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Cuarter T.

“Ah me! how long ! how long ! Another
Christmas come and my darling still
away. No money to buy her a ticket;
no, not a cent. Debts upon me who never
knew what it was to want before,and the
worst fate of all, 2000 miles between my
dear Louise and me.”

Snch were the words, quietly but sadly
murmured by a young and handsome
man as he sat on a cleft of rock on the
bay shore, one evening in the end of
November, two years ago, It was five
o’clock and the sun had wheeled round
in the horizon to the west. The day had
been frosty, but the sun’s brilliancy and
unusual heat for that season of the Cana-
dian year, had warmed the atmosphere
and cast a mellow glow over the sleeping
waters of our lovely harbor. There he
sat like a lonely exile, watching the line
of light that played across the bosom of
the deep, as if following it in spirit to his
native land. But it did not lead him
quite so far. Betwixt it and him was an
object far dearer to his heart just now,—
his one treasure upon earth, the idol of
his life, his young wife. He had married
her the September of 87, in Melbourne,
Australia. Nineteen yvears old, a very
picture of loveliness, accomplished in
music and literature, he had won her
heart from many suitors. Yet he was
nct known to her long. A young Irish-
man of good family, fresh from the Dub-
lin University, patriotic and dashing; he
was a splendid specimen of the present
generation of his native Erin, and soon
attracted towards him the daughter of
an Irish mother and an American father,
born on Australian soil. No fortune hut
his talents and virtuous education, her
mother opposed the intended union,—
but all in vain, for Louise was not 'the
girl to reject the man she admired, pen-
niless though he might be, for one whose
wealth was his only recommendation.

Months passsed and Louise Hardiman
was still unmarried. A certain Mr. Mer-
ton continned to visit Mrs. Hardi-
man’s family, for Fred Hardiman
and he were intimate companions,
school-mates a few years ago, and
now went shooting and hunting to-
gether. Mr. Merton had wealth, was “a
good shot,” could tell a good tale, give
a good laugh, and he was the man after
Fred's own heart DPares cum paribus
congregautur is the old adage, and never
did it appear more true than in this case.
The young men were inseparably to-
gether at clubs, dances, reading rooms,
lectures, tea parties, and so on. For
more than two years had Mr, Merton
been paying his attentions to Lonise
Hardiman and though she treated him
with courtesy for her brother’s sake, she
never really could like him as much as
she desired. Still there were times when
she felt as if she couid love him, he was
so like her brother in his manners and
by his unnatural though acquired habits
of criticism, often drew from her an un-
willing approval in the form of a laugh.
Her mother would not oppose this union
and well Louise knew it, for Mrs.
Hardiman doted on her only son, and
whom he liked, had her approval. At
this time there was yet no one on the
scene whose character Louise might
contrast with that of Mr. Merton where-
by she might be able to draw the line of

distinction  between genuine and
counterfeit worth. Later on many
men sought her acquaintance and

rose in her estimation each one
higher than another, leaving Mr. Merton
at the lowest degree of comparison. Yet
strange to say, for so it sometimes is, he
was the very one who was most confi
dent of success and persistent in his suit.
He had money and his highest ideal of’

. woman’s fidelity was,that she could love

him best who counld most afford to deck
her in all the varying fashions of the
hour. And the Australian sunshine
without doubt has much todo in making
its fair daughters love the gaudiness of a
flash dress. But Mr. Merton had not
for the first time in his life, mistaken
and misinterpreted the feelings and
tastes of the object of his suit. She had
penetrated his judgments, had,sounded
him by many expedients and delighted
to indulge his vanity at his own cost.
It was u:eless to teach him by any other
methods than those of experience and
his wisdon:, she saw, was never innate
but only to be acquired. One of those
many suitors she had long concluded
would be a worthy match for her. Like
herself he possessed, she thought many
tastes so natural that they ruled him in
all his rctions, and many attraciion of
head and heart that were
commen to her as well. Tall, gentle-
manly, dignified, Le bore himsslf with
grace on all occasions, but it was pain-
fully apparent that a vein of pride per-
meated and disflgured his many other-
wise excellent qualities. Yet might a
wife's amiable character, good judg-
ment and gentle rebukes, be successful
in wiping the stain away, and then
would he not be simply perfect. So she
had long thought within herself till one
afternoon crossing the street in front of
her own door one of those pleasing in-

cidents of a life time formed an item in
the book of her existence.

For three days it had been raining as
only those in Australia know how it
can rain there from time to time. Floods
literally swept along the'streets of Mel-
bourne carrying everything before them
a8 high as the door steps of the houses of
the great. Only the most urgent busi-
ness could drag people from their homes
for forty eight hours past, but to-day be-
ing the third, the down pour had slacken-
ed changing into a mere mist in the
afternoon, through which the br lliant
sunshine glowed and the only remnant
of the storm remaining on the pavements,
was the deep slush accumulated here
and there.

Louise Hardiman had been on an ur-
gent call to the post-office and returning,
about to cross the street to her door, she
found herself barred by the deep deposit
of mire along her path. Suddenly there
came along a young man, who, perceiv-
ing her difficulty immediately requested
her to wait “a moment.” In four min-
utes he was back from a neighboring
lumber yard, a large plank on bis should-
er which he placed across the street to-
ward the door steps, and taking the fair
girl by the hand, guided her cleanly to
the opposite side. She bowed her grati-
tude and smilingly looked him in the
face for an instant during which be rais-
ed his hat,said “thepleasure infinitely out-
weighted the trouble” and turning aside
looked at the plank sunken in the slush.
After a minute’s pause his dress coat
was thrown off and placed on the iron
railing in front of the house, his hands
delicate and round went into the gutters,
the board was uplifted again and return-
ed to its place in the lumber yard. Once
more he came back for his coat but this
time to have a better look at his admirer
—the girl to whom he had just rendered
8o trivial a service. What a little thing
will sometimes stir up the fiame of love
in our hearts and how small a trifle will
extinguish again the bright bubble so
lately floating on the surface.

Louise Hardiman was at the door
when Edwin Milligan returned and re-
quested him in to wash his hands. He
politely declined to give her the trouble,
saying, he was at present staying at the
Victoria hotel quite contiguous, doffed
his hat. again and hurried away. The
fair enchanted went in, her cheeks color-
ing as she mounted the doorsteps,twitted
merrily by her brother, Julia her cousin
and Mr. Merton, over what they were
pleased to term, her disappointment.

Two months passed and she had not
once again laid eyes on her friendly
gallant. Many a time when passing on
the side walk the smoking room of the
Victoria hotel, did she slyly glance
through the window to catch his eye, but
in vain. His features however were
sculptured on ber heart, the sweet
muzical accents of the Dublin English,
still rang in her ears, his tall supple figure
floated before her in the shudows, and in
her dreams he seemed to be the one man
in all the world whose image she could
nol tear from her soul. Yet these were
only the shadows;the reality the sub-
stance had gone. Was there any hope
that she might ever see him again?
She may or she may not, it
was difficult to tell. But why did she
desire it? What did she know about
him more than that he had done for her
that day what many another man
would also have done, even Mr. Merton
himself. And beside, why did he seem
to have so little desire to make her ac-
quaintance? Surely she musttry anddo
at once what time and distance will one
day accomplish, forget bim and remem-
ber only his kindness as alesson to do
likewise to others. She struggled to do
so, but in vain. An indefinable some-
thing about him seemed to have made
4 lasting impression cn her heart and
his image ever rose before her eyes with
a vividness that could not be more dis-
tinct. “What a mystery is the human
heart,” she often thought to herself dur-
ing those moments of remembering him
“and whocan regulate this flame of af-
fection when once it is lit? Does it not
seem as if there is a magnet of attraction
between thisstrange young man and her-
self whether mutual or not I can’t tell.
Oh! would that we met once more?” and
she threw on the table “Robert Elsmere’
which she had been reading, or trying to
read, for her mind wandered from every
line to another than Robert, his equal in
philanthropy and his superior in physi-
cal charms.

Caarrer I1.

It is the evening of the 2nd of Septem-
ber, 1887. A coach rides up to the door
of the parsonage of the Rev. Mr. Waller
in the Rangatata valley, Victoria, Aus-
tralia, A young lady alights and is wel-
comed by the Rev.occupant of the cot-
tage with a thousand cald wille faithes in
genuine Irish fashion. They talk to-
gether for some moments, her baggage is
hurried in and its bulky appearance
evidently indicates that she intends to
remain for some time. Indeed soit was,
for Mr. Waller had some weeks before
given her a pressing invitation to come
on her usual annual visit during that
delightful month in the Australian val-
leys, and to which she had replied in the
following short letter:

DEear Cousiy,

How delighted I shall be to visit you
when mother is a little better from her
late attack of which we wrote you. Itis
all the more pleasing to me to see you at
this time as I wish for distraction from
some strange and facinating feelings that
have come over me. Don’t imagine it is

any foolish sentimentality or love fit; it
18 not ; and yet I can’t well say what, or
define it.

The young gentleman visitor of whom
you spoke, will, I fear, not find me as
agreeable as I would wish, so pray, you
must excuse me to him if I be rude.
His poems in the “Argus” are my delight-
ful reading; why does he not write over
his own name that people might be able
to make his acquaintance? I know one
girl that loves the poet through the
poems.

Expect me next week;
Your fond Louvise

Three days bring her to next week,
and the fourth day sees her arrived at
the parsonage. After herself Mr. Waller
and wife had talked for some time
about the friends in Melbourne, they
turned the conservation on this young
gentleman visitor. He was an Irishman
from the same old sod as Mr. Waller
himself, a gentleman in the true sense,
a poet, handsome, warm hearted like his
countrymen and like them too, rashly
brave. “What’ said Mr. Waller waxing
eloquent in his eulogy “it’s not because
he’s my cousin I say it, nor because be's
a son of the Emerald Isle, but heis in
truth what I believe him to be, the pur-
est, noblest, bravest young man in this
country today and that's saying a great
deal. The Irish youth of today are not what
they were when I was aboy. Then slavery
was engendered into the peasantry of the
soil ; the bone and sinew of the land were

nursed in servility by their unfortun®
ate fathers, who cowed and_lifted their
hats at the scowl of tyrant fand agents.
May heaven protect the man who has
broken the chains of slavery which fet-
tered my countrymen so long.”

“Pray, who is that man?"” said Louise.
“Parnell, I suppose.”

“Yes, he surely, chiefest of all, and
O’Connell before him, Papist though he
was. How proud is it not for us to know
that the Protestant sons of Ireland are
they who have always fought for her
freedom most. Does not this ' alone
prove to us that the very spirit of liberty
dwells in the heart of Protestantism?
And here, to-day, sweet girl, you shall
see for yourself an illustrious instance of
what freedom can do to make a perfect
man, even in a land where the sun of
liberty has only yet touched her shores
with a single ray.”

“Where is he ?” broke in Lounise. “You
only excite desires to to see him.”

“He’s in the garden, reading, and I
shall go and fetch him,” jumping from
his chair.

Mr. Waller was a man whom the pure
air of colonial liberty had evidently made
a “Home Ruler.” In the days of- his
education, Irish Protestant clergymen
were loyalists of a very stern type. But
those prejudices had long since evapor-
ated beneath the clear skies of Australia,
and he for some three years past, had
grown proud of his Protestant country-
men, Isaac Butt and Parrcell. Never,
however, did he feel more elated over
his opinions and feelings concerning
what freedom would do for his native
land, than since the arrival of his cousin,
who had not been born when he left
the old sod.

Louise and Mrs. Waller are still chat-
ting in the little parlor, when suddenly
the folding doors are drawn aside and in
comes Mr. Waller with a tall, graceful
young man leaning on his left arm, his
finely shaped head erect between square,
broad shoulders, slightly thrown back,
and a very mass of bushy, dark, brown
hair, giving him all the appearance of a
kingly personage. There was a smile on
his cleanly shaven, handsome face,when
Mr. Waller introduced him as his cousin
and the author of the “Argus” poems, to
which he had referred in his letters.
Louise rises and trembles with vivid
emotion. Edwin bows, colors slightly,
and a look of surprise passes over his
face.

“My gallant friend, the object of my
dreams and subject of my thoughts,”
cried Louise, recovering herself, and ex-
tending to him her hand, while Mr. and
Mrs. Waller are left in wondering amaze-
ment. Edwin shook the outstretched
hand warmly, remarking, “When I first
met you, Miss Hardiman, it was under
very different circumstances,was it not?”

‘“Very, indeed,” was the brief response.

“What|” said Mr. Waller, astonish-
ment written on. his face, “can it be
possible that two, who, for life were sep-
arated by the ocean till a few weeks agp,
could have met before? Imagination,
girl ; you are mistaken, surely ; and you,
Edwin, how poets do dream and fancy!
Well! well!” and he laughed a big
laugh, turning towards Mrs. Waller, who
remained mutely divining the mystery
that seemed to hang around the whole
affair.

“It is go, Lowever,” returned Edwin.

‘““And I am happy to-affirm it,” said
Louise, her eyes sparkling with joy, “and
to think that I have once more met the
man who so impressed me with his un-
selfish kindness and bearing when I
least expected it, that I have not since
been wholly able to forget him fora
single day.”
| “Ha! Ha!” laughed the rector, “I see!
I see! this js surely the same old story,
love at figsf sight. Louise colored deep-
Iy and then her ‘rev. cousin added, asif
to distract attention,, “Weéll I'm glad to
know it ¥ny how, for.it confirms all that
1 had heen faging to'jou a while ago.”

“Miss Hardiman,” interrupted Edwin
“I did for you only what, in the circum-
stances, I would have dcne fcr any

lady,but to-night is the proudest night of
my life to think that I have done it for
one esteemed by my cousin.”

“‘Cousin,” repeated the rector, “we are
all cousing. She and yon are blood
relations of mine and yet, I,as far as I
know, am the only connecting link be-
tween you hoth.”

“And a golden one it is,” said his wife
laughing a laugh that seemed to come
like a burst of music from her heart.
Lounise and Edwin also laughed and
looked again and again ateach other
while Mr. Waller sat down and seemed
the happiest man living.

The whole story of the first and ac-
cidental meeting of Louise and Edwin
was now related by the latter with an
enthusiasm and yet a modesty that
made him the idol of the three listeners.
Louise had at last discovered that it was
possible for one man to occupy every
inch of space in a girl's heart, tobe the
centre of all her affections and absorb all
her thoughts. And Edwin found for the
first time that a man mustlove when the
proper object crosses his path. Never
till then did he realize the moral force
of that definition of Arisoto when he
wrote the words “beauty is the truth
embellished.” Miss Hardiman was a
genuine girl. Truth, modesty, self-re-
spect and goodness were on every line of
her handsome face. When she spoke
she meant what she said, and when she
smiled it was the light of her soul, the
sweetness of her nature that beamed on
her countenance. Her face was a mirror
revealing her character. She and Edwin
now loved and they knew it; their hearts
beat responsive and they both felt the
throb. Evep the rector and his wife
conld divine the feeling and encouraged
it, for they had long loved the girl and
admired the late arrival from their
fatherland. There seemed a something
like destiny about the meeting and the
rev. gentleman in his religious zeal was
not slow to suggest the thought.

“Don’t you think there’s a divinity
smiling on and approving this unexpect-
ed greeting here to night ?” he said turn-
ing to Edwin and Louise who now sat
close to each other opposite him.

“I hope so” returned Edwin, “and that
those blessings from beyond the skies
may never be denied us.”

Louise blushed and nervously seemed
as if she would answer, “Amen.”

“And be showered on you not a part but
together,” added the rector with a cun-
ning smile and a sly glance toward
Louise.

Edwin looked at the girl by his side as
ifsoliciting an answering remark,but she
merely smiled and gave a sort of an ir-
definite nod. Again the lovers glanced
at each other for a momept, and still
there was a pause. Edwin rises from his
seat, extends manfully his right hand to
the girl beside him, “shall- we both say,
yes, Miss Hardiman?’ he uttered em-
phatically, who extending in turn her
hand to him, “yes” she repeated in a
sweet, low, but unmistakeable tone,
blushed and smiled.

Three weeks later she broke the news
of her engagementto her mother, who
learning that Le was without means’
refused her assent to a union with poverty
remarking in her native fashion that
“poverty never made the pot boil.”

“Nor money alone a happy hcme,” re-
torted Louise, pained by her mother’s
refusal.

“Oh!” answered her mother, “the old
story of love with you girls.”

“And what is marriage without it!”
returnéd Louise, “A mockery, a delusion,
aslavery. May heaven defend me from
such a union.”

“Warm indeed must be that love which
poverty does not cool,” said Mrs. Hardi-
man intones that had a ring of grievance
about them.

“Money is not that alone which con-
stitutes riches ‘“‘retorted the piqued girl
Virtue and talents are infinitely more
precious. “A nature without them is
barren and a man, a pauper of the worst
description.”

“You can have your way, my dear,”
added the mother, assuming an air of in-
difference which was really nothing more
than a sign of the conviction of the truth
of what her daughter had said; but she
immediately added, “and what about
“Mr. Merton? Do you forget that with
your mother’s and brother’s approval he
has long regarded you as his exclusive
property ?”

“Me !” ghe said, a slight tinge of sup-
pressed indignation coloring her cheeks.
“Never! If Mr. Merton has been deceived,
mother, you and my brother are to
‘blame, not I. I have treated him as a
lady should, but have never encouraged
him to hope for me as a wife,”

“Oh! I see that Irishman
‘besmattered you with his blarney.”

“He has filled me with a love for  vir-
tue and honor,” retorted Louise stung by
her mother’s reproach and she took out
her handkerchief to brush the tears from
her eyes,

_ The mother said no more; she' felt her
daughter may have been right and when
she learned that Mr. Waller, who, she
well knew, loved Louise as a sister, was
proud of this young man and when more-
over she learned that he was the same
who had with so much unselfish kind-

has

{ ness assisted her to crogs the street on

that stormy day ; this was sufficient to
make her yield to her only daughter’s

wishes.

CHAPTER IIL.

Ten days after the time the conver-
sation recorded in our last chapter

took place, Edwin Milligan and
Lonise Hardiman were made man
and wife in the little ' rectory

parlor where they were first formally
introduced by the rev. occupant. A

| few friends were present and the manly

bearing of the bridegroom and unadorn-
ed beauty of the bride were the topic of
general comment. After a sumptuous
repast amid wmuch pleasantry and
congratulations, the happy couple
returned to Melbourne to live for
some time with the Lride’s moth-
er. Mr. Merton was not at the
wedding nor did he ecall to con-
gratulate them. Others who had been
the conctant friends of Louise and her
companions in many a fete day, were
noticable also for their forgetfulness or
indifference. She met them in the street
from time to time but they seemed to
avoid her. What can be the matter she
thought to_herself; surely I have done
nothing to offend them. As for the wed-
ding they knew it was private, confined
entirely to a few friends of Mr. Waller’s
who lived around the reciory and not a
gingle card issued to any one in Mel-
bourne. It cannot be jealousy, no, and
then what! just to think of it,even Fanny
Wetmore who hopes one day to be my
brother’s wife, even she to snub me as
she does its more than I can account for.
There must be some mystery at the bot-
tom of it all. Is there any disgrace
attaching and to whom? My hus-
band or myself? It isnot possible sure-
ly that I have married a8 man who will
be my shame. No I donot, I never will
believe it. And to tell my husband of
my treatment from my former best
friends, this may excite suspicion in his
mind. But what can Ido? Surely this
is something. Ah, well, Heaven will de-
fend the righteous.

These and like thoughts agitated her
mind for many days till one evening her
brother came home flushed and heated.
There was a scowl of vengefulness in his
face as he said in angry tones address-
ing himself t> his mother.

“Merton is a scoundrel, I know it now
and by all the strength that God has giv-
en me, I shall die or be avenged on his
rascality.”

“Fred ! Fred !” repeated the astonished
mother “contain yourself, I have never
seen you in such a fury before, and pray
tell us calmly what’s up.”

“Merton the villain he shouted again
“has tried to blast my sister’s reputation,”
pointing to Louise who sat trembling
with nervous excitement close by. “And
by H—s if her husband is a man—is the
man she thinks he is—he and I
shall dash that ruffian’s brains to the
dogs of the street.”

“Horror! horror!” exclaimed Louise:
“don’t let Edwin hear or see you in this
excited state. Come, come, for pity sake
come, and let me beseech you not to rage
go for me. You know this will add to
our disgrace and what is to be gained by
anger?” And she threw her arms around
his neck to pacify him, but he withdrew
with an effort and left the room.

The frightened mother looked silently
on unable to utter another restraining
word, while his sister fell back in her
chair full of evil forebodings that spread
a pallid hue over her face.

An hour later the brothers returned
together. Fred was still painfully ex-
cited but Edwin had a scornful hate, calm,
and deep, written on his pale face; his
eyes flashed fire as looking on his young
and trembling wife he clasped her to his
heart, uttering emphatically “doubly
dear to me now, since you are
the object of a coward’s jealousy anla
villain’s calumny.”

“Pray, Edwin dearest, what has hap-
pened, what has been said! “Oh why!
why’! she cried “has any wretch been
bad enough to try and blacken an inno-
cent woman and cast a cloud over her
brightness in the flrst week of her
married life?” and the hot tears came
rolling down her cheeks.

“Noble creature,” said Edwin pressing
her more closely to his heart “why did
you not tell me how you were being
treated by those, who, once youn thought
and rightly too, did love you ?”

“They never loved me truly” she ans-
wered “if they did they mnever would
have believed what's now insinuated,”
and still the copious tears rolled on.
“But tell me Edwin dearest, what it i ?”’
she continued “let it out, I'm prepared
for the worst.”

“No ! no! sweet girl it's useless now.
Mud has been pelted at you and doubt-
less some of it will stick. Butremember
this furnace of sorrow will purify you
more and more ; the elements of a noble
nature are welded together by] such a
process, such an ordeal, and from my
lips never would you have known it,
only that your brother, generous, butim-
prudent, had broken the news before I
bad the power to prevent it reaching
your ears.”

“Impeteous boy !” interrupted his mo-
ther “every inch his father’s son.”

“And a son of an American “shouted
Fred,” would not tolerate an insult
to a helpless, innocent girl.”

“Nor the son of Granuaille—the son of
that land on whose banner is emblazo‘n_-
ed the queenliest of creatures” returned
Edwin shaking the other warmly by the
hand.

Then let us away and drag the wretch

to justice” shouted Fred his whole body
in a tremor of excitement,

“No: leave that to me” said Edwin, his
teeth clenched under the influence of

PP dp , anda cal inhis

Tooks that evinced a deep, silent deter-
mination forsome desperate deed, which
his young wife did notfail to perceive.
“Hark! a knock,” said Fred sud-
denly ‘it’'s the defamer surely. I sent
him a note to come this afternoon.”
Edwin tore himself from Louise and
dashed down the stairs in an instant.:
The door is flung open and in another
moment Merton is rolling in the streef;
grappled in the throat by the enraged
husband. “Coward!” the latter shouts
leaving his left heel on the breast of the
fallen Merton lying on his back with an
upturned face imploring mercy “will you
apologize?”
“Knock out his brains” roared the in-
furiated Fred standing ready to inflict
the first blow while his sister came
screaming down the stairs, and dash-
ing into the street through the gathering
crowd, rushed to her husband and fling-
ing her arms about him besought him
for her sake and heaven’s to turn aside
from “the unbappy wretch.”

The husband looked at her for an in
stant, and moved by her tears and im-
ploring looks, strengthened by the inter-
cession of the crowd that had by this
time assembled, withdrew in an agony
of bitter and painful submission.

“It is too bad,” he murmured'to her
ascending the stairs, she clinging to his
left arm, while with the other he firmly
beld the waist of Fred, drawing him on
with no little force, “too bad, Louise,that
we should let that impostor go so easily.”

“Nothing~willyever stop bim now,’
rejoined Fred, “till he has blackenel us
all. The next thing we shall find our-
selves in the court to answer for this
deed, and it were as well that we had
thrashed him to life’s extremity. The
newspapers will be full of it, and the vile
tongues of that vulgar crowd will spread
it on the wings of report everywhere to
our disadvantage.”

The parlor was now reached, and
Louisa realizing™~ these last words of
her brother the $*%tid dlisgrace in which
ste felt she was invalved, dropped from
her husband’s arms into an armchair,pale
and livid as a ghost. Her mother who
during the scene in the street had looked
from the windows, prevented by the
crowd from recognizing till too late, the
full significance of what was going on sat
beside her offering silent ejaculations of
gratitude to God for sparing them the
disgrace of what might have been worse-
During the momentary lull there was a
slight knock and Fanny Wetmore enters.
Immediately she rushes to Louise and
the two cling to each other, kiss and
weep.

Another moment and Fanny prays
forgiveness for the affront of silently
passing her on the street. The horrid
scandal connected with her name was
alleged as the cause. That paper, of
which, Louise, perhaps, had never heard
which lived by revealing scandal and
disgrace, had told the tale and made
it wear the hue of truth.

“Paper,” cried the astonished Louise,
“has it cot in the paper!” and she wept
for very shame.

“Only in one,” answered Fanny, re-
gretting that she had mentioned the
fact, “and that one is not respected nor
read by any, save an idle and curious
crowd.”

“Oh Edwin! Edwin! for my sake let us
leave this land, I can never live here
never walk those streets again. The
steamship Zealandia leaves Sydney in
two days for San Francisco, California;
Edwin, .let us goby her and avoid all
this fterrib’e disgrace.”

“Do you mean it,” said Edwin serious-
ly “and will it comfort you?” “The only
consolation for my heart, returned his
young wife in tones of dcepest earnest-
ness.” The clock struck five, and Edwin
left the room, leaving his wife to be con-
soled by her friend and mother and
brother. Halfan hour later he is back
with two through tickets for San Fran-
cisco. “The money is now paid and we
shall have to go, he said as he entered
the room. Opposition is vain from friend
or foe. The train leaves for Sydney, at
8 p. m.; just two hours to prepare, and he
darted up stairs to his rooms, Louise by
his side.

CraprER 1V.

Oct. 2nd. the steamer Zealandia
ploughs its way through Sydney harbor-
A warm sunshine beats down on her
awning and crowds of gay passengers
wave their handkerchiefs again and
again to the hundreds that line the
wharfs. A few hoursand the Australian
shores are left far behind and the big
hulk is sinking fast i thg dim horizon.
Now the passengers begin acquanitances
and concerts, and plays, enliven the pass-
age to the city of Auchland; New Zealand |
where after eight hours delay, out again
they wheel to sea, and twenty one days
later, Frisco harbor is entered amidst
dense fog. New sights,scenes and faces
during the voyage distracted Lonise, and
her playing on the piano and violin,
elicited applause on many an evening
from the admiring passengers.

The 29th Oct. the street, of ‘Frisco are
first trodden in the eveming. Torrents
of rain have fallen all day and though
numbers of cablestreet cars, lighted by
electricity, rush up and down Market

sireet, while busy crowds ge™hither and



