxury
she has led—she, who, for aughr we know,
might bave been a begg.ir born. There is no
need to get angry, Mr. Mansfield—I am
speaking the truth.”

#«Then I am to understand, Sir Peter,” the
lawyer said, raisinz his voice, ¥ that you re-
fuse to do her even this scunt justice—that
you mean to send ber forth penniless into the
world to make her own way as she best can?
am I to understand this 7"

«My good fellow—no,” the young baronst
said, in the slowest, laziest, and most insolent
of tones;  nothing of the sort—I shan’t turn
my late fair relative into the world. She
shall live and enliven Scarswood and me by
her charming presence as long ns she plenses.
But you will kindly allow me to make my
own terms with her, and be generous after
my own fashiob. May [ ask if it is to visit
and condole with Miss Dungerfield that yon
are on your way to Scarswood now? Isup.
pose we must call her Miss Dnngerfield for
convenience sake—her own name, if she ever
had a legal right to a name, belng enveloped
in a delightful cloud of mystery and romance.
I wonder how she finds it to be & heroine 7"

u Bir Peter Dangerfield,” the old lawyer be-
gan hotly ; but the baronet waved his hand
authoritatively.

#That will do, Mr. Mansficld. I bhavebeen
in your office, I admit, and I have been an
impoverished attorney while you were a well-
to-do solicitor; perhaps you had a right to
dictate to me then. OUnr relations have
changed—1 deny ycur right now. Be kind
enough to keep vour temper, and for the fu-
ture your advice.”

And then Sir Peter folded his small arms
across his small chest, and looked with the
malicious delight of a small natuce through
bis eye-glass at the discomfited sollcitor.

#1 owe him a good many home-thrusts,”
the baronet thought, with a chuckle. »I
think I have paid off one instalment at least ;
1 shall pay off all 1 owe before long,”

'Thev reaehed Scarswood—dark and gloomy
the old house loomed up in the chill, gray,
wintry twilight. A crescent moon swung
over the trees, and the stars bright and frosty,
were out. No lights gleamed anywhere
along the front of the building; except the

soughing of the night-wind, no sound rezch-
ed theirears.’
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" | of all that was to- come ? | Talbot looked Jat h‘:’i""EGIStruéthllly in the| ¢ 1fone beliaved in ghogts; SCBYBWOOFT"!

a fit place for a ghostly carpi -nj

Mr. Mansfleld thought ; # it is nvl:: :thlﬁh;
house. I wonder can poor old Sir Joby,
shade rest easy in the tomb, with hig gpe er‘
lamb at the mercy of this contemptible m.f
wolf” . ¢

« I am going to the library, Mansfielq» i
new baronet said, with cool familiarity.’ uﬁ
you or—Miss Dangerfield want me, you &
send for me there. Orly this px'emise-?
will come to no terms with her in your ﬁe
sence, What I have to say to hoer, I shz]i
BB)E{ to her alone” '

e opened the library door, entere
closed it with an emphatic hnn;;. Th:d’elgt‘:
man looked anxiously after him on the lnm\
ing.

“« What does the little reptile mean?
don't half like the tewein which ho Epea.k.s u]t
Katherine, He doem’'t mean to—no 1
daren't—no man dore insglt her in the 'howe
of hor downfall !

He sent aservant to annonuce his presenc
the French girl Ninon; she coma to hiny ing
moment, and ushered bim into the :ooy
where Eatherine sat alone.

It was her old familiar sitting-room or by
doir, all fitted up with crimson aud gilgin,
for she Lad cver loved Vbright colors Tf,
firelight leaping in tho grate alone Iit it ngy
and bofore the fire, lying back in a gre-,{
carved and gilded chair, Katherine sat. Ty,
bright cushions agninst which her head ley
threw out with startling relief the gifasy
patlor of her face, the dead black of her dreg
How changed she was—how chauged—bey
chauged ovut of zll knowledgo, And thy
were people who bad called her cold, ay
heartless, and unfeeling because she had g
with dry eyes, and still fuce beside her de,
¢ Unfeoling!™ and worn and altered lig
this.

She looked round and held out her harg
with the faint shadow of her former bri'_‘it’
smile, to ber friend. T

u My dear,” he said very gently, 4 I do nst
intrude uvpon you too soon, doT? But ]
could not wait; I came Wwith Sir Pete
straight from the funeral here. As thing
stand now, the sooner your aflairs are settled
the better.”

She lifted her head a little and locked at
him.

u Peter Dangerfield here—so soon! [eis
in haste to take possession. Does ke intead
to remain all night?—and am I ta leave at
once 1’

« You are not to leave until you see fit, for
a thousand Peter Dangerfield's! I dox't
koow whether he intends remaining over
night or not : certainly not, though, I shiould
say, if you object.”

«I! What right have I to object. The
Louse is his, and everything in it. Heis
perfectly justified in taking possession at
once, and in turniog me out if he sees fit.”

« He will never do that, my child; and1
think—T hope—I am sure he will actus ¢on-
moa justice requires, and give you at once
the three thousand pounds your father be.
queathed to you in that nasigned will ”

She half rose from her chair; a light flash.
ed into her face; a rush of passionate words
leaped to her lips. Ir. Mansfield drew back

It was the old fiery temper breaking through-

the frozen calin of those latter days’ despatr.
But all at once she ehecked hersell—she who
never before had checked a single omotion.
She sank slowly back into her seat, and &
strange set expression hardened her mouth.

«You think so, Mr. Mansfield—yau think
he will be generous enough for that? And
it is in his power not to give it to me if he
likes—those three thousand pounds ?"

u Certainly, it is in his power; Lut no one
tave the veriest monster would think of act-
ing a part so thoroughly mean and base.

unexpectedly, and you have to lose.
no wretch liveson easth so utterly despicably
as to wish to retain also the portion of the
late Lady Dungerfield. Sir John's Iast clion
wag to sign that will; it eught to be the
most sacred thing on earth to Sir John's sue-
cessor.”

She listened very quietly, the shadow of &
scornful smile on ker fuce.

« by, Mansfield,I am afraid there is some-
thing wanting in your lknowledge of human
unture, in your opinion of 8ir Peter lhipger-
tield. You forget how long this new-mude
baronet bes been defrnuded of his rights as
heir presumptive. You forget that some
months ago I refused to marry him—that 1
even insulted him—my abominable temper,
Mr, Mapsfield. You forget he owes me a
long debt, and that it is in his powcr to re-
pay me now. And I think Sir Peteris a gen-
tleman who will conecientiously pay every
debt of that sort to the uttermost farthing.”

« My dear Miss Dangerfield—"

# And that is still another injury,” the girl
said. ¢ I have presumed to wear an hono:-
able and ancient nama—1J, a nameless wai
and stray, born in an almshouso or a horel,
very likely. Aud you think he will really
give me this three thousand pounds” Did
hetell you s, Mr, Mansfield 7"

# No, he told me nothing.” The old las-
yer shifted away unensily, a8 ho spoke, from
tho strange expression in the large, stcadist
eyes. ‘ He said be would see you alone, asd
make hig own terms with you. I infer from
that he intends to do something. Heois in
the library—shall I go and send himn here, 0f
would you rather it were to-morrow ?”

She was silent for & momeut—looking info

the fire—her mouth set. in that hard, straight
line. He watched her uneasily—ho could ot

understand her nny more tban the others.

Was she going to take it quietly and humbly
like this 7—she, who two weeks ago had beea
the proudest girl in Sussex. Was she going
to accept Peter Dangerficld’s dole of charilf:
and tbunk him for his geuerosity? or did
those compressed 1ips, the dry, bright glitier
of thoso eyes, spenk of coming tempest aud
revolt? He was out of his depth altogether

“ Well, my dear," ho said, fidgeting, ¢ sball
I send bim, or—"

T be continued.

Consumptiion Cuared.

An old physiciap, retired from practke
haviog had placed im his bande by an Hut

Indis missionary the formula of o simpe §

vegetable remedy for the speedy and permel-
ent cure for Consumption, Bronchitis, Catar,
Arsthma, and all throat and Lung Aftectiosh
also a positive and radical cure for Nervets
Debility and all Nervous Complaints, afler

having tested its wonderful curative powes i

in thousands of cases, has felt it his dutyto
make it known to his suffering ivllows

Actuated by this motive and & desire to1e 1

liave buwasn suffering, I will send free?
charge, to all who desive it, this recipe, in G-
mau, Freach, or English, with full direction®
for preparing and us‘mg. Sent by mail by
addressing with stamp, naming this paper, f-

W. SmErar, 149 JPowers' Block, Rochedth

NY. 11.gow-G

The ancient Hebrews were famous for thef
To this day the Jew?
delight in cultivating that most ornaments |

beautiful black hair.

ofornaments. It may have been that Liubj*
Parisian Hair Renewer was then in vop®
but it is almost certain something of ¢
nature existed. It ¢can now be had ays
chemiats for 50 cts. the bottle.

He 7
has come into a great fortune suddenly and -
Surely .
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