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* -[For the TRUE WITNESS.)

THE DEAD CHILD.

Wyittem at the Request of the Parents of
.a Wenng and Beantiful Gtrl, whe died
‘st @uebeo, 1879. :
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[AIR: & The Ezile of Erin"]
’ry;s avs a8 I strayed towards the home of tbe

lowiy, " . .
“Whevo the fafr and the good havegone to thelr

i yent, ..
Like the )l:mllo that gleapr{s ‘on the brow of the

R 1)
m‘dny-ﬁoyd in splendor was low !n the West;
Through tke shades of the twilight hla last ray
. wad strenming, -
On the bgue ;x:jountnln-slde his last light was
caming, = . .. —
Like the radiance of glory that ever is gleaming,
Throuugx ht.t‘n.e dark shrouds of death, on the

e
kS

Istoed by the mound where the fairone wa*
sleeping--

Qreen, c‘;deon waus the grass on that sanctified

1]
Thomoox on the verge of the night-sky was
1 e]ree ﬂng-c;d daitl silent I trod
5 an .
1 sAuhod. :‘vethe {?::Zprxng-ﬂowers in beauty were

A seft, gegnrﬂg ltx:xt-’:.e'eze o’er 1he churchyard was

My ﬁnn:t}?a"‘v%g'c afar, where the pure light is

xumnu'yo:ri)l;:‘l{:t round the Throne of God.
I thomght of the one that was deep In the slum-
The sleeprt'hat shall end when the world 18 no
IXknelt o':]rofgé grave and I slowly did number

The rosary-beud, as the pray ars did outpour,
Y thought ef the world that was durkeniug

arcund me,

Of the woes, and the fears, and the pains that
suriound me,

1 thomght of the tles that to earth long had
»ound me,

Axnd sighed for repose on Eternity’s shore,
J theugzht how the sunjin the grand west was
sinking—
His coush 11t with hues, like the painting of

dreams—

Ithougzl:t how his steeds at its fountains were

; drinking, .

., To refresh and invigor when a new morning
bedmy,

iAnd I thouzht how the soul that was sleeping
did borrow -

New sirengih, llko the sun, when thedark cleuds
uf sUrrow

Had ficd from its face, and 1t shone on the mor-
row

In the mimbus of glory that immortality

gleams, .

And I wept then no tcar, for I knew that the
malden
S0 lovely, 40 pure and #0 glowing and fair,
In the rll':g iight of heaven, at, present, was
an

Witk the beauiies that die not, eternally rare.
“We sha ]| reeé thee no more, fulrest Minnle, ut
morning,
At evo or at noon, thy own heauty adoruing,
Bist wo think not on theo with sad thoughts of
mourning,
We kn?]:v we shall meet you In happiness
ore.

Tuen -'lolexy.l )rltlnule dear, where in sorrow we
ajd 12100
And rest Uil the note of thy triumph shail
ring:

ng:
Al! sleep In the grave that, in weepin
8 tain“:de ll;ee,ﬂ ke f 'h S
nstsined ay the flake from the wintry win
We'll pray for and thiuk of Minnle for eger—- &
Folges 1hee, our child—forzet thee we'll nover—
But walt for the hour when, ne’er_more to
Rever
When we join thee with saints and with
angals o sing!

Joserna IL. FoRAN,
Lawal Unlversity, Quebec, 1679, >

REDHOND OD0INELL

LE CHASSEUE &’ AFRIQUL.
CHAPTER T‘Z—Connsuznjw

4 Xeu are sure of this, K itherine 7’

# Qertsin, Gaston ; your poverty will be no
eobstrels to him "

4 Then be's a greater {00) than I tuke him
for,” thought Mr. Duntree. «It I were in hix
place, I wounld kick Gaston Duntree out of
the room. Good Heavens! if I should marry
1his girl and it should get to Marics ears!
JIf—1 sball marry her—come what mny.
Bight thousand a year ut siake, and Marie
the only obatucle In 1he way, and bundreds
of leagues of sea and lund between me awd
that obwtasle! There iz no turning back
BOW ; comaos what may, I shall marry the heir-
ess of Bourawood.” He turned to her with a]-
most real passion in his voice now.

#Kutherine,” he said, takiog both her
bands in his and looking in her eyes, ¥ what-
ever betides, for good or for ili, you will not
draw back—for good or for evil you are
mine I

She met his eyes full for the firs: time.
She as pnle, but there wus no tremor in her
~voice a3 sho slowly repeated his words.
Clearly and firmly théy came:

# Xoure, Guston—yours only, For good or
Jor evil, to the end of my lite——yours 1"

For good or for evil—cminous worda,

Fer good or for evil the vow was plighted ;
and she stood under the lnmps pledged to
Decome Gaston Dantree’s wife,

CHAPTER V,
BEFORE BREAEFAST,

Ix the bleak, raw dawn of the wet Qctober
morning, 8ir Jobn Dangerfield’s guests went
home. While the lamps still gleamed
among the flowers on the landing and atair-
ways, Mrs. Vavagor, trailing the yellow glim-
mer of ber ilk robe behind her, went up to
her ewn room-——went up with the fag end of
a tune between her lips, a feverish lustre in
her eyes, a feverish flush, not all rouge, on
her ehocks, lovking, as a hopeless adorer at
“the foot uf the stairs quoted :

** In ber lonely silken murmur
Likean angsl ciad with wings.”

The adorer had taken s great deal of cham-
pagee at supper and hiccoughs interrupted
the poetic flow of the quotation.

Be also had Mrs. Vavasor herself. Per—
hape a little of the brilliancy ot oyes and
color werv due to the Cliquot, but then a good
deal moro was owing to triumph. Every.
thing was going on 8o well, The litile debt
ske bad waited 8o long to pay off was in a
fair way to receive a full recwipt,

Peter Dangerfield was pliable ag wax in ber
bands. Guston Dantree was the man of al|
men whom she would bave chosen for Ku.
1herine Dangerfield’s sffisnced husband. And
8tr Jobn had passed the night in a sort of
earthly purgstory.

“4Poor old Sir John! the little woman
said, airlly, to herself; “ I'm really concerned
for him, He never did me any harm—

. -ni;:xy inbri:ipg, Hght struggiing feebly in the
| rocked " iirthe October gale,.the swaying of

1« it makes me think of old age, and death,

stormy."gray,sky. The ¢lms and beeches |.
the giant trees was llke the dull roar of the
sea. . She dropped the silken curtain with a

shiver and turned away. . ,
«It gives me the horrors,” she muttered;

and the grave. . Wil I live to become old, I
wonder? end will I bave™money enough Ieft
to pay hirelings tosmooth the last journey ?
This viait to Sussex will surely make my for-
tune, a8 well as give me my revenge. And
when—all is over—I will go back to Paris—
oh, my b-autiful Paris! and live the rest of
my life there. Whether that life be long or
short I shall at least bave enjoyed every honr
of it, And, my lady, I'll be even with you to
the last, and carry my secret to thegrave.”

She crossed over to the wardrobe where
they had placed her trunks, opened one, and
sook out a baok of ciparette papers and an
emhroidered tobicco-case.

¢ It's no use going to bed,” she thought.
«I never cun fleep ab these abnormal hours.
A cigarette will sooth my nerves better than
slumber.”

She begau, with quick, deft fingers, to roll
half-a-dozen cigarettes, and then lying back
in a luxurious arm-chafr, with two slender
srched feet upon the fender to light and
smoke. Oue after another she smoked them
to the last agh. The rainy daylight filled
the room as she flung the end ef thelast inch
in the fire. ’

She arose with a yawn, extingnished the
light, drew the curtaing aud let in the full
light of the gray, wet morning. The great.
trees rocked wearily in the bigh gale, n low
leadon sky lay over the flat, wet downs, and
miles away the sea melted drearily into the
horizon. In the pale bleak light brilliant
little Mrs. Vavasor looked worn, and hag-
gard, and ten years older than last night.

s Such a miserable moruing! What a
wretch I must look in this lgbt Captain
Devere prid me compliments last night, tell
ia love with me, I believe, at least 8RR much
ic love as a beavy dragoon ever can fall  If
he saw me now! I believe I'll go to bed
afterall.”

Mrs. Vavasor went fo bed, aocd her eyes
riosed in graceful slumber before her head
wus fairly on th= pillow, And as the loud-
voiced clock over the stables chimed the
quarter past ten she came floating down the
Stairs in a rose-cashmere robe de matin, and
all her featbery black ringlets afloat.

«Am I first, I wonder?” she said, peeping
in. #Ah, no; dear Sir Jobn, what an early
riser you always were. You don't forget your
military habits, thovgh you are one of the
wealthiest baronets in Susrex.”

Ste beld out one rlender white hand all
aglitter with rings. DBut ar he had refused it
lust night so the baronet refused the priflered
bandclasp this morving.  He stood tull and
stern, and grim as Rhadamauthus nimself,
drawn up tohis full height.

“We are quite nlone, Mrs.——Vavngor,

since you choose to call youreelt Ly that
name#, and we can aftord to drop private the-
atricals. I faucied you would be down be-
fore Katherine, and I have been waiting for
you here for the pust hour, Hurrlet Harman,
you must leave Scarswoud and st once,”
Sir John'’s guest Lad taken a tex-rose from
a glngs of flowers oo the breakfust table, and
waus elaborately fastening it amid the Inxari-
nuce of her bleck hair. She langhed as her
host ceased speakiog, and mado the rose se-
cure ere she turned from the mirror,

“That is an improvement, I think—yellow
roses always look well in hlack hair,  What
did you say, Sir John? Excuse wy inatten—
tion, but the toilette befure evervtbing with

us Parisiennes. 1 must leave Scarswood at
ouce ! Now, really, my dear baronet. that is
8 phase of hospitality it strikes me not
strictly Arabian. Why must I go, and why
at once "

“Why ! you ask that ynestion ?”

% Certainly 1 uek it. Why am I not to re-
main at Scarswood as lobe as [ pleare 7

4 Because,” the Indise officer said, frigidty
“You are not fit to dwell nu hour, a mmaute,
under the sume roof with—with wy daughter.
It you had possessed a womaun's heart, a sha-
dow of heart, one epark of wonnnly fee g,
you wuuld ncver bave crossed EKutherine's
path "

« Acain I ark why 1"

] have given you your anrwer already,
You are not fit—you are no associate for any

b

ti.

young girl. I know the life you led at Hom-
burg,?
«Youdo? And what do you knowof that

life to my discredit?’ Mra, Vavasor d .
manded, in her gprightliest manner, «J
sadly fear rome malicious person has been
poisoning your eimple mind, my dear Sir
Jokn, 7T recuived a salary at Hombu g, T ad-
mit; I lured a few weak-minded victims,
with more money than bruius, to the Kaur.
sanl; I gambled ever so little perbups my-~
aelf, But whut would you have? Puoor ljt-
tle women must live, pennilezs widows mune
tnrn their bread and butter, und I lasored g
cording to my Hght.  Who can blame we?
A pamhler’a decoy is8 not a very reputable
profession, but I did not select it because 1
liked it. As you ssy here in Englaud, it
was « Hobson's choice.’ To work I was not
able, to beg I was ashamed, And I gave 1t
up, when 1 heard ot your gnod fortune, for-
ever, I hope. I said to mywelf, ¢ Harriot,
child, why lead this naughty lifs any longer ?
—why not give it up, pack your trunks, po
back to England, and become virtuous apd
happy 7 Here ig8 your old frievd—well, ac-
quuintance, then —Colonel Dangerificld,n hyr-
onet now, with & magnificent extate in Sus-
8-x, and eight thousand a year. Youdid bim
yood service once—he is unt the mun tn for-
et pust favors ;. he will never senyou hungry
6r cold any more. Aud lapetite is thero—the
little Eutherine, whom fifteen yeure age you
were so fond of—a young lady, and a great
heiress now. To see her once monre, grown
from a lovely English Miss—what raptuie!”
She clasped her littls bands with a very
foreign gesture, and lifted two grent implor.
ing eyes 1o his iace. The baronet sighed
heavily,

“ Heaven help you, Harriet! You might
hava heen & better woman if you had Joved
the child or anytbing elge. But you nuwer
loved any human creature in this world but
yourgelf, and never will, I suppose it ig not | [
in your nature.”

Ilave you ever seen the swift pallor of aud-
den strong emotion show under ronge and
p-arl powder? It is not a pleasunt sight.
After the baronet's last words there was a

Ppoor old soldier. How plainly he shows bhis
abhorreace of me in his face; foolish, unciv-
ilired old man, It his precious daughter
Were Lot 80 wrapped up in her curled darling
8hke eculd not fail to seeit. I suppose om
handsome tenor propored 1n the Cunserva~
fory? What a capital joke it would be tn
Je! him marry her after ull, and then speak
out, 1 think I'l waitunti] the wedding day
Ab, my lady! my lady! You were g greut
peeress sud & brilliant woman in your day,
but you're dead now, and forgotten, and little
lI_inriol; ';hon:i you circumvented so cloverly.
ives still, and prospers, and hates ad
a8 ghe hiated yog nlige.'; 8 you dead
The fire still burned on the marble hearth,
the waxlights glimmered softly. Shg drew

dend pause, and in the dull, chiil light he
saw that ghastly change come over her.

% Never loved any human creature jn this
world 1" Bhe repeated bis words slowly after
him, then broke suddenly into a shrill laugh
«8ir Jobn Dangertiold, after half a century of
This life's vicissitudes, the puwer to be aston- | [
tshed at anything earthly should have left all
men aud women, but you are sixty ond, are
vou not? andif I ohose I could give you a
«limpge of my past lifu that would rather
take you by surprise. But I don't chonse—
+f lenst not at present. Truink me huartieas,
unprincipled,, without consclénce. or wom- | [
wly f eling—what you will—what doer uny-
-hine In this lower world signify except cont.
'y Groanes, gouvd wines, and comfortable in-

‘the window curtain and looked out at the

wumes? And that brings me back to tie

and looked up in his set, stetn face, with an:
aggravating emile on herown. . |

enjpg; if you should feel inclined that way,
my dear baronet, it willdo no good.
go. . But you are too much a soldier and a
gentleman to even .try to bully a poor little
woman like me.
in coming to Scarswood ; when that object is
attained, I shall leave—not one instant be-
fore.”

daughter,’—with
should be the best judge, I think, as to whe-
ther or no I am a fit associate for her.
Dangeificld appears to be a young lady in
svery way qualified to take care of herself.
And now, dear Bir John, as we thoroughly
undeastannd each other, suppose we take
breakfast,

the baronet nnswered, coldly.
‘man "—abruptly—¢ they say every man has
his price—will you name yours, and leave
Scarswood forever 77

—my price!"
Sir John, I dov't mind owning as much. I
Lave a price.
myself last night when 1 fiest entered Scars.
wood? I said <1 wonder if Sir Jobn would
warrv me if I agked him ¥
wonder if you would ?”

swered, with a look of disgust and contempt,
« ot ug keep to the puhject in hand, it you
please.
poruing.”

would not munty me. It's not leap year, 1
um aware, and my proposal may be a little
out of place. But just think a moment, Sir
John—what if toe telling of your secret do
ponded on it, and I should really like to De
y Indy—what then ?”

this kind I will turn you out of the house.
Am I to understaud, then, it is to tell you
have come Lither?”’

band tbat lay upon the broad window-sill,
clencned.
her, but thers was mortal fear and mortal
ungnish in the old scldier’s blue eyes.

safd.
you in the conservatory last night alone with
my nephew—do you mean to tell him 77

dow ; the widow sank down in its silken
cushions—all this time they bad been stand-
ivg—nud she flung back her little, dainty,
risgleted bead.

doubr, until Miss Dubngeificld appears, we
may as well take a seat.
the
nephew !
hunor to watch me, Sir John.
was in the cunservatory lust night with A,
Peter Dangerfiold.”

onet, what un imbecile you must think me.
Wiy should I tell Lim ?—a poor little peti-
fogring attorney.
—reud him, you know—annd he ia very large
print, indeed.
that stunds in his path to fortune l—bhetter for
them they bud never besn bvorn.
felt n touch of pity or mercy in ’his lite for
any living thing, and never will.”

groan. r
beew 8 life of terror since this inheritance fell
to me—fearing him, fe«ring you.

be i, I—thivk—I know [ would have braved
sll cougequonces and told him the truth, and

bas been one prolonged misery since we came
to Svarswood, I kuew if you were alive, you
would huot me down ag you have.
be better for me I were a beggar on the
strects.”

tirade with airiest indiffereoce.

she responded ; « nothing is easier.
yourselt npon your nephew’s renerosity —tell
i that fittfe episode.in both our lives that
bupproed in the Paiis howpital fifteen years
agu—tell him, and see how generous, how
wupnavimous he can be.  You saw me talk-
fug to him, you gay, in the conscrvatory last
night.
were talking about? Woll—ot Eatherine !’

mockivg fuce, and the derisive black eyes,
guswing the ends of his gray mustache.

told me he remembered her an jufant here —
in this very house, thau she wes two years old
whon she left Euglaud with paps and mam-
mn,
fifreen yeurs ago, but vaturally he did not.”

juke,

thy heiress of Scarswood, and wouald marry
ber if she would let him ?
night—"

asked Kitherine to marry him? And she—
what did she ray 7" .

unplessant—aud said uo as your high-spirited
daughter Knows how to nay it,
handsome. and Miss D ugerficld dearly loves
beauty.
thiupr—in that sionyg the rest,
Mr. Dangerfiold Inst night—etill I think, my
dear baronet, I shall hsve the pleasure of con-
urntulnting you upon the accession of a son-
in law.”

"« Whnt do you menn ?”

might not thavk soe for meddlipg with her
affuivs du caur,
stand well with the desr child.
ate a daughter can huve no secrets from you
—she will tell yuu all about 1t herself, no
doubt, befors the day ends. And, Sir John,

luave Beorswoud before your daughter'’s wed-
diny day, to return no muie”

He folt that bebiud her words a covert threat
lay.

Reventeen and not Likely to miarry for four or
five years yet.
Harrlet.
us-understand esch other \f wa can, I don’t
w@ant to be hard upon, yon, Heaven knows,

my dailiog’s happivess—sud you —gh.suraly !
of all the creatures on varth, you should be
the tast to barm her,
don't. hetray her—don’t reiv her life,
koow I ought to tell; hono, truth, with all
the instincis of my life, tirke mn to speak, but

Idarenatl”
alnr's volce.
fatber loved a child befors—hetter; I think,
than ever, if that were posrible. slnce thia

| point, and Ltell you coolly and’ deliberately] |
and determinédly, that I won't stir one:step-
from Scarswood Park until I sée fit.” -

She folded her bands one over:the othex'-,-"
7, et vy

« It is of no use your blustering'&na'f.ti;ﬁt'-i

I won't
I have sn object in view

[N TN Plogamanli TN 1Y 2 WU
# And your object is—1"

« A secret at present, 8ir John,
sneering

As for vour
emphasis—I

Miss

It is pastten, and [ am hungry.”
“1 never breakfast without Xatherine,”
# Mrs. Har-

¢ Now what an indelicate way of putting it
She laughed. «'Well, yes,

Do you know what I said to

And Sir John, I

“ 3rg. Harman,” the Indian officer an-

I am in no humor for witticisms this

« Which, translated, mesans, I suppoge, yon

w Mrs, Huarman, if yon say another word of

His voice brokea little, the strong, sinewy
He bore bimself bravely vefore

# For God’s sake tell me the truth!” he
% What have you come to do? I saw

‘There was an eavy-vhair close to the win-

4 As this cunversation will be prolonged, no

Su you saw me in
couservatory last night with your
I did vot know you did me the
Well, yes, I

t Aud yon told him all 7

4l told him—nothing! My dear old bar-

I only drew him out there

Woe to the man or woman

"hgvv,;.dsng'e_l_".gl.gﬂreafgened.‘r; 1f you keep silence
"there is notbjug to fesr. ~in.Heaven’s name,

forewer.” . ;o UL .
. She, dat and listened, without one touch of
pity for the love sho could not -fathom ; she
.sat and watched him without one softening
glance of the hard -eyes. There was san un-
plersant tightness about the thin lips, an al-
‘most diabelical malice'in ber furtive gaze.

. I will take ten thousand pounds, and I
will leave Scarswood a week preceding Miss
Deugerfield’s wedding-day. The sooter that
day is named the butter. That is my ultim-
atum . -

A wook before her wedding day! Why
do you harp on that? I tell you she has no
idea of being married for years—a child of
seventeen !”

« Aud I tell you she has. Children of sev-
enteen this year of grace bave very grown-up
notions. Miss Dangerfield had two propos-
als of marriage last night; one she refused,
one she accepted. If you have patience, your
future son-in-law will be here for his answer
before dinner. As EKntherine will be on his
side, your answer will be, ¢ Yes,’ of course,
though he were the veriest blackguard in
Eogland. If that tall slip ofa girl told you

swear it, and half believe'you were not per-
Jjuring yourself. Youare too old tolearn wis-
dom now, my poor Sir John ; but if you were
a younger man, I would try and convince you
of the tolly of loving, with such’ blind, dog-
ilike devotion, any creature on this earth. No
one alive la worthy of it—least of all a
woman. You would die to make her happy ;
nare, the soul of hounor, by trainiog aad in-
stinct, ycu are yet ready to commit dishonor
forhersake. And she—Iif you stand betweon
her uud this goodlocking ndventurer, seen
for the first time a few weoks ago. she will get
you down for a very tyrant and mouonster, and
run away to Scotland with him the instant he
nsks her. Ob, yes, she will! I'm a womsn,
sud I know my sex. They're like cats—
stroke them the right way and they’ll purr
furever; stroke them the wrony way, aad
their sbarp claws are into your flegh, though
yours the hand that has fed and curessed them
aull their life. Katherlne is no worge then
the rest, and when she leaves you and runs
away with him, she is only true to her foliue
nuture. I will take ten thousand pounds,
cash down, one week befire the day fixed for
Kuthie's wedding, and I'll Jeave Scarswoud,
uud you, und her, forever—with the secret
untold, The soomer that wedding day ia
fixed, the sooner you are rid of me.  And ['M
never como back—D'il never ask you for
another stiver. Nuw we understand each
other, and we'll get along comfortably, I
hope. Don’t let us talk any more on this
subject, it isn't a pleasant one ; ang, SirJohn,
do, do try aud look a little less like a martyr
on therack! Don't wear your heart on vour
sleeve, for the daws of society to peck nt
You know that tiresome storv of the Spartan
boy and the fox, or wulf—which was it? The
animal gnawed at his vitals, but he kept his
cloak well over it and bore the agony with a
smiliog face. I think the horrible litile
brute lays hold of all mankiud, sooner or
later; only Bome suffer and make no sign, aud
others go through the world howling aloud
over the pain. I have hid my wolf for the
last uineteen years—you would not think it,
would you? Don’t let everybody see you
have a secret, in your face, or they mavy find
it out for themeelver, if you do  Here comes
our little trurnt at last; and Dien merci, for

He never
1 kpow it!” the baronet gaid with a
#1 know it too well. My, life has
If he had
en avy other Rind of & man than the kind
rown myself upon bis geoerosity. My life

It would

Mra. Vavagor listened to this passionate

“ Thea go and be a beggar on the streets,"”
Throw

Would you like to knew what we

He stvod and looked down st the small

«Of Kntheriue," Mrs. Vuvasor said. «He
1 asked bim °f he recalled hep looks
Mrs. Vavasor laughed at some inward
“ Do you know Sir John, he is in love with
He proposed last

“ What!” the baronet cried eagerly ; ¢ he

#Cullvd biw a rickety dwarf—truthfal, but
He's not

Sbe resumbtles her mother in muny
She refused

¢ Exrcuse me; vur hanehty little Katherine

And 1 wish g0 much to
So affuction-

can fafely promise you thix much—I shall
Heo luoked atheriu painfal anxious silence.
u Befure ber wedding dny. The child isbut
Idon't kuow whut you mean,
For pity's suke sprak plainly—let.

would pour out money like water to secure

D't betray me—
I

kuuw o well what the resnit would be, and
A #tifled sub shonk the old sol-
4T love her nmiter. than ever

I am absolutely fumished !”

Clearing the last three steps with a jump,
accerding to custom, all futtering in crisp
white muslin, and lit up with bright ribbons,
Katherine came into the room, her happy fuce
sunrhiny enough to illuminate all Sussex.

«Late again, papa,” throwing her arms
round bim after hor impetuous fashion and
giviog him a sounding kiss;  but last night
wus un exceptional occasion in one's life; one
wag privileged to oversleep one's self thig
morning. Ob,papal” with a little flattering
¥igh, «what a perfectly delicious party it
was!”

“« My dear,” her father said, in a con-
strained sort of voice, “don’t you see Mrs.
Vavagor 7"

She bad not until that moment. In Ler
own happiness she had forgotten the very ex.
istence of her father's gusst. Her face cloud-
ed ever 5o slightiy now as she turned to meet
the little womau's guabing wrreeting,

 Dearest Kutherine—ob, I really must call
you Katherine—how well, how bright you
are looking this morning.  Look at that ra-
diant face, Sir John, and tell me would you
think this child bad dupced twenty.four
consecutive times last night? I counted, my
pot,” with ber tinkling laugh—¢ danced until
broad day this morning. Ah bow delightfyl
to be sweet seventeen and able to look like
this after a long night's steady waltzing.”

She would bhave kissed her, but Eatherine's
cryetal clear eyes detected the rouge on her
lips, and Katherine, who nover resisted an
impulee in ber whole life, shrank back pal-

ably.
P What!” Mrs, Vavasor exclaimed gayly;
# you won't kiss me, you proud little English
girl? Never mind, I foresse we shall be
great friends——don't you think so, Sir John ?
if only for her mother’s sake."

%My mother's sake!” Kutherine repeated.
# Yon knew m§ mother?"”

“ Very well, indeed, my dear—I was her
most intimate friend.  And you are like her
~like her every way—in face, in manner, in
voice. I sbeuld have been fond of you in any
cage, but ¢ince you resemble your mother ro
strongly, think huw I mustlove you now!”

CHAPTER VI.
ASKING IN MARRIAGE,

Mrs. Vavasor might be never so vivacious,
but it was a very silent, not to say gloomy,
meal. Sir Juhn sat moodily, eating little,
and watchiog his daughter with strange new
interest in bis eyea.  His perplexities seemed
thickening around him. It was surely bud
enough to have this obnoxious yisitor on his
bands, without an objectionable son-in-law
flung in his face willy-nilly aleo. Who
could the man be? He had not, if you will
believe it, the remotest idea.. He had been so
completely absorbed by his espionage over
the little widow all night that he had scarcely
once remarked his daughter. Who can the

mun be? He thought over the list of his un- |

married masculineguests and lit upon Cap.
tain De Vure, of the Plungers, a3 the man. .
« Aud if it be he,” the baronst thought with
an inward groan, ¢ there is nothing for it but
to make a clesn breest of it before the wed-
diog. And bow wlill it be then? Helsa
very henvy 8well, De Vere, and will one day.
write his name high in the peerage. He,may
be in love with Katherine now—how will it
be when he knows the truth? 'Heaven help
me ! was ever man 80 badgered as I am ?” :
Katherine was very silent, too; ever her
bearty girl's morning appetite gesmed to have
failed her. She trifled with what lay on her
plate, & tender half-emile on her lips aud in
ber eyer, Love iad taken away. .her appe-
tite, How handsome he had looked ! the mel-
low latap-light of the conrervatory streaming
across his dark, southern beauty. How
vobly he had spoken! And he had feared.re-

fusal—this darling of: the gods! He had

Harriet, mention‘any sum,_ you like, however
rexorbitant, and.leave this honss 'at once and,

to swear black was white, you would |

thought himsélf:‘tnworthy the heiress of
Bearswoad—he: who. was worthy the heiress
ofathromel . .. .0 oot

- 1 am glad I am an' heiress for- his sake,”
she/thought; #Ilonly wish"my . thousatids
-were millions!  .Oh; Géstonlto thjuk: that

your poverty would'be, any obstaclé to ‘me.

I am glad you are poor-~yes, glad,that I'may
give.you all'; that I may be in every ‘way-the
good angel of your life!” -

Mre. Vavagor chattering chéerily on all
imaginable suhjects, asked her a question.
It had to_be repeated ere ft reached her ear,
dulled by ber blissfal trance.” ‘She lifted her

dreamy eyes. R
¢« What did vou say, madame ?” C
Mra. Vavasor's rather-shrill laugh chimed

forth. Co :
asked her three times. No, my dear I'll not.
repeat my question'as to whether yow'll drive
me to Castleford if it clears up, a8 I see it is
going to do, being quite certain you will bave
otherand pleasanter compuny, Look at that
abstracted face, Sir John, and tell me what
you think.”

The barovet’s answer was a sort of growl.
a8 he rose abruptly from the table.

41 am going to my study, Katherine, and
I want to speak to you—will you come?*

« Speak to me, papa?’ Katherine repeated,
faintly, her color coming aund going nervous-
ly for the first time in her life.

#“Yee” He offered bher his arm, looking
grimmer than she bad ever seen him in all
her experience. ¢ Mrs. Vavasor will find
some other meuans of amusing herself besides
that drnive to Castleford. My carriage and
conchman are at her service if she really da-
Bires it."

“Very well, papa,” Miss Dangerfield ro-
sponded, with a meekness very different from
bher wsual manner of frank impertinence
which sat so well upon her. « Could he
know ?” ghe was thinkjog in some trepid-
etton. % Can heknowso soon? Did he see
us last night in the conservatory together?

and, oh! what will he say ?”

Mrs. Vavasor watched the stalwart, sol-
dierly figure, and the slight girlish form on
his ar.o from sight, with a hard, cold glitter
in her black eyes.

“Your coachman is at my service, Sir
John, bt your daughter iz not. And her
Royul Highness, the Princess of Searswood,
would mot let me kiss her this morning!
Like ber mother again, verv much like her
mothker indeed. And I have a good memory
tor all slights, littie and great.”

Sir John's study was a cosey roem, un the
same floor with the breakf st parlor, rnd com-
mauding & view of the entrance avenuu with
its arching eims. He placed a chrir for his
dunghter, still in grim silence, and Katherine
sauk into it in a little futter of apprehension.
fear was a weakness that perbaps had never
troubled the girl in her lifs. Whatever the
blood in her vefns, it wus at leaat thoroughly

brave. And,womanlike, it was more for her
lover than hersell she trembled now.

¢« Papa won's like it,” she thought. « Gias-
tou’s poverty will be adrawhack to him. He
will torget he wus poor himself only half a
year ago, and refuse his consent. No, he
won't do that; he wouuld consent to anything,
I think, sooner than see me miserable.”

 Kutherine,” her father began, sbruptly,
“Peter Dangerfield pruposed last night.”

Katherine looked up with sstart, Nothing
woy further from her thoughts at that mo.
ment than ber cousin Pater—she bad entirely
forgotten him and their quarrel of last night.
u I;eter? Ob, yes, papa, I forgut all about
it.

¢« Humph! highly complimentary to Peter.
I need bardly ask if you refused him, Miss
Dangerfield 7

“ Certaiuty I refused him!” Miss Danger-
fisld retorted, her spirits rising, now she had
found ber tongue, ¢ and his decluration ended
in no end of a row, The heiress of bears-
wood was & trifle slangy at times, « I lost
my temper—that's the truth—at one thing he
suid, aud spoke to him as 1 had no business
to. I'm rorry now, and I apologized, but I
know he'll never forget or forgive the affront.
He's one ot your nice, quist, inoffensive peo-
ple who go to church three times every Sun-
day, and who never do forgive anything.”

“ What did you say ?”’

Papa's volce was terribly stern—for him.
Miss Dangerfield hung her head in deserved
contrition,

“Papal you know what an abomipable
temper I've got, and still more abominabile
toupue—I called him a rickety dwar!.”

% Katherine I”

“I'm sorry, paps,” Katherine repented a
little sullenly, and not looking up, « I apol-
ogized ; it is all I can do; It’s said, and can’t
be recalled! Scoldivg will do no good
now." .

Thero was silence jor a moment. A pallor
that even her wiched words seemed too
trifling to call there overspread his tace.

* A bad business!” he muttered. * Peter
Dangerfield will never forget or forgive your
insult a8 long us he lives, Heaven help you
now, child, if you are ever in his power.”

“In his power! in Peter's! Katherine
said, litting het head haughtily, « What
nousense, papa! of course ! +hall never be in
his power. And he provoked me into saying
ity if it comes to that! What bueiness had he
to apeuk as he did, to inault—" Misy Danyer-
field pulled herself up with a jerk, and looked
up. ,
 Insult whom, my daughter 7
% Nuver mind, papa—=u friend of mine.”’

“Aud arival of his. Was it Captain De
Vere, Rathie 77

#Captain De Vere! Oh, dear, no, papa!
Cuptain De Vere cun fight his own batties—
he’s big enough und old encugh., He has
nothing to do with me.”

 Theu somebody else has. You are keep-
ing something from me, and that is not like
you, Kuthie. You had another proposal last
night.”’ -

Kutherine looked at her father in gheer
amaze,

“ Why, papa, you must be a wizard—how
do you find these things out? Did—did you
see me in the conservatory ?”

#I did not—I did not deem it was neces-

sary to place Kutherina Dangerfield under sur- |

vetllance at her first party.”

“ Papal” ‘

Oh, child! You compel me to say crusl
things. The world will watch you if I. do
not, and report all shortcomings.” o

# The world may,” Natherine said, proudly,
#«1 have dons nothing wrong—I know who
has told you—you would never play thespy ;
it was that odious woman in the breakfast
room. Who i8 she, papa, and what does she
do here, and how long is she going to stay?

I dou't know anytbing ubout her, but I hate

heralready. Who ia she?” oo
. .4 Bhe is Mrs. Vavasor,, Never mind her at
present, my dear—you are the subject under
discussion. We have not come to this other
lover yut—let us.come to him at once. Two
lovere! and yesterdasy L thought you a child.
Well, well! it 18’ the way of the world—the
female portion of itat least. Xatherine, who
istheman?’ . L o
-, She looked up—grew vory pale—mét her
father's stern, sorrowful eyes, and looked
down. o S
41t is—papa, papa! don’t .be angry. He

can’s help belng. poor—aud I-I like him—

Y -

«Wbat did I say madame! snd I have’

fo," with little gasps. _Oh. ng
You never were cruel to your ’llalg&i{&]}:"«
all your life-—please don't begin now » l
b H: atitzohd ve}ry‘.gnll, listening tq thig
urst with a-face ‘that . grew o ’
graver. . oo gr YOV mong
' ®And it needs such a preface ag this!
have to plead for him bufore even ¥o b
-hiliS neme. -~ 'Who is he, Kathie 7" '
he’got-up, fling her arms roung g;
hid ber face on his shogulder, ndiin,
# It 'is—papa, p-p-please ‘don’t
{€ Gaston Dantreel”. ‘ B Mg
. (To be Continued.)
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"LOVE,

——

I.

- "It i3 the most p-tent energy
That sways the human 8ul,
It tarills it o'er with pureat
When {tsgolden chain 's w
Its jznxge fs that of God,
Its hope is unselfish, high,
Iis charme serene and heuvenly
Its songs a jewelled sigh, '

ule,

, .

It elevates, ennobles man,
It elcetrifles the spirit,
Embalms the loveliest virtyes
With Its wisdora-crown’q merit ¢
It increnses Heaven's glory, |
Encirclen its saints with light
Adds grandeur to 1ty benuty '
And creates most perfect, sight,

II%.

Its crystal tides that brightly flnw ;
From the hearrts of the l.rus:a wod brays W

Are fed from Eternlty’s vast ogeny "
Whera the sparkling waters live

It is nowhere a foreign plant, )
It extends the earth around,

From the grateful Southery sol]
To the Northern icy ground,

f

1v. .
O, Love, the good, the beautiful,
Their worth demands 1t mind,
Love nll that's raalant, generogs tan
Love Lhe brave, the pure, the king:
Expand thy beart, exait thy will, '
Neel this bright imwmortaj ower
Thou'lt find i e'ar where virtae |jgs
In & sweet celestial bower, '

V. \

But, O, the love of God supreme |
Is far more splendtd s, ' s
It 1hs the eold and emply voiq, 3
And sunctifles the will};
It raises man divioely high,
Itshines in every uct, i
Al, would that unto me were given
Bright words Lo slog this fact,
BNGELIGUN, ¥, pr ),
Hamiltor, Ont., October, 180,
—_——————
THE HON. R. W. SCOrp AND THR
BHREACH OF THE PEACRE A
OTTAWA, i
. — bt
To the Editor of the ''nuvr Wityess :

Dear Sti—In the wuotlce ot the aboydl,
which appears in the last fssue vt your wigs iy
circulated paper, I regret that you huve, npflli
knowiugly, given the mutilated pablicatiofy
of my short letter which appearsd in thliy
Ottawa Free Press of the 22ud ult, the edite D
of which (from motives best kuowa (o himfy
self, and in derogation of the principles o
fair play) not only mut'lated wy lutier, by
tacitly refused to publish the statewent 1igl,
tended to muake. 4

1 now, most respectfully, eacloso you i
correct pubiluation of that letter, olippeill
from the Ottewa lerald of the sume date, ay
trust you will kindly give it publicity ia youllh
next jssue. 1 also encluse you a report o
the proceedings betors the m gistrute wh
tried the cbarge againet me of &reaking i
pedce, the substauce of which, couplod witjlh
the fact of the hon. geotlemau's ubssmce uly
that occasion, speaks of sumething vrfih
wysterious, to say the least of it, us yorlh|
roaders will easily infor, . 4

Your'8 obedisntly, B
D. O'Sunurvax, B

Ottawa, 2nd November, 1880,

To the Editor of the Herald: i

Si—May I bs permitted to ask the publi :'.-
throngh yvour colamus, 10 suspeud thete Judge b
ment in referencs to the cise ot ussaull reporiy
in Lhe Mree Press of vesterday. |

Wita your porlssion [suall give afall stawflly
ment of my sad casd in yOur vext lasua, & 4L,
which, owing to my distressed position, sod t .
the fuct of the hou, gentlemun’s surreptidoufio
polisessien of my valise, contaluiug all myR
valunble papers sod memoranda, 45 we'l ns myjl
ctothing, I dad great dittcaity tn emybotyiog R
bur, fortunately, I bave found & mewus of provllg
iog tnatthe hon, gentleman wis fuily awern d
when he sent tue repurtto the prosy. that by
wax stating what was untrathful, «tshogorsblefitl
garbled, and unjust; and thut by i eruel corflf ¢
duct towards myseif, he b-came « partlclpato
in the erlmv of & sauguinary cuclaYo by whon
I was robbed of my property, deprived of myRn
Hbertv, and thrown into a fetld cell tn the gadl i
at Dorchestr, N, B.,, where | was obliged b
support myself. or meet the doom of another ot §a

European, who died 1o the samo Bastile for ln
want of the common nec-gsaries of lite, only s

few months previous to my entering there, c{
Yous, &e., ¢

D, O'SULLIVAY. Jy

Ottawa, October 21 0
0

CURED Of DRINKING. o
u A young trivnd of mine wus cured of &2
insatiable thirest for Liquor, that bad so proe }:
trated his system that he Was unable todd o
any burivess. Hu was entirely cured by th .
nso of Hup Bitters. It allayed all that bury
ing thirst ; took away the appetite for Jiquer o
maude his nerves steady, and he has remaind
o sober and rteady mun for more thun tx
yenrs, aud has no desire to return o his cup
and I kuow of a number of others who havjl
been cured of driuking by it.'—From a lead-J ¢

R.R Official, Chicago, 1l l[<

FOR INDIGESTION NOLHING IS BET-R2
ter thun BROWN S HOUSEHOLD PANACEA R u
and family Lintment. 1t brings up the wiod @ &
from the stomach, removes the tacriblefl o
balling which is experienced by thp st|lfdrgrl, f
and streogtheus the stomach, without im-gl

planting un appetite for 8 rong drinks. 11+4 ;

MUCH S1nENEs3, UNDOUBTED“LYI:; .
with children, attributed to oihor canses,
oclcnnloned bv’ worms. BROWN'S VBRMI-%n
FUE COMFITS or Worm Luzenges, al-J d
though effectunl in destroying worms, mnlﬁio X
no possible injury to the mout dellcute chbild. §f v
This valusble combiuation has been uuocea!s; »
folly used by physicians, and found to be nt‘
solutely sure in eradicating worms, 8o hur’ .
ful to obtldren, Sold by all drug;_;ig;ll,4

cents & box.

T

* Holloway's Pitls—The chiefest Wonder ?f
modern times.— This incomparably @ d
¢ine increases the appatite, stwmzthmml tle 'd‘
stowach, cleauses the liver, corrects bi :’ﬂm- B
ness, preveuts flatulency, puvifies the gyd On:
invigorutes the perves, and re-instatus sou

1

Tt

‘ ! hes®
lealth. ‘The vnormous demsud for & ' x
Pi)ig throughout the globe astouishes eﬂ?;t 0
budy, and a siogle trial convinces the B 2 B
t seepticnl that no medicine equuls Hollo"gl i
Pilis in its ability "to remove all compls C

mcidental to the human race. They nl’:l‘ ¢
blessing to the affiloted, and a boon to ° g
thit lsbour under ‘internsl or externsd o fi
ease. The purification’ of the blovd, =4
woval of all’ restraint from the asoretive oy K
gans, nud goutle aperitive nction are thel:1 : f
lifio sourues of the extensive cumtl_ve range | o
of Holloway'sPills, ", "~ a

- }
L ——— swinell o

‘As a remedy to purify. the' blood, nos3 T
can be funud equal to Dr. Baxrbeot;"sl;emn ;,

dralke Bitters. Price, 25¢ per
ke, Sk g )



