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REST JAND COMFORT TO THE “*-
+ SUFFERING. . .

« BROWN'S HOUSEHOLD, PANACEA
has no equal for relieving pain, both interral.
and oxterpal, It.cures Pain in the Bile’

ack or Bowels, Sore 'Chroat, Rheumatism,

oothacke, Lumbago snd any kind of a Pain
or Ache, |
Blood ond Henl,.os its acting power is won-
derful.”  Brown's - Household Panacea,”
being acknowledged ns the great Pain.Ré-
Haver, and of double the strength of .&vy
.gther Elixir or Liniment in the world, shonld
be in every family handy for use when
wanted, ¢ ns it really "3 the best remedy in
the world for Crsmps in the Stomach, snd
Pains and Aches of all kinds,” aud is for salo
by a1l Droggisst at 25 cénts n bottle. [G26 °

P

Tt will most surely quicken the |

JOARRIED B STORN

" i g 4 . v N .

By the Author of “duy Earlscouri's Wife,*
! « A Wonderful Woman,” ¢ A Mad -
warriage,” * Redmond :

O’Donnell,” etc.

PART IIL.

CHAPTER IL.
AFTER THE CONCERT
* Thelamps are lit In the pretty drawing-
room cf the villa. Dinner is over, and the
one puest, the Rev. 1gnatius Lamb, site near
Mra, Ventnor's sofs, lulking esrnestly. The
ex:rector of St. Walburger {8 the incumbent
of a beautifal ittle church in the villege now,
pot so rich or g0 1are o gem certaloly as St.

° RECIPES.

LinoN COaxe,—Dake the yolks cff five
lemors. DBeat dem undil doy vas plack and
plae. Grade in one quart of nutmegs. Waah
off ens bind cff milk, und pud idin. Add
von bar of soap. Pud in von fricd orapges,
Let it remain jn de ovea ucdil you remova
id.

On10n Saran.—Get von good 6¢roDg, healthy
onien, und kill fd. Get a hammer und o poil
und drive toe smell oud off id. Soak id in
kerosers oil two reconds. Beil de opion In
de oven. Pour ce salud over de oniok undil
it regolved,  Put o little powder indo id nug

fire it cfl.

SADERRRAUT.—Got o small kraut una pud
idin & pail. Buy von pint off goed, large cab-
bages. Resmove de peel. Get von quard off
good, sweet vincgar. Cuop de vinepar up
indo small slices, Pour de cabbage over de
vinegar. Let #d remain undil id begins to
ferment. Den ead id ven ycu kave got a cold
in your head.

SHonTCcAKE.— (et & small bey to pick you
two quarts of berries at I cent a quert. Roll
de berries out mid a rolling-pin. Add de
julce of seven lemons. Dake one cup of ot
meal und a pocketful mid rye flour, Stir id
rzid a lead pencil No2. Cook it undil id gets
to a ecal-skin brown. If you expsct your
moder-in.law to subber, burn de bottom off do
cake a little.

Icz Creay.—In duv fisst blace, you got ten
bourds cff goot, swest, clesr Ice.  Be euredot
de ice vas not sour or mouldy or second-band.
Dake & hot flat-iron und iron it out smooth,
‘Wiap id around a dable-gpoon full mit cream.

_Led ia stond undil id cools ¢ff varm. Add
hot carryawsy eeed do suit de taste. Steit id
wit milk, und ead id slowly.

Bray Sour.—Boil four gusrds off vader
undil it vas brown. Bore a hole in de vader
mit 8 gimlet and pud in von cub of salt.
Den pur in von benn ; stir de bean around mit{
a proom-handle undil de bean resolves, Grade
in some horse-radishes. I1f you keep o
boarding-houses, put in some more vader. Cus
it up in din slices mit a hot knite.

Fieni—First, you vag go fishing, Dakealong
& hook und line and a half a dollar, and catch
s fish, Ged your vife to dress it for you.
Cook id Friday for dey irey, dey sey, bedder
on dat day. Hold an umprella over it ven 1d
vas cooking, 5o de flavor vill not get avay.
Got someone to pick de bones oud for you.
Ead it mid some pineapple doughnuts.

Lmvoorcer CumegsE— You get some skin-
milk, Skin it in de morning. Pour id indo

a tub. Paotin two flles. Ledidstand undil
id gets tired. Then led 1d sit down. Pour
de cheese into pails to -moula it. (Dot's

where mouldy cheese comes from.) Setid
out in de yard till id becomes of age. Build
8 fence around id, so dot Id vill not get away,
Ven de cheese begins to walk around id vas
ready to ead.

SpoNcEcaks.—Dake four bounds off damu-
lated sugar. One spoon full mit flour. Bake
two eggs, und deke de yolks cfl de eggs. Pour
in four or dree large, medium-sized small
sponges. Add von salt. Add von quart olf
molagses uf you can borrow id. DLake de
cake quickly pefore de children gets home
{from sckool. Pud id away in a dry blace
andil you vas alone, und den eadid, Sdir
de cake woll pefore you begin to comence to
cook id.

BrEFaTEAK.—Got vone pound cil round
tenderloin porter-house rack-steak. Pound
the steck mit a hammer undil it looks like
Iliver, Then run id drough de clothes-
wringer. Then you led de children play
baseball mid Id undil id vas dender. Pud id
off de pan. Change id on id8 both sides pe-
fore i¢ vas done, Wipeid off dry mit a wet
dowel undll it vas molst, Add de dowel.
Cook id undil you vas tired. Serve id do
some of your enemies.

MincepPIE,—Get a plece off rubber nnd cut
oud de under crust, HScollop de edges mit
de shears. Buy four bounds off cows’ neck
gt ope cent a pound. Ohop it up undil it
was chopped. Chop up vone peck off apples,
basket und all. Add vone yard of red flan-
nel cnd a pock of sawdust. Give id 1wo
coats off varnish. Cook it vone hour und
gixteen inches.

J. F, Pamsoxs.

New Haven, Gt.

‘——-———‘-’-ﬁ———“

Eprs's CO00A—TRATEFUL AND TOMFORTING.
—st By & thorough knowledge of the na-
tural lawe which govern the operations of di-
gestion and natrition, and bya careful appll-
cation of the fine properties of well selected
obse1 2 =rrs has provided our breakfnst
takics W delicatuly flavored beverage
which may save us many heavy doctors’
bills. It is by the judicious use of euch ar-
ticles of diet that a constitution may be
gradually built up until strong enough to
Tesist every tendency to disesse. Hundreds
of sublle maladies are floating around us
ready to attack wherever there is a weak
point. Weo may escape many a fatal shaft
by keeping ourselves weoll fortified with pare
blood and a properly nourished frame. —
Civil Service Gazeite. Made imply with boil-
ing water or milk, Sold onlyin packets and
tins (4 1b. and 1b.) labelled—¢ Janes Errs &
Oo., Homeeopatbic Chemists London, Eng-
1and.” Also makers of Erps’s CHoOoLATE
Essenos for afternoon uke.
S—————

$£200.00 Reward!

'Will be paid for the detection and conviction
of any person selling or dealing in any bogus,

couaterieit or Imitation Hop B5™" ees, especi-
- ally Bitters or preparaticne 1. the word
Hor or Hops in their num» - nnected
therewith, that is intended  .nislead and
cheat the public, or for any, preparation put
in any jorm, pretending:io be {be sume ns
Hop BirTEERS. Th_e:vgbn"ulnehaia clugi:er .of,
Gaszy Hors (notico this) “printed on .the
_white label, and are thé purestaq'dbea‘ti medl-
- cing'onl earth;. espectally. for; Kldney, Liver:
** “gnd Nervous Diseages; Beware'of all othier,
and of all pretenided formulas' o5 Feciépta of
Hor Birreas published in papers or for sale
o8 they are frauds and swindles. Whoever
deals in any bat the genuine will bs prose-

wouted,

Hor Brrrees Mre. Co,

Walbruger in the days of Mrs, Abbott—still
an extremsly pretty stiucture. Gothlc as to
style, medineval ns to paloted salnts on gold-
eu backgrounds, aristocratic ns to congrega~
tion, and all that there is of the most rituaiis-
tic as to doctrine.

Mrg. Ventnor, pallid, languld, gracsfcl, re-
clining on her couch, listeng with weary in-
terest. She bas & pew at 5t. Chad’s, and is
especizily anxious abeutthe suceesa of Mr.,
Lsmb's letest projsct—that of fousding a
convent and sn orphan asylum, on & grant of
lurd trcently presented to the chureh by
Colcuel Ventuor. The order is quite A now
ono, the Sisters of the Suffering—2r. Lamb
himself the founder, and to estublish the
mother House in Brightbrook, witk un asylnm
snd a day-school, 18 & prcject very near to the
reverend geotieman’s henrt.

u] gaw the Reverend Mother 1ast week,” he
fs puying to Mra, Ventror, ¢ and it was she
who proposed this concert. For obvicus
recsomE, it is more convenient at present than
either a picnic or fair. IMother Bonaventure
knows this singer—this Miss Jenoy Wild—
knew her before she eatered religion, you un-
derstand, avd Fpeaks of ber in the very
bighest terms, Her morsal character—Mliss
Wild’s, of conrse—ia perfectly unexception-
able. And sheo is more than willing to assist
us by giviog a concert snd donating the pre-
ceeds, She is sald to excel in charities in-
deed, and ig especialiy intereeted in orphan
children. In addition to her concert she
promises two huzdred doliars. All thir, with
the noble donation of your excellent busband,
my dear madsm, will enmblo us to stact
work at once, without incurring pecuniary li-
abilities. Everythiog is arranged, and the
concert tnkes place on Monday evening.
Miss Wild is at pregent in New York,
bat will rench Brigbthrook on that day.
May I hope, my dear kirs Ventnor, that you
will endeavor to be present?”

« 1 go nowhere of late,” Mrs. Ventnor, re~
sponds, Ianguicly, ‘' us you are aware. My
wretched health, you know—but assurediy, if
possible, I will be present at the concert.”

« And Miss Olga-—we may, I presume,count
upon her without fail 7

The docr opens ag he speaks, and the Rev,

Ignatius pauses, and is consclous of a shock
—not an unpleasant ono, He holds distioct
views upon the cellbacy of the clergy, and
has always advecated toem, but at this mo-
ment he feels that nader certain influence, a
mon and an Anglican priest may be untrue
to the convictloda of his lite, and yet be ex-
cusable.

She cofles ip, tall, slender, white-robed,
her lovely halr falling like a bath of sunshine
over her shoulders, her gold and snowy
drapery tralling about her, a faint flush on her
cbeeks, a starry light in her blue, blue eyes.
Behind ber comes her falthful shadow, Frank,
and the Reverend Ignatius frowns slightly,
apd realizes that handsome distant consins
are o most dangerous and objectionable class
of men,

u My dear, how late you are,” mazama mur-
murs, a8 Olgs stoops and kisses her; “we
baveo dined without yon. Dr. Gilsop, you
know, is most peremptory on the point of my
alwaygs dining at the same hour.”

¢ Pray make no excuse, mamma—it does
rot matter in tho least,” Olgs eays, gaoily,
¢ Frank and T will dina fete-a-fcte. Wehave

been quarrelling sll the nfterncon, and cun
recommence Over cur goup. Anything pew,
in Brightbrook, Mr. Lamb? What of tue new
convent ?"

¢ Qlga thinks of remouncing this wicked
world, and going in for Mother Abbess.
The role would suit her, 1 think. BShe bas
rather the look st thia moment of a vestsl
virgin—a Norme—n Priestess of tho Zun.
That gort of people never cared for anybody
but themeelves, and were made of ice-water
more or lees, I believe.”

« My dear Frank, how often have I told
vou that sarcasm i not your strong polrt?
You mean to be cynical, but in reality I am
almost sure I would like it. The habit of
the Sistersof the Saffering is in admirable
tuste—a trained black robe, a white coif, and
iong black veil are always plcturesque and
becoming. What of onr fair, Mr, Lamb—or
is it to be a picnic "

Mr. Lambexplaine. Itis to be neither,
It is to be a concert—a ballad concert, with
Miss Jenny Wild as prima-donna, and Mor-
dsy noxt is the appointed night,

it Migs Jenny Wild ? Jenny Wild? I do noi
know the name. Who isshe? doyou know
her, Frank ?”

. Never heard her—heard of her though.
Sings in character—ballads chiefly, and is
very popular. Good coutralto they say, buc
geldom comes to New York. Itis not to be
supposed you would know her, Kiss Ventnor
—scampering over the fuce of the carth as
you have been for the past five years. Come
to dinner. I do not know how it may be
with you, but I am consumedly haogry.”

Teey go. Frank may be in love with the
exquisite face across the table, but that fact
does not impair his appetite to any serious
extent, If itexists, it Is perbaps a love of the
eyes, not of the beart, for he 18 distinctly
consclous of being much more comfortable
away from his ador«d one than with her.

Her presence, her triumphant beauty, have
upon him the effect of a foever. Huv seeks to
woo and win her, and he feels that if be suc-
ceeds he will be in a state of unrest and dis-
comfort all the rest of his life. Bhe exacts
toomuch ; her ideal is too high; he can
never reach it; it Is always uncomfortadble to
dwall on the heights, 8till the family ex-
pect it of him,and to show the white feather
in lova or in war is not the nature of a Liv-
fpgston., In an off-hand sort of way he has
been making love to.hls pretty cousin ever
since he can remsember, but to distinct pro.
posal he has never yet come. In his pocket,
to night a letter lies from his mother; nrging,
.entreating, commanding bim to speak bufore
.he leaves Brightbrook, Busineas culls him
away on Tuesday next, and the Rublcon must
be crossed betwesn then and now. He is
‘notm mervous youug man As a rule; but,
‘truthito tell, the thought makes hlg heart beat
in little quicker. . Perhaps it iz mot. to his
discredit that he is a trifle afrald ot this regal
10}gs. + Hela not the firat man who has feared |
this obill, white goddess. This{s Thursday.
evening, Ho has still one, two, thiee, four
days aud nights to screw Lie courage to the
sticking-place, and put his fato to the touch,
#win or loge it all.”

I will speak to-morrow,” he thinks, iook-
ing at her acroes the out flowers and orystal,

Ranhagtar. N V.

tHano $ all 1 whe shanld T ha afraid .

* Prajse as yon may, when the tale 1g done
8She-1s but a4 mald to be wooed and won.

‘But.to-morrow comes Bnd he does not
speak., He does not feel sentimental as It
chancep, and no fellow can propose in cold
blood, And Saturday, and Sunday, and
Monday: come, and still golden silence
relgns, and his fate hangs in the balance.
And Monday evening is the evening of the
concert, and thers is no lobger chance or
fiime. 7 :

Ibe whola Ventnor family go. Olga in
Indian muslin, with touches of crimson here
and there ir. her pale, crlsp draperies snd
laces, is, a8 ever, bewildering. A {falrly
tashionable assembly fills the hall, and Miss
Ventnor finds an acquaiatance who geems to
know all about the mnusical star of the
night, .

i A very charming songtress, I assure you,”
the lady snys. «She travels with her guar-
‘dlav and his wite—German, I believe—and
has s very sweet and powerful contralte, with
an odd sort of pathos in it that most people
are captivated by who heor her slag. I have
seen her give nearly o whole evening’s enter-
talpment hersell, sipging cong after song, in
charicter, with a rapidity and power quite
amezieg. It I8 very good of her to profter
her services in this way ; but then eho ia
gnod ; it is quito like her. She is the most
geuerous sud lerge-hearted creatore o the
woild—and beyond reproach, I assnie ¥ou ;
in »ll quorters Miss Wild is most highly
spukan of.”

# Yes 7' Olga says, ludifferently, She iz net
much interestod, naturally, in Miss Wild or
Lier character. Her gzlass sweeps the hall,
and she is busy acknowiedging bows. It is
something of a Lore to be here at ull, after
gensons of Patti and Nilsson sbroad. Still,
it is for Mr. Lamb, sud sheis Olga Ventner
—naad noblesse oblige.

The curtain rises ; tho stsge ia bandsomely
decorated. A slim, dark young man, with
great Italiau eyes and accent, appears, and
gings % Let }ae Like A Soidler Fall,” in a very
fine baritone voice. Then there isa piano
golo—Ligz¥s ¢ Runpeodie No.2,” performed in
a masterly manner by Herr Erizcon, and then
Miss Jenny Wild is before them, and ¢ Love
My Love,"is ringing through the concert-
room, in a voice that makes even Olga Vent-
nor, difficult us she is, look up in plenced
surprie. And looking once, she looks again.
The siager, n tall, finely-formed young
woman, dressed simply enough, in dark silk,
is u person to command from most people a
gecond glancs. It is bardly a handsome faze,
but it is & striking one; the featnres are
good, the eyes dark and brilliant, and with an
intensity of expression uot often seen. There
is vivid dramatic power in ber rendericg of
the song—the voice has that sweef, touching,
minor tone Olga hes heard of But some-
thing beyond all this strikes and holde Miss
Ventnor. * Asin s glass darkly ” she seems
to recognize that face, tbat voice. She kuits
her brows, and trles to recall. In vain—
Miss Jency Wild refusesto be placed. She
concludes her song, and disappears in the
midst of a tumult of applause.

 She is really a very fine einger,” Olga says
to the lady by her gide, ¢ but it iz the oddest
thing. I sesm to have seen and heard her
somewhere before.”

« You have attended some of hef coocerts,
perbape 7’ the lady snggests.

« No, it connot be that—this is the first
concert I bave attended since my return to
America. Frank!" imperiously, ¢are you
asleep? What are you thinking of, sitting
there, with that dazed look ?”

« Of Miss Jenny Wild. Somewhere—in
gome other planet, perhaps—I must have
met that young lady before. Ah! she is
good-natured, she responds to ths encore.
Hers she is again.”

Miss Wild resppears, bowing graciously to

the hearty call she had received. Her fine
datk eyes calmly sarvey the house, and lift
and rest for the first time on the Ventnor
party. They fallon Frank Liviogstor, aad
meet his puzzled glance full.
A glight flush rises to her face, a slight
smile dawns aboat the lipg, then her graceiul
figuro is drawn up, and she issinging # With-
in & Mile of Edinboro” Town.” The cld
ever welcome favorite {3 listened to with do-
light, and a great basket of flowers is present-
ed to the singer. Olga hands Fraok her
bouqaet.

«I'hrow it,” she says; ¢she deserves it.
She sang that deligbtfully. Mis:s Jebny
Wild is wcrth coming to hear. But,
ob! wheras bavel seen and heard her be-
fore 7

Frank throws the cluster of white roses
with unerring sim-—it light sat the feet
of the eongstress, She stoops and picks it
up, and sgain that slight glance and flush and
smile rest on Livingstone, a8 she bows and
quits'the stage. ’

The Italian sings again, Herr Ericson per-
forms & ringiag rondo, ard Miss Wild eings
the grand aria # Nabuco” trom Verdl, quite
magnificently, and sgalin is raptuorously en-
corad. Once more she responds with another
Scotch song, % Sleeping Maggir” and once
more her eyes Jook and lipger with evident
amusement on the protoundly puzzled face of
Frank Liviogstone., Then the concert is
over, and they ave out in the sweet darkness
of the June night.

wWho is Miss Jemny Wild?" cries
Olga, impatiently ;1 hate to be puzsledsod
she puzzles me. Frank,I command you!
find out all abous her,and tell me why bher
face and voice sre so ridiculously familiar,
And ghe has evidently seen you before—she
did you the honcr to Jook at you mors than
once in the most marked manner.”

it ] go to-morrow,” is Frank's answer, ' and
whether T shall ever return to discover Miss
Jenny Wild's antecedents, or for any other
Teason, depends entirely upon you, Olgs, and
what you will say to me to-night!”

The hour has come—the two are alone,
lingering for a moment bhefore saying good-
night and going in. They stand on the
pinzza ; the June stars shino above them; the
silence of midnight is around them.

She glances at him in surprise, she Is
bumming « Within a Mile of Edinboro
Town,”

« For 1 cannot, cannot—wuannot wunnot—
wannot buckle to!” she sings, and then breaks
cft to laugh.

“ What a tragical face! What a despoerate
tone! What a drama’ic speech! You go to-
morrow, and whether you will ever retarn
depends on what 1 will say to-night! Reoslly
Frauk, the concert and the impassioned sing-
ing of Miss Wild have been too much for you.
Must you really go to morrow? 1 am govry.
Hurry back.” ’ '

« Are you sorry, Olga? Shall you miss me?
Do you caro for me, I wondsr, the very least
in the world ? Oh, you know what I mean!
Do not laugh at me, for God's sake!” with al-
most angry impatlence. You bave laughed
.ot me lnng enough. I love you,Olgn 1-—I
want youto be my wife!”

The words, thought of so long, came
‘abruptly’ enoggh—roughly, indeed. He sees
in her faca the  famillar, mocking look Le
Enows foll welli—s loak mnothing seems to
have power to goften or change. Butat the
irritated passion of his voice and face, it dies
out, and she Jooks at him with smiling, gen-
tle, half-nmused eyes.

# I like you €0 muoh, Frank, that I am
gorry von hava gald thia. - Yoo do not mean

it, do you ? We have been playing at flrta-
tlon il our livés, and, by mistake, you Lave
fancied the pliy. emnest:to-nixht. Youn are
pot in love with me-—you do not want me to
be your wife.- You would be miserable if I
saidyes, and yor know it. But fear not, .I
am not going to say yes.” i

«Bayitand try? I will rlsk the misery.

All my lifs will be devoted to you—every

thought of my heart, if you will marry me,
Olga.” .

‘Marry you!l' she repests; marry you,
Frank! There Is that in her tone makes
Livingston redden angrily and throw back
his head. She laughs a little in spite of
herself. ¢I never thought of such a thing
in my 1ife, she eays with cruel coolness.

« Do ycu mean to tell me’ the young
man demnandg, in no very tender tone, ¢that
you do not know it was s compact made and
agreed to years and years ngo?’

¢« Neaver ! she answers, with onergy, ‘never!|

In euch compact I haa 2o ehere —of guch
compact I never heard. Oh, yes!’ contemp-
tuously, in reply ito his indigrant glances;
¢I havs heard hints, inuendoes, seen smiles
and wiss glances; bat do you think I heeded
them ? They ore the impertinences relatlves
goem o think they have a right to. There
{8 but one person on earth who has n right
to eps:k to me of such a thing—my dear
father—und he hes bsen silent, And 1 do
not cara for you, Frank—in that way. I
am very ford oi yon—thore never wus a
tima when I wpa not, 1 think,’ she gays, and
holds out her hands with the aweet, dluring
emilo that makes men her slaves, ! there
never will come a time when I sbsll not
be. But pot like that, Thore i3 nota
friend I have in {ikis world 1 would not
roouer, lose than you ; 8o sbake hands, and
forget ond forgive all this. Let us ray
good-night and good-by, and when you xe-
turn—say in three or toar weoks—yon will
have forgoiten the {fancy of to-might. Do
pot look cross, Frank, it does not become
you-—and come in.”
$he slips her band through his arm, and

ha!f laughing at his moody face, draws him
into the house, Tho gas burns low in the
drawing-room, the pisno stands open; sho
strikes the keys ss she stonds, smiling over
her shoulder, and &ings:

‘The fairest roce blooms bat a day—

Good-by !
The fairest epring must end with May,
and you and I can only say :
Good-by, good-by, good-Ly V'

CHAPTER III.
AFTER LONG YEARS.

The morning that follows this night of
the concert is bleak and raw for June. A
drab sky frowns on & sunless world ; the
wind is us much like November 8s the moanth
of roses, and the wecather-wise predict
raia. But in thls threatening state of the
weather Miss Jenny Wild bires a pony
carriage, and starts all by herself for a drive.
Not for any aimless drive—she seems to
know very well where she wants togo. She
is very plainly dressed in black, a straight
datk fizure sitting upright in the little car-
riage, a black straw bat, with a blue veil
twisted ronnd it, on her head. Bhe pulls
this veil over her fece as sha drives through
the villags, and glancing hardly to the right
or left, taking the woodlund road, and pulls
up at the Red Farm, evstwhile Sleaford's.

Hereshe sits aund gazes for a long, long
time, with darkly thoughtful face and brood-
ing eyes, at the dreary and deserted house.
There her most miserable childhood was
spent ; working in that kitchen her most
miserable girlhood wore onj; in that attic-
room how many supremely wretched nights
of cold, and paip, and isolation, and heart
break the child Joanna struggled through!
In that adjoining chamber her merciiess
task-master had met his fate, sand padsed to
bis dosth. In that parlour, with is shatter-
ed panes, how many o jolly revel that beou
held, in which her part was only additional
drudgory. And yet she hnd liked them too,
thuers were lights and musle, aund langhter
sud dancing, and youth, and at one of them
she had first seen Frank Livington's gay,
bhandsome face—the same tace, older, man-
lier—ghe had looked upon sgain last alght.
Out of yonder broken gate she had watched
him comeone never-tu-be-forgotton morning,
with his fair little cousin in his arms. Last
night he had sat by that fair young cousin’s
side, and listened to her singing. Always
these two are asecciated in her mind, and al-
ways with o sense of dull mortid piin. In
that gloomy kitchen she first saw Geoftcy
Lamar, the true, noble-hearted iriend who
had done all in his power to lift hur oat of
her migery, aud out of herself, Here wild
Joanna suffered and slaved, was beaten and
girded at; from here she flad oot into the
world, with George Blake! And to-day she
migbt have been George Blake's wife, if
chunce—or Providence—had not thrown in
her way Frank Livingston, and 5o in a mo-
ment changed her whole life.

She turns from the eerie spot at last, and
goes on to Black’s Dam. Here, too, time
and decay had lain their ruinous finger. The
old mill, ber shelter and solace so often, has
fallen to utter decay ; the pond is almost dry
—silent desclatfon reigns, She turns from
it with a sbudrler, sud drives awny. Great
drops of rain sre beginniog to patter, but she
cares almost as iitile for a wetting now ag in
the old deys., She drives to- Abbott Wood—
tho old gate-keeper lives still in tho vinoe-
wreathed gothic lodge, but he can give her
no vews of his missing mistress.

Alawyer trem the clty does everytbing
that is to be doue in these latter days. Of
Mrs. Abbott or Mr. Gecffcy no one seelas to
know anything. The rein falls bheavily as
ghe drives through the lovely, leafy avennee,
up to the grand, silent, sombre house. Toe
blinde are down, the shutters closed, it looks
ag it were mourning for those it had loat.
She does not go iv, though she is invited to
doso by Mrs. Hill. Bhe feels she caunot
look nt those fair, empty apartments, filled
by the haunting taces of balf a dozen yenrs
ago. Her own is among them, the restless,
uabappy, almless Joznna of seventesn. BShe
is meither aimless noc restless now. She hag
found her niche aud work in life, and they
sult her weli. Bub happy? Well, she is
hardly that, and yut a very diffzrent, » muocn
wiger, gentler, nuble Josnuna then the dark,
discontented protegee of Geotfry Lawmar,
Softened and good, she has grown, through
years of kindness and affection given to her
1avishly and loyaliy by the Herr Profeasor
and Madame Ericson. All that Is best in
ber has ita day at last. Ot frionds she has

many; of lovers she has had hor share; of |

admirers more than she cares to remember.,
And lovo bas redeemed her, and. ‘Mlgs Jenny
Wild' is all that they say of her, and more,
giving of her abundance to all why ask . and
need. L .

‘Chat afternoon Professor Ecioson acd bis
family, as he calls them, lenve Brightbrook.
By the morning traln Mr, f'rank Livingston
has gome up to:New York, and whily Mles
Wild is recalling the days oi her youth, he
is eplnning along, a clgar between his’ lips,
the morning paper {a his band, far from the
scene of Liis duspair, ‘Truth to tell, he looke

anything but despering this morning, in a )

most becoming Eoglish suit of the very

roughest groy tweed, fresh vigorous, good-

looking, alert.  Broken-hearted at his rejec.
tion be bas & right to be, and. may be, but a
broken heatt id..becoming to some people
and Livingston T8!apparently one of them,

In his secret soul there is pather a senention
of reliof, that as the train bowls along it

| bears him in-its'throbbing bosom nfree man!

‘He has done what destiny and his Maker and
the united houses of Ventnor and Livingston
_expected of him, and che ald no, sud there
i8 no appesl;” And when Mr. Livingston
dies, and worms ent him, whatever the imme-
diate cause may be, he Is comfortably con-
vinced it will nut ba love. Sbp, in a falrly
cheerful rhood, he eurveys his iellow-pnsaen-
gers, untolds hia Brightlrook paper, and reada
what the musical critic of that sheet has to
say about last night’s concert. Miss Wila is
lauded, and Livingston is disposed to laud
algo. She sang remarkably well, avd looked
vorv imposing. That graud aria from MNa.
buca’ is still riaging in his oars, snd it oc-
curs to him once more to wonder why her
face should bs so oddly familiar, Not o
pretty tece, ho decides, but o good one, &
striking one, and once seen not easily foruot.
ten, And then he turns to another column
and sutjsct, and forgets all about it

He epsnds three or four duys in New York,
among old friends ©ud old haunts, His
principal object in cowing to town iz to
tell his mother the result ot hia proposal, and
80 make an end of ithat business once and
tor ever, but his mother has gone on a visit.
Re proposes to follow ker, for he hnows itis
a subject on which she is more than anxlous,
put ic is zows tkat will keep, and he does not
harry himself. On the evenirg of the third
day he sees by tho bills that Miss Jenny Wild
is to give one ot her character concertr, ang
mskes up his mirnd to go.

« Porhaps I shall be ablo to place ber this
time,” hs thinks, * and so getrid of ber s!to-
gether. I beliove I was dreamisg of her half
the nigkt last night.”

So, a littlo aiter the commencemest of the
concert, Mr. Liviogstoo saunters in, and
finds « large and fashionable gathering.
Mapy of the faces present are familiar; one
lady ia a privats box bows, and smiles and
beckons, and in a jew moments he is shaking
handa with Mrs, Van Espsseluer acd ber
daughters.

&S89 glad to meet yon once more, my dear
boy,” thet great snd gracions laay exclaimsy,
s and looking so exiremely sunburned and
well. We heerd you had returned with the
Ventnors, and wore staying with them at
that charming villa. And how ia dear Mrs,
Ventnor, and tke lovely Olge, atier their pro-
longed Earopean tour ¥

u Mrs. Ventoor is much s usual, aud Oiga
is rather lovelier than usual,” says Frank.

¢ And when are wo to congratulatayou, Mr,
Livingston 7' says the elder Biss Van Rens-
selner, o dashing and daring brunette, but ot
quite so young a8 she used to ba. rAhlwe
hear more than you think, we stay at homes.
We expectcd Olgs wounld have captured a
duke at least, so many tich Amerlcnn girls are
making brilliant matches this year. And
yet there she is, la belle des belles, back agsin,
and—a3s we usderstand-—unattached! DBut
you can open the mysteries, no doubt?

¢I only know Olga refused half the peer-
age ! says Livingston, with calm mendacity.
tAg for your very fiattering hinte, Miss Van
Rensselser, you do me too much honor in in-
ferring I have anything to do with it. I
might aa well love gome bright, particular
star, sud so on, 28 my beautiful cousin Olga.
Such daughters of the gods are not for im-
pecunioua artista like mysell. Abl hero is
Migs Wild, and as Mareuerite, singing the
famons “Jewel Song.” How well she 1y
lookiog, and in what capital voice she is to-
nlght.’

*You have sesm her before 7'
Van Renseelaer inquires.

«QOnce before, at s concert 1ast Mondany
pight. Her volce bas the ringing of mouu-
taiu bsells! and what pathos sond «dramatic
force she has! Shke weuld make o fine -

Miss Brenda

tregs. Tt strikes me Misa Wild grows un
me. I like her better now thaul did even
then,’

«ph! she is lovely, cries Mies Brenda,
gushingly. «Wa are ths greatwst friends,
Sho is received by ths very best people.
Shke is psifszctly charming in private llfe,
and, unlize rnost artists, always so willing to
sing. She comos to us to-night after the cou-
cert; mamma has & rcception. [ think her
diawing-room sorgs ate even more beautifal
than ber stage singing.”

tt Como and make her acquaintance.” snys
Mrs, Van Rensaeluer graciously.

# Thanks—I wili,” Livingston responids

He is exceedingly taken by Miss Wild;
he loves music almost more than he does
art; and her voice, her look, are 50 sympa-
thetic that they draw him irresistibly. Be.
gider, Le wants to discover what is that
familiar look about her that so perplexes him
now.

«Who is Miss Wild 7’ he aeke, as, in the
midst of hearty applanse, she qnits the stage.

‘Ah| who, indeed ¥’ returns the elder Miss
Van Ren:selser. ©Find somebody to answer
that, if you can! No one knows; she arose
first u little pale star out West, nnd went on
shiniog and enlarging until she is the star of
first magnitude. You Bes hernow. Hark
to the clapping—she will returs foa moment
—they slwuys ercore her songs. Flatteiing,
but rather a bore, I should think., Xere she
is; what will she give us now, I wonder?”

An hour later he stauds in tho Van Rens-
celaer drawing-rooms, and nwaits his iatro-
doction to the cantatrico, He cannpot tall
why he is so vividly interested in her, unless
it ia cansed by that puzzling familiarity, Bat
interested and impatlent as he iz, and as he
has naver beec to mest sny artist ot the kind
before.

« Mr. Livingston, Miss Wild)’ says simply
his hoetes¥, aud he looks down into two darlk,
jowel-like eyes, into a smiling fuce. Heis
consclous of bowing and murmuring his
pleasnre—another moment and some one elee
has claimed her, and she turns—|s gone. .

He looks after her with knitted browsand
ever despening perploxities. That tall figure,
that gentle, earnest face, those great, gom-like
eyes—they are in Bome mysterious way ng
well known to him as his own fiuco in the
glass, He tries to approach her more than
once sy the eveuipg wears on, but sghe is
always surrounded. The charm of - ¥ man-
per evidently carries all before is, ns well ue
the charm of her voice,

Presently, when hels about to giveup in
despalr, he hears her singing, and makes his
way to the piano. The worda she sings he
has never heard before—the air is tender and
very sweet i~ :

* My darling ! mydarling! my darllpg!
Doyou know how I want you to-night?

The wind passes, moaning and snarling,
Like some evil ghost on its flight; -

On thed lwaL street your lamp’s gleam shines

redlys - - e .

You ard sitting alone—did you star

As Ispoke? Ind you guess at this dBadly
Chill pain in my heart? D

Out here where the dull rain 1sfalling, ..
Just onge—just & moment—-I walt; = " .

Did you here the sad voice that was callibg:

+Your neme, a8 I paused bg.lhe gutel? .

It wasjust a mere bresth, ah, I know, dear, ’
Not even Love's eara could have hesrd ;

- But, oh, I was hungering 80, dear,

For one littte word.

Ah, me! for & word that could move you,
Like » whisper of magical ars!

| she sings him the songs he likes. .
{would be mcst encouraging. preterence,

“| nblined o-morit
" | iyed; ofthat thera can'be ny doubt;

Iloveyou! Ilove you! Ilove you!

There 18 no other word!in my heart—’

She Jooks up; her eyes mest hir. Hag ehe
bsen conscious of his presence there il
along ? Her bands strike the wrong chords ;
there 18 & Jar and discord ; & flash rises over
her faca; she langhs, and suddenly breaks of,

¢Ob, go on! hslf a dczen veices cry,
¢Lhat is-lovely.’ i '
.« 1 sing it from memory, Miss Wild saps,
‘1t is & little poem I lit wpon the other day
in a inagazipe, 'fud it seemed to fit some
music'I had. 1 will sing you sometbing
better instead.’

She sings tKathleen Mavourneen, gpq
looks no more at Fiank Livingston. He
stands wondering, and of ,bis wonder findicg i
no end. He tumms over afxsently sorze sheets ;
of music bearing her namo, and as he does §
8o, from one of them a written pege falls,
1t is the sonp she has broken cff. Instantly
he cummits petty larceny, and puts is iu his
pocket,

Tt will serve as an excuse tn cail uron
her and reetore her property,” thinks !K:ain
tartiul dodger.” «Firnd out wkto sheisl [
must,or I ehall perish miserably of curiosity E

« Kathleen Mavournesn ” is fiplshed, pod
she maltes a motien to rise ; but her listenors
geem insatiable.

# Oaly one more—one little, little one, dear
Miss Wild, " o young lady eays.

She pauseg, glances at Liviogzlon's obhso:d-
¢d face, smlleg, and begins “ My Ain Ingle-
sidn” Aud then, in gngsecond, like a flash
a shock, the truth burits upon kim., Re hss-i
keard that gnng before! la the drawing-rosra
of Abbott Wood he has heard the same voice
slng it! He stands pstrified, spell-boung,
brestbless, his eyes on her fuce. Nleaford's
Josuna! Yes, yes, ves ! the reddish, unkempt
hair, shinlng, dark, becomiogly Cressed, the
gweet voice perfected, womanly, sweet, but
gtill—S8leaford’s Josnna !

How it comes about he does not knuw, bot
five minutes later he is standing with ber
ulone, both her hands ciasped close in his.

w1zis!” he exclaima; ¢ I cannot be mis-
telien, 1t is Joanna !\’

« Sleaford’s Joanna,” she anawere, and %os:s
slowly fill her eyes, though her lips sre
smiltag. ¢ Isaw you koew me, puzaied ag
you looked, and thought the old song wonld
put an vud to your evident mizery. Yer,
Mr. Liviegstop, after ail these years, it iz
Joanna.” :

vaAnd I am the first to fied you,” ke ssye,
triumphantly ; «that's & good cmen. Telt ;

me where you live. 1 must ccme {o see you
and talk over the old days. Youshull et
muke s stranger of 50 old a iriend, Joauas.”

S0 old n friend!" ske deaws sway her
bhunds and langhs. # Wero yeu aud I sver
friends? Ab, yrs, come ard rFce ms. It i
does mu good to look ata Dilghtbrook tecs, J
And I a2 glad—yes, glad, that yoors is the §
ficst.”

wAnd tkat is Sieaford’s Josune,” Living-
ston thivky, going bhome throuzh tre ciiy
atroete, Ieeling dezed and in a dream, * fair,
stately, famous! What will Olga ray when]

tell her this 77
CHAPTER 1V.
{C CARRIED BY STORM.” 4

When Frank Livingston carries his blight- ¥
od sftections away with him from LUright- [}
brook and his fair, cold cousin Olgs, it ir, s |
kas boen sald, with the intention of sesing :§
his mother and making an end of that, snd
then starting off for a summer sketching
tour through Canads and British Columbia, |8

That was his intention. Ths last week of 3
June is here, and 8o is Mr. Livingston, 3
Cunada acd British Columbia—places misty,
atur off, unseen and undesired. Three weeks §
have come and gone, warm, custy weeks, |8
and every doy of these tweuty-ope daye bas !
sren him by the side ot Mise Jenny Wild,
and for more hcurs a day then he crres to
count.

Mlss Wild is still singiog—not every night,
but ono or two evenings a wesk, Steiss
favorite with tbe musical pu:iie, andher coo-
cotts are always well st-cuded., Oa tie
cights stie sings « slendw <nd exceedingly
bandsoms young man mey be vbserved in aae
of the front seats, drinking in with entranced
looks every note of that sweet, bell-lke voics
Miss Wild on the stage, in trsiling silks and
gtags adjuncts, is a very impoaing and grace
ful person.

She bas a face that lights up well, datk;
puls, and clear; grest star-like vyes, ard the [
most beautiful smile and teeth—the youri 4
gentlemsan In the frort geat thinks—ia all the R
world. She 18 hardly handsoms, et timet §
ghe ig8 positively plain, but yet thers &re §
others when, flushed and sparkling witk
excitement and applause, Ler dark eyee
shining, she is brilliantly attractive. She
pos-esses i on eminent degree that mng- |
petic unkuown face, quite apart from hot 8
beauty, and catled tascination. Her smile
enchants; her eyss hold you; her woice |§
haunts you; her tricks and graces ot manner 53
captivate before you know it. Where the i
charm exactly lies uo one can tell, not her g
most bewitched admirer, but it 1s there, subtle |2
and irreeistible. 'I'ne tomes of her voice, the §
words she says and siogs, the light of her
eyes and her smile linger in the mismory of §
won after lovelier twomen ara forgotten. B
Perhops it is a littlein her atoundicg vitality,
ber joyous life, her lavish largeness of heatt,
that has room and to spare for 01l who come. §
Friends, admirere, lovers, if you will, ehio baé g
many, and foremost amonyg them Fraok §
Livingsten. For Frapk Livingston to be B
ln love, or what he culls such it g
no new experience. He has loved msty
women, and been cared for, mors O
less, & good deal, in turn, Handsome 1=
souciant, inconstant, ho ig yet o gallunt 6o
gracieus youag fellow, for whose faults fait
flirts are quite a8 much to blame as hig oWl
intrinsic infidelity. ‘Three weeks 8yo 8
young ladv refused him—at present he ig the ‘
ardent admirer ot another, In any cace 2R
would bave taken his rejection with philodo-§
phy, and consoled himself promptlj—poS g
sibly with some good-looking young EQUA¥
if he had gone to British Columbie. He has
not gono to that chilly land, acd Mies Jepny
Wild, tho songstress, has found favour ia
my lord's sight. , She bewitches him—ber
force of character, her great popularity, the
pumber of his rivals, the evident pregarence
ghe chowa bim, tarn his head. Heigno®R
past exd future, he lives ln the prosent—t
the sunlight of those dark, entrauclug ey®:
He #psnds every afternoon by her sida, 1n tbe
park, in the streets, in her parlour.. He
sketches her in half a hundred attitudes=
he is painting her portrait—he ia perfectif s
happy !
ror
qnite make her out.
welcome him always ; she takes his
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Miss. Witd—well, Livingston canst!H
Her eyes and &m
pougueth
Her door® B

are open to him when closed to all the 1'0;: :
of the world.. And something In all th“
puzzles him. . 1f it were any one Blsabut ‘
this, 18 Joanna, and Foauna 13 different.
‘does not uaderstand her.” He, 1s'by no “‘“’:o :
sore of what hier answer would be, if he %¢' B
to spenk to-morrow, - She ke ‘
put 1§
he were to say, “Joanns, will you be :a’;
wife 7' he hag very strong doubts of whab o
snswer would be. Bat he has no intentd

(Continued on Third Page.) .



