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¢ Equally with others, Lady Dimsdale,
you areaware that, by a strunge tuin of
fortune, Mr. Boyd's wife whom he be.
lieved toliave been dead for several yeas,
has this morning reappeared 1"

“You were in the parlour, Sir Frederick,
when I wau introduced to Mrs, Boyd only
half an hour ago.” Sho answered him
coldly aud composedly enough ; but he
could not tell how lier heart was beating,

¢ Strangely envugh, 1 happened to be
in New Orlcans abuut the time of Mr.
Boyd's marringe, and Iknow more about
tho facts of that unhappy affair than he
has probably told to any one in England.
It ja enough to sy that tho reappearance
of thia woman is the greatest nnsfortune
that could have happened to him.  Oscar
Boyd was a miscrable man before le
parted from her—he will bo ten times
more miseralle in years to come.”

4 You bave not asked me to mect you
here Sir Frederick, in order to tell mo
this ¢

“This, and szomething more, Lady
Dimesdale. Listen 1” He laid oune finger
lightly on the sleeve of his companion's
dress, as if to emphasise her attention.
¢ L happen to be acquainted with acertain
secret—it matters not bow it came into

my possesion—the telling of which—and-

it could be {old in half-a.dozen words——
would relicve Boyd of this woman at
once and for svcr, would make a frce man
of him, as free to marry asin thosc old
days when he used to haunt that vicarage
garden which I too rememter so well 1"

Lady Dimesdale stcpped in her walk
and stared at him with wide-open eyes.
‘* You—possess—a tecret that could do

all this §7

¢ Y bave stated no moro than the simple
truth.”

.“Then Mr. Boyd is not this woman’s
husband 7" The question burst from her
lips awifily, impetuously. Next moment
her oyes fell and a tell-tale blush suffused
her cheeks. But here again the pink-
lined sunshade came to her rescue.

* Mr. Buyd is the hrsband of no other
woman,” auswered the Baronet drily.

4 With what object have you made me
the recipient of this coufidence, Sir
Frederick 1”

. *That X will presently explain. You
are probably aware that Mr. Boyd leaves
for London by the next train 1

Lady Diwsdale bowed.

““So that f any information is to be
made available at nli, no time muat be
lost.”

“Y otill faii to see why——DBut that
does not matter. As you say, there is no
time to lose. Yon will send for Mr.
Boyd at once, Sir Frederick. Youmea
generous-minded man, and you will not
fal to reveal to him a secrcet which so
nearly affects the happiness of lis life.”
Sho spoke to him appealingly, almost
imploringly.

e smiled a coldly disagreeable smile.
“Pardon me, Lady Dimsdale, but gen-
crosity is one of those virtues which I
have never greatly cared to cultivate.
Had I endeavoured to do so, the soil
would have proven barren, and the re.
sults not worth the trouble. In any case,
Ihave never tried. I am a man of the
wotld, that and nothing more.”

‘s But this accret, Sir Frederick—as be-
tween man and mau, and as hetween one

tleman and another—you will not
eep it to yourself 7 You will not. No!
I eaunot belicve that of you.”

He lifted his hat for a moment. *Lady
Dimsdale fiatters.” Then he glanced at
his watch., ** Later even than I thought.
This question must be decided at once, or
notatall. Lady Dimsdale 1 am willing
to reveal my secret to Mr. Boyd on onc

ition—and on one only.”

'or 3 moment ahe hesitated, being still

ulterly at a loss 10 imagine why the

et had taken her 20 strangely into

his confidence. Then shosad : *May 1

atk what the condition in question is, Sir
Frederick 1°

** It was to tell it to you that I asked

to favour me with your presence here.

¥y Dimadale, my one condition is this:

That when_ this men—this Mr.

Boyd—shall be free to marry again, as he
certainly will be when my secret beoumes
kpown to him—you shall never consent
t6” become his wife, and that you shall
never reveal to him the reaton why you
decline todo so."” e

“Oh ! Thistome! SirFrederick Pink-
erton, you have no right to amume——

Nothing, mnothing can justify this
luxﬁua el”
o thought he had never seen her look

#0 beautiful aschelooked at that mument,
with flashing cyes, heaving bosom, and
burning cheeks.

He bowed and apread out his hands
deprecatingly. *‘FPardon me, but 1 have
ansumed nothing—nothing whatever, I
have specified a certain conditicn as the
price of my secret, Call that condition a
whim—the whim of an eccentric clderly
gentleman, who, having no wife to keep
him within the narrow grooves of common
sense, originates many strange ideas at
times, Call.it by what name you will,
Lady Dimsdale, it still remains what it
was. I'o apply a big word to a very small
affair—you have heard my ultimatum.”
He glanced at his watch again. *‘Ishall
be in the library for the next quarter of
an hour. One word from you—Yes or
No—and I shall know how to act. On
that one word hangs the future of your
friend, Mr, Oscar Boyd.” He salutcd her
with one of his incst ceremonious bows,
and then tumed and walked slowly
away,

There was a garden-seat close by, and
to this Lady Dimsdalc made her way.
She was tom by conflicting emotions.
Indignztion, grief, wonder, curinsity,
eachand all held posseasion of her. ‘* Was
ever a woman forced into such a cruel
pesition  before 7 she asked lLerscli.
‘¢ What can this secret be?’ Is thas
woman not his wife? Yet Oscar recoguised
her as such the moment he set eyes on
her. Can it be possible that shehad a
husband living when he married her, and
that Sir Frederick is awarc of the fact 7 It
is all & yatery.  Oh, how cruel, how
cruel of Sir Frederick to force meinto
this position ! What right has he to
assume that even if Oscar were free to-
to-morrow, he would——And yet——Oh,
it is hard—hard | Why has this task been
Jaid! uponme? He will be free,aud yethe
mostnever know by what means. But
whosshappiness ought I to think of fist—
hivormy-own? His—a thousandtimes his}
There is but one anawer possible, and
Sir Frederick knows it. He understands
a woman’s heart. 1 must decide at once—
now. There is not a moment to lusc.
But one answer.” Her eyes were dry,
aithough her heart was full of anguish,
Tears would find their way later on.

She quitted her seat, and near the end
of the wslk ahe found the same gardener
that the Baronet had made use of. She
beckoned the man to her, and as she
slipped & coin into his hand, said to him :
*Go to Sir Frederick Pinkerton, whom
you will find in the library, and say to him
that Lady Dimadale’s answer is **Ycs.”’

The man scratched his head and stared
at her open-mouthcd ; 8o, for safety’s
sako she gave him the message a second
time. The he secemed to comprelftnd,
and touching his cap, set off at a rapid
pace ia the direction of the house.

Lady Dimsdale took the same way
slowly, immersed in bittor though:a.
“Farewell, Oscar, farewell1” her hcart
kept repeating to iteclf, *‘ Not even when
youmm froe, must you over leam the
m .Il

Meanwhile, Mrs. Boyd, aiter lunch;ng
heattily with Lkind, chatty Mrs. Bow.
to keep her company, and after arranging
her toilet, had gone back to the room in
which her husband had left her, and from
‘which he had forbidden her to atir till his
tetuin.  She was somewhataurprised not
find him there, but quite content to wait
till he ahould thiuk it well to appear.
There was a comfortable-looking couch in
the rooi, and after a hearty luncheon on
a warm day, forty winks scem to follow
283 natural oorvllary ; at least that was

Estelle's_view of the present state of

Ouscar ' aflaits, But before settling among the

soft cushions of the couch, she went up to
tho gluss over the chimnuy-piece, and
taking a tiny box from hor pocket, openced
it, and, with the swan's-down puff which
aha found therein, just dashed hex cheeks
with the fainteat possidle seupgon of
Circasaiun Bloom, and then hulf rubbed it
off with her handkorchief,

“A couplo of glastos of Champagne
would have 1aved mo the need of duing
this ; but your cold thin claret has neithcr
soul nor fire in it," sho remarked to her-
self. ““How comfortable these Exnglish
country-houscs are. I should like to stay
hero for a month,  Only the people nre so
very good and, oh! £o very atupid, that I
knuw I sheuld tive of them in a duy or
two, and say or do gomething that would
make them fling up their hands in horror.”
She yawned, gavo o glance at hersolf, and
then went and sat down c¢n the couch. As
she was re-arranging the pillows, the
found & handkerchief under one of them.
She pounced on it in a moment, Inonc
corner was & monogram, She read the
letters, “X. D.,” aloud., Yady
Dimsdale’s, without a doubt,” she said.
‘Damp, too. She has been cryihg for
the lnss of her darling Oscar.” She
dropped the handkerchief with a sncer
and set hor foot on it. *‘ How aweet ic
is toha ~ one’s rival under one's feet—
sweeter .ull, when you know that she
loves him and you don't! ZILady Dims-
dale will hardly care to let Momieur
Oscarkiss her again. He is going away
on a long journey with his wife—-with his
wife, ha, ha ! Fools ! 1f they only kuew:’
The echo of her harsh, unwomanly laugh
had scarcely died-away, when the door
opened, and the man of whom she had
been apeaking atood before her.

After bidding farewell to Lady Dims-
dale, Mr. Boyd had plunged at once into
alouely part of the grounds, where he
would be able to recover himself in some
measure, unsecn by any cne. Of a truth,
he was very wretched. It seemod almost
impossible to believethat one short hour—
nay, even far leas than that—ahould have
sufficed to plunge him from the heights of
felicity into the lowest depths of misery.
Yet, so it was ! and thus, alas, it is but
to0 oftenin this world of unstable things.
But the necessity for action was imminent
upon him ; there would be time enough
hereafter for thinking and suffering. A
few minutes sufficed to enable him to lock
down his feelingsboyond the guess or ken
of others, and then le went in search of
Captain Bowood. He found his host and
Mia. Bowood together. The latter was
telling her husband all about herrecent
inturview with Mrs, Boyd. The mistress
vf Roscmount had nover had s bird of
such a strange plumage under her roof
before, and had rarely becn 20 puzded
as she was to-day. That this women was
a lady, Mis. Bowood's instincts declined
to let her believe ; but the fact that she
was Mr. Boyd's wife seemed to prove
that she muat be something better than
anadveaturess. The one certain fact was,
that ahe was = gucst at Rosemount, and
as such must be welcome.

When Mr. Boyd entered the room,
Mrs. Bowood was at once atruck by the
changein hisappearance, Shefcltinstinet-
ively that some great calawity had over-
taken this man, and her motherly heart
was touched.  Accordingly, wken Mr.
goyd intimated to hg]r and the Cahl‘)m}":

1at it was imperatively necessary that
and his wife S:onld saart jor London by
the five o'clock train, she gave expression
to her regret that such a necessity should
arisen, but othcrwise offered no oppo-
sition to the propesel step, as, under
ordinary ciicamstances, sho would have
been aure to do. In matters sach as these
the Ca;hin always followed his wife's
lcad. Five minutes later, Oscar Boyd
wel.t in search of his wife.
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Religion stands upon tw~ pillars, name-
Iy: what Christ d»go for us in His flesh,
and what he performs for us by His apirit.
Most errors arise from an attempt to acp

arate these two.
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A Bear Story.
Fram all ac.ounts, the larger portion of
the populat'on of the Pine mountain re-
gion, in Deleware county, Pa., is ut
present in emmnest jpursuit of (o mothor
of two bear cuba, about the size of rmll
puppice, which fell into the hands of two
tieherman recently, Fho fizhormen lind
sented themselves intho shidter of o rock
to rmoke their pipea and take a drink,
Ono of them, Jack Trumble, in siphting
over tho bottle atonangleof forty -five do-
grees toward ol opposite Lim, discover-
ed that it had “drawn bead” on two baby
beats,  They wererelling nad tuabling
over one ancther in play outhe upper sido
of an old log. Trumbell lowerdd the
buttle at once, laid it on the ground, and
startcd up the hill toward the cubs,  is
companion, a man by the namo of Her-
butt, followed him. The lLtile bears
showed no disposition toresis t capture,
aud tho men each touk ouo upin his
arms. The fishermen turnced to go back
after their fishing tackle and lotte, but
changed their minds before they Iad
taken a atep. On the other side of the
hollow, about_three hundred yards away
and coming dircctlyand mpudly toward
the apot whero they had sat down to se-
fresh themsclves, wasanold bear, It was
plainly the motherof the cubz, and Trum-
bell and Herbutt started for the nearest
clearirg with their booty. They expected
to be followed close by the old bear, but
thoy reached a lumber cabin nearly two
miles distant without having sceu any
sigus of her, An hour afterward, whilo
they were awaiting the arrival of a mes-
senger who had becr sent after arms and
mutition, with which the fishermen in-
tended to return in search of the old bear,
a Loy without any hat and very much ex-
cited, came running into the cuban,
“There’s a Lig bear up the creck,” ho
he exclaimed, “andif it ain’t diunk it's
crazy! I was fishin’down the creek, an’
jistas I worked myself ‘round the cdgo of
the big rock at the lower end o' the dark
hole, [ camesquare ontothe bear. It
wa3 rollin’ ’round om the ground, and
kickiu' about an’ kind o’ growlin’, but nut
like asif it was mad. Yust X thought it
had becn shot an' had got away, an’ was
layin' there givin® its dyin’ kicks. Then
1 looked agin' an’sco two fish poles broke
into a dozen pieces, an’ a fish line was
wound all round the bear. I was jst
goin’ to make a break for t'other side o
the creek to git away *fore the bear sced
me, but jist then it did sco e, an’ 1iz up
an' came right fur me, a sparmn’
away jist Jike 1've scen drunken raftmen
doin’. I didn't wait muchlonger, but jis*
pulledacross that brookan'madelorhere.”
The messenger came m 2 fow minutes
Iater, and Trumbell and Herbutt started
back with shot gunsloaded with buckshot
aftor thobear.  When chey reached the
spot the bear was gone.  Two lours had
passcd since tho boy had seen her.  Tho
bottle was found near where it had been
left. It was empty. This was explana-
tion enough to the hunter why the  bear
had not followed them. Uuable to resist
the temptation of strong drink, she had
tarried with the bottle znd driined ir,
When the boy camo upen the bear she
was drunk. She had awmused hiers 1f by
breaking the fishpults inte bits. Whate
under the influcnes of the liquer she had
forgotten all sbout her cubs, and when
the cifects had pasacd off) she hnew 1c was
too late to bo of any scrvico to them, and
at once bethoughts herself of her own
sfety. So well did she look out for her-
self that althouzh twenty men and bays
have been scouriug the 1cion ever swice,
they have not discovercd one trace of her,
It isauppencd that sake Las eluded her
pursuers in cne of the denso swamps
around the headwaters of the Delaware.
Four years ago two men named David
Rosenthier and  Ed. Lindedley captured
three cubs on Pinc motntan, near where
the above two wete found. A hunt for
days for the old bears was kept up, Lut
they were never fuund. Tho two cubs
captured on Saturdy are still at the cabin,

where they play about as contentodly ag
two kittons.



