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went out, arid sent Mrs. Brown in. As that woman passed through,
Mr. French, who had changed his poition to one near the hall-door, said,
in a low tone: '' Whatever you. see or hear, inanifest no surprise and
keep a still tongue."

After dinner was over and a few minutes had been spent in the
sitting-roon, Ned spoke about the parlor and music.

Please let these gentlemen go first, " said Kate. I have same-
thing to tell you alon1e."

So they went in, and left the husband and wife alone.
" You know, dear Ned," sie began, " how imui it costs Io live, and

how little w-e had to do it with when you were taken sick. Your
Lodge friends were vers kind in coninmg to watLh with you, and send-
in;- little luxuries ; but tiey never dreaied how dbstitute 'we wore,
and how muchuei we nîeeded uccessaries, and - But pleas don't go so
fast," she said, as they had arisen, and were aI-eady in the hal; "I
ain't done yet. And don't you believe 1 love you dearly, and care for
you, and would do anything to please you ?

" Certainly Katie. But what is the matter ?
C Oh, if you cnly knw-"
" Knew what ? "

cnew how I love you. 'No, not that. Ilow I tried to get along
without-"

Here she burst into tears, and could say no more.
CI Oih ! I can't tell you, after al]," sie said, presently, as they neared•

the parlor door. "You tust sec for yourself."
C Sec what?" he asked in astonishment, as sie opened the door, and

stepped baek, that he might go in 1irst.
She stopped in astonishmuent, as sie heîrself looknd into the parler,

and saw " The Poet's Paradise," and the other paintings, and the
statuettes on the brackets, and everything else she had parted vith for
money. SIe was speechless, and looked first at ber husband, then at
Mr. French, and then at the w'cýi<s of art.

"l Probably I can explain this best," said Mr. French, stepping for-
ward, telling Ned what the reader already knows, and then telling
hov lie htad the lithings retuîrnied to (lie parlor, at a given signal fromu
himj, when Kate was in the back Part of the bouse.

"But what about the baik?" asked Kate, smiling a bewildered
smile, through lier tears.

"l That was as I told you," said Mr. French. ' Mr. Boyr ton had and
now has money on dep'osit in the bank, which always ionors its drafts."

What bank is it?" asked Rate.
" The Bank of Masonry, which every worthy meniber always finds

a safe investment. IIcaring what you had said on one or two occasions,
and kpowing what your feelings were, I took the method I did to teach
you a little lesson. The wife ofa Mason may not know the unimportant
secret rites of the Order; but she may know of its workings of charity
and humanity, and of its brotherly love and pure and undeliled religion.
Ifithad not been to teach you your error, Mrs. Boynton, you might
nover have known from yltence came the succorftbataided you through
a crisis that is liable .to overtake all who dwell in this world of Entered
Apprentices; for our agents do not deal in ostentation, but imitate thoir


