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IHE NATURE OF GENEEOSITY.
1f there is one' thing that is more potent th.:m
sught eles in helping one to get along with
ope’s fellow men, thus enabling one to be of
resl] service in the world ag one goes through
it, it is the saving virtue of generosity. )

One must revere the upright, hovor the just,
and respect the self-respecting, but tae heart of
humaonity goes out to the geaerous man.

It has been said *‘Le just before you are
generous,” and it is very good ndvif:s to?. in a0
far a5 a business standard is maintained in regu-
lating the actions of our lives. pub the ad‘!‘nce
given abave might be better if given :chus : .-Be
generous wailst you are just.,” Justice welg_bs
to tha grain and gives no wore, but Generas_lty
heaps the scale, even a% the risk of destroying

the nice balancs,

If one owes a debt and thinks the mere can.
‘celling of that debt releasss from all further
obligations, how grievously is he mistaken.

\Ve often have doties to discharge which no
acs of ours ever laid upon us, and sometimes
somo cld long neglected claim, grown by waib-
ing impatiens and importusate, suddenly atarls
up ara refuses to be silenced any longer.

Then the test of character appeara in the
way such things sre met. Then the goldea
streak appears in what, pschspy, had pefare ap-
i red a dull stone, and the worth of the stone
iz *he gald encased in ib. .

%at, though the gold be thera, if the dust of &
har I, seltish life overlie it, of what use ia it?
itow great is the need, therefora, to sse that
our lives be kept swept clear always of whatever
m:zhi tend to cover 1t up.
TWO KINDS O GENEBGSITT.

Some people find it extremely hard to be geu-
erous in giving an opiuion oo apy aubject in
whizh they are interested, Lut find the payment
of a dabt or the relief of distress which may be
done by the disbursement of moaey, compara-
tively ensy.

Others, and those are by far the greater num-
ber, are willing enough to be generous in what
costa them nothing, .

Tiet any one in want of good advice find what
tona of it ha cio get for tbe askiog, and how
little real help or intelligent sympathy.

Then sgain, there ara some who destroy the
effect of a kindly deed by a waot of tact truly
deplur dble. . .

A case of the kind laat mentioned. and in-
tensely characteristic of certain inkerited pecu-
liarit'es of disposition and opinion, invariably
presents itself to my mind in this coouection,

A countryman ergaged in selling produce in
one of the inaikets of a not distaut Capadian
¢ity was spproached by a wretched looking
be g.r-won., who bessught atd in the m .»%
abject manner. .

At first he pard no hiead to her entreatiss, but
atlaxs bis atiention betug roused, as iv might
v-ell be by her forlora apperrance, or it may be,
by a sone of gennine diatress in her critical eye,
a8 if debatiog to what exteat his autipathy to
leggars would permit him to belp her.

Unable t resist the cooviction that she was
in want, and yet unwilting to be carriad too far
bisnewly nwakened geunerosity, the canny Scat'
¢ -efully selecting the smallest copper that ia
siawable in ¢rreulation, from a haudful of silvea
w .iich he produced from his pocket, and paustog
tu .gain nssure himself that this amazng bout.
ty vas not unworthily bestowed, he remarked
to she haploss reciptent: “Noo, see that ye
dinna drick it.”

A NATIONAL CHABACTERISIIC.

It is a matter of frequent comment from
those who potice such thinga that peracns
of any nationality, residing for aay luogsh of
wme ameng the lrish people, become, in a short
space, o8 Irish a3 they, and ura very uawilling
to live among others.

I think a rzady solution of the whole matter
Yies in the well known generasity of that warm-
hearted racy. Even the coldest temparament
cannat resist the effect of this natioaal charac-
teristic .

Amougst the pecple themselves it is to a large
extent inherited, for kindoess *‘runs in toe
blood,” to use a familiar expresatou, .

But the thoughtful obzervera will oot fail to
percaivs that though to a large extent natural,
ib 18 also very often the result of careful and
constant ealtivativn,  Disbaartesed at tha sight
of s much innate selfishness azoug the petted
children of wealtby parents, it 13 a grateful
gight to ace how enrly the childrez, even of very
poor pirects, are taught o Le seli-deaying and

‘ TOUS.
geP‘D‘.)vu’n refase to take it frows him,” I have
heard many ao [rish wmother say, when her
child offered tha half of his appls or broksa
large piecs off his cake for the regaling of the

FROEFT VIS £IT. . .
at;Th‘:‘m evan in the prorest housahuld is this
daily training in the noblest and mosy human-
izinz of all virtues going on. .

Tha iwother would count it the moat
dread ful misfortune that could befall her son if
he were to grow up unfeeliog or bard-hearted.

And whao shall gainsay hec?

IR(51 GOLD TIECE AND ENCLISH SIXI'ENCE.

T du wvot claim for tha Trish the exclusive
monnpoly of tho virtue of generoaity. There
aro of course kind hearted peraons to be found
in eve-y land, but it ts curiyua to nose how
universal is the acquiescenae in the opiniou thas
they are excaptionally generous, especmlly in
money matters. L L .

Tha voluntary and intuitively arrived ab teati-
mony of a child naturally raared, is generally to
be relied upon. . .

A littls girl wos reading aloud o ber monther
preparatory to o public racital that much ad-
mired paem of Cslin Thaxter’s entitted “Little
Joan aud Her Sixpence,” which relatea how Sir
William Napier walking through a field one day
found s little girl weeping in sore fear of punish-
ment on ker return home for having broken a
tow] which she had been carrying. The poem,
theugh lnng & popular one, 1 warred by many
fauits of taste, and is most fulsome in ita praise
of Sir William, especially in one verse where the

author speaks of ‘‘the splendor of a
b-rw that  might commond the world.
This jarred on the quick sense fit-

pess possessed by the child, and she said
decisively, ‘I won't recite that veras, mamma,
vhat's two much praise to give any man.
After this outburst, the rending weni on
smoothly, relating how Sir William baving a
kind hears, soothed poor little Joan's distress,
by promising to give her the price of the bowl
to carry home to her parents, but on searching
hia pockets he found only gold pieces there, and
the price of the bowl was sixpeuce, So this
i'noble British soldier and the handsomest of
mep,” as the poem calle him, thought it would
be prudent to wait uatil he had aome
smaller chaoge, apd wmade an agreement
to meet Joan mext dey and give
her the mixpence he had promised. 1\8).(]’- day
he was besieged by **dukes” and.‘‘earls" be.
seaching him to dine with them. He, howaver,
with wonderful maznanimity, refused, as he had
gaid Joan thould have her mixpence thab day.
And then, with a great flourish of trumpets, is
told how he mes the anxiously-expectant child,
and, having with praiseworihy caution had onse
of the gold pieces changed in the meantime,
ave Joan her sixpence and walked homewards
in serane Eatirfnction. . . ]
The litt'e girl reader, impatient of Sir Wil-
Jiams perfections, and not a$ all impressed by
his generosity, threw down tho book, exclaim-
ing :—'‘ Oh, mamms, if Sir Willlam had haen
an Irishman, be would have given Joun a go'd
pieos at once; and there would be an end of 6t
g R o -BARIARA, -

The last words_of Father Riordan, of Castle
Gardon, N.Y,, who died during the winter
of 1888.) . .
No herg’s last breath upon victory's field
Ag his soul et the spectre's demand ;
No soldier when forced to the victor to yield
E'er uttered a sentence more grand
Than Erin’s dear sop, as in liberty’s name
He thought of old Irelang’s bright, pearls;
No dying request more endearing to fame
Than ** &:e cara of the emigrant girls.”

The verdure of Erin's dear valleys and hilla
thall fade e’er hia name be forgot, |

1t shall live on the hills, the rivers and rills,
Bs blessed in each.hovel and cot.

And in agss to come some child of onr race,
While sapumning” the lords and the earls,

Wi:l sing the dear words it a spirit ot grace,
** Take care of the emigrand girls. "

For glory of God,- this request of his hears,

Their virtue illums 81d by actione they preach,
“Take care of the emigrans girls.”

They brightened the past, and the tuture they’ll

bless,
We feel it ia Heaven'a decree .
Expels them from home, in the day of distress,
To climes of the brave and the free, .
And the sons of Columbia seon learu to prize
The beauties with bright eyes and curls ;
From deptbs of true hewrts fond affections

arise .
To ‘* Take care of the smigrant girls.”

Our prelates and statesmen, our scidiera of
rank

Slight noy the poor emigrant child ;

In boyhood their motaers, to check o gay

prank,

Spoke tales of the re=an 8o wild; .

God bless them, they equal the best in our
and ;

Guard them in trial« .nd perila;

Yer, Father! God r -t you; we'll keep thy
command, .

*Taks care of the em’zrant girls.”

Thy name acd thy tomb we shall ever enshriane,
With hallowed affec i 4 impress,
No child of 61d Erin sh . ever declins
To honor thas holy r«
Where pa:rios dust of »
Appeals for tha pureat - pearls ; .
Hialast words to euwth ¢: -he day that ho died,
“ Taks care uf the emig: nt girla.”

P.J fEeircH, Monsreal,

3
- .chizedech’s pride

MY NEIG:: UOUR.

There are some trouble:sme neighbors who
are the plagus of man’s life. They borrow
your umbrella when you want to go out, come
and pay you a visit when yuu want to work at
home, play the French horn when you want to
gu to sleep, and givaa p rty the very evening
when you want to finish a -rapedy. My neigh-
bor has none of these faults, bud ho triesto
incommoade mo every moaend, He pries into
everything in my i1com, destroya my Dapers,
and devours Iy brealkiass. Dutter, cheese,
poultry, game—almost «v-rything is acceptable
to him ; and he never ea*s bread when he can
ot galie. Heis neithera [n{-ownper nor +'ector,
e pay~ 1o rent for his apartments, yi-- lives
vary culnicrtably. By 1+ ighbor is very ;- 'ctle-
manly in his hubita, but usver comes hom» ill
after midnighr. and i+ tond of asrenades and
nightly 1nsetir 33 with the object of his affec-
tions. In other respects hia character 1s good ;
l12 is neither & fob nor a bully, and avoids rather
than seeks quarrala, He bearsa no malice towarda
thase who treat him ill, and if you turn him ous
by one door he will come back by the other.

He goea from bruse to house, making himaelf
comfortable wherever he goes, and staying uill
he i3 tired, without ever waiting for an invita-
tion. Familiar as he is with your provisions,
only take the trouble to put thestoppersin your
decanter?, and he will not meddle with them

He is always wel! dressed, bis bosts never creak
on the floor, for their soles are made of the fineat
chamoia, and the uppar leather of India subber.
My neighbor, though he knows I must wear a
coat ont at the elbowa, mever wears anythiog
but the softest furs. He naver lays in fusl. but
apenda the cold senson in my chimney-corner ;
all this I have to put up with. In facs, I think
myself lucky if he does not invite hix frienda $o
hid nocturnal orgies, but coatents himself with
abusing iy hospital.ty, rumaging among my
furnitura and plundering my larder. Dly neigh-
bor i3 ona of those par-onazes who must he well
treated. It is well koown that whenever he
leaves a residence i% i3 sure to tumble down
sora. Tlns very tr .ublesome aeeighbor, dear

reader is—a mouse,
R

USEFUL DOMESTIC RECEIPTS.
ey SMoTHERED 1N TonaTo.—Cub an onion
fine, and fry it slowly iz one tablespronful of
batter 1a a atew-pan. Add one pint of tomatues
cooked and atratned, one teaspoonful of salt, a
littla pepper and one pound of beef cooked or
uncorked, cut in small pieces. Simmer slowly
until the meast is tendar.

Porato TraxoveRrs,—Dlix about a pins of ho$
mashed potatszs with one egg, season to taste,
and roli in flour. Makeis into balls and press
or roll it out thin, put a tablespoonful of weat,
mioced and seasoned, on cna-half, fold o-er and
press the edges together and brown each sida in
drippinga.

BezrsTeak PATE.—Chop on2 pound of best
rutap stask uatil it18 a soft pulp. Seasan highly
with salt and pegpsr, add a little of the tender
fab, also chopped fine. Blix two beaten eggs
with one pint of milk. Pour this slowly nto
ons cup of flour mixed with one teaapoonfrl of
baking-powder. When well mixed stir it thor-
oughly into the meat. Bake in a moderats
oven an hour, Can be eaten cold or het, bus is
better hot.

Leydox TcnsovEns,.—Ose grated lemon, the
ried and juice, one cup of currants, one-half
cup of chopped citron, one teasponnful of butter
and one tablespronful of cracker dust, Putall
the ingredients into asaucepanand &tir over the
fire until hot, Put a teaspoonful on a small
round of rich paste, wet the edg;a ond fold and
press the edges together, Prick with a fork
and bake quickly.

Lives RacorT,—The fresh liver of a well-fed
calf is washed, eliced, cut in thick slices and
then into atripes. Next two or thren eachalots,
some thyme, tarragon, chives and parsley are
minced fine and stewed in plenty of butter, pre-
vicusly beated, the liver is added with a litble
salt and stewed until tender, which will require
abont a quarter of an hour—n prolonged stewing
malkes it hard—then add some grated bread, an
a cupful of wine, or o few slices of lemon with-
out the seeds, and let the whole boil up, Ten-
dor besf’s liver can be used instead of calf’s
liver,

FOR THE LAUNDRY.

A teaspoonful of turpentine boiled with white
clothes will greatly aid in the whitening pro-
0ess.

As far as possible, iton by the thread ; pull
the material straight, and move the iron in the
direction of the thread of the cloth.

To take ordinary ink out of linen, dip the ink
spot in pure melted tallow, wash out the tallow,
a.ml! the ink will come with is. This geldom
fails.

To aset the black in home-colored woollen
goods, ro iv will not smut, soak the wool or
goods over night in sweet milk, ring it out and
drv, then rinse well through water, and the
color will be a3 fast a3 iv can be.

Bluing.—Take one ouunce of eoft Prustian’
blue, powder it and put in a bottle with one’
quart of clesr vain-water, and add- one-half
ounos pulverizrd oxalie acid, - A tablespoinful
is sufficient for a large washing. ]

When did Geaeral George Wathinatas’
hiave hig et rlde in a public carriage ! \When
ko tork & hack at the cherry tree.

: .

ing lips.

sti'l mors surprised.

Taxz OARE OF 7HE EMIGRANT| A BEAUTIFUL GIRL.

CHAPTEX XXXVIL

“Mammw's. Lionel,” said the little boy,
raising his beautiful eyes to the sad face above

im, ‘

Lord Bayneham was strangely moved by thab
look ; surely in some dream he had eeen eyes
like those. 'Then he bent down and kissed the
little face, smoothing the bright golden curls as
he did 0. _ - ] .

“Y wish I bad a little boy like you,” he aaid to
the child ; ““I have no little son.” - .

“‘And I have no papa,” replied the child
quigkly, . . o
¢ Lionel,” cried a voice familinr to Lord
Bayneham, ** where are you 2"

“Your little boy is quite sale,” :a'd the earl
courteously.

1 fear be is teasing you. Why, Lord Bayne-
ham—it it possible ?”
. “Captain Maasey !" cried the earl, rising
in glad surprise, ‘I thought yuu were 1

By heeding, our fealty extend,’ . India.’ . .
Kind words grom our lips can we often impart, 1 reached home last week,” said Captain
Though strugeling, atill let us befriend Maassey. L.
The daughters of Erin, who come to our beach, ** How loog have you been away " inquired

Of faith the, 1e iba gi vies azd pearla, Lard Bayneham.

“Three years,” waa the short reply ; and the
earl wondered at the changed, cool mannur of
his friend. .

“I am delighted to sea you,” he continued,
again holding oat bis hand ; but to hia surprise
the captain affected not to see it,

“Iu this your little son ¥’ asked Lord Bayne-

an,

“No.” replied the captain, a dark flush cover-
10g his honest face ; I am pot married.”

‘I never saw a more lovely child,” continued
tha earl ; “I cannot part with him jusb yet.”

The captain locked anxious and uneasy.

“Who is he ¥’ asked Lord Bayneham. *'I
musat make friends with his parents for thelittle
boy’s sake. I am charmed with him,”

Capt, Massey made no reply ; there waa a
cons$rained, miserable silence,

“'Maasey,”’ said Lord Bayneham at length, “I
cannot vnderstand you. We parted three years
ago the best of frienda—~now you will not toach
my band. You look shyply at me ; you barelv
answer my question, What has changed you ?
—in what have I offended you ?” .

The honest, fearless eyes thut met his own had
a deep shadow in them.

““There is no need for any explanation,” he re-
plied shortly.

“But there is need,” said Lord Bayneham. “I
liked you, Maseey, and have been proud to call
you moy friend. \What have I done that you are
my friend n> lenger 1

“* Does not your owsn conacience tell 2 asked
Cupta'n Massey gravely.

**My coosciezce !” said Lord Bayneham ia
utter wonder; '*co, certainly not); I smata
loss how to ungdersiand you. I am very uu-
happy as I—but on my con:icience there reats
no stain.”

T bave no right to speak,” said Captain
Massey turning away, ° Come away, Lionel,
it is time we returned home.”

But the child clupg with both arms rouand
Lord Bayoeham. .

I Iike *his gentleman,” he gaid ; * I will not
leave himn.”

Cuptain Maseey’s face grew strangely pale.
The earl Baw his lips move, and he looked on in
wute surprige,

“*Whas i3 it, old friend ?” asked Lord Baynes-
ham. ‘*What spectre hnve you raised shap
stands between you and me

Then Captain DMassey turned and looked
straight into the changed, worn face.

**1 would not shake hands with you,"” be sa:d,
‘T do not wish to speak to you ; but 1f you will
haveit, youmust. Answer ma, Lord Bayneham !
YWhat havs you done with your wife ?

Liotd Bayneham started and looked atb his
friesd with wondering eyes. The question

pierced him with sharp pain.

My wife !” be repsated with white, quiver-
“I would give 1y life thia moment to
I would gladly dieif I

kuow where she ia.
m:eht look en her face once more.’
“Bus,” said Captain Mossey, surprised in hig
turn, *‘you sent her from yon ¥’

““Never !" interrupted Lord Bayneham. *Only
heaven knows what her flight has cost me? Who
told you 8o cruel a story, Massey ? and how
could you believe it of me *”

*‘Never mind who t>ld me,” said the captain,
“if 16 iz not true, I never saw n woman o fair,
80 true, or 80 pure as your wife. You shonld
have ovirlooked what she could not help ~her
parentage.”

*I knew nothing of it when she left me,” said
Lord Bayneham sadly. *‘I should have over-
lovked that, and much more, for love of my
wife.”

**Yon knew nothing of it ' said tha captain,
“Then why did you send
her away ?"

I did not,” replizd the earl ; ‘her flight was
a mystary to me uatil I stood at her futher’s
death-bed. L understood it then.”

Captain Massey looked, aa he felt, bewil-
dered,

T do not know what you have heard,” con-
tinued Lord Bayveham, ‘‘but you ars my
friend, Years ago, Massey, you loved my
wife. I pardon your words; will you listen
to me while I tell you—what few know—the
atory of my darling’s loss ?”

With the little golden head pillowed on his
heart, Lord Biyneham told his story.

* T have spent a fcrtune,” ha said, * in adver.
{isements. I believe all England has been
searched, but in vain. Whether she be living
or dead I know not, I know one thing, living
or dead, I shall he true to her ; no one shall ever
take her place. I would freely, joyfully giveall
I have ia the world to ees her onca again. It wag
all a mistake, Massey; a terrible mistake, I was
jealons and impatient, and most bitterly have I
suffered for it. Do yon nat see that I amn old
before my tine— worn vut with sorrow and sus-
pense? Gud kesp all from suffering as I have
done.”

“It ia a alravge story,” said the captain
musingly.

¢ No more strange than true,” sai! Lord
Bayneham. ‘Ah, bMassey, I must reproach
you. ‘what have you ever seen in me that
could lead you to belicve me capable of send-
ing my wife from me because her father was
not all he should have been? Y should have
but loved her the more for it. [ knew nothing
of or cared nothing for her family when I mar-
ried her., How could you think that in the
hour of her trouble I should drive her from me ?
—1J who have never ceased praymng, with weep-
ing eyes, that I might see her again.”

%‘he two friends then eat and talked, uncon-
ecious of the swifh passing of time, Lord Bayue-
ham thought his friend strangely reserved, even
after his explanation. True, Captain Massey
gresoed his hand and begged hia pardon for the
suspicions so unjust aud ufounded ; but, after
that he wons very quies. He did nob seem to
enter into or sympathize with any of the earls
plans for the finding of his lost wife. He
listened with a far-off look on his face ; and
Lord Bayneham, whose heart was in his words,
falt pained by his want of interest.

¢ Ve must go,” said the captain ab length,
taking out his watoh. * Come, Lionel ; mamma
will be frightened ; we have been oub thres
houra,” ‘ ) ]

* You have nobt told me my little friend’s
name, said Lord Bayneham, as he unwillingl{
untwined the little arma from his neck. *¢
shall be plensed to see him again.”

¢ He is called Liouel,” said the captain care-
leasly. ¢ His mother is a friend of my mother’, |
Come-and dine with us to-morrow, Lord Bayne-
ham ; we are still living iu the old house at
Kew. My mother will be pleased to see you—
yoa were always a greab favorite of hers.”

“ No, I think not,” replied Lord lsaynsham,
¢ T have no heart or spiribs for vieiting. Come
nnd see me—that will be better, Lady Bayne-
ham and Miss Earle will be delighted to wel-
coms you home again.” .

*» T shall hold little Lionel here as an induce-
ment,” said Captain bassey. *‘ Come and dine
with us to-morrow ; thern you shall be intro.
duoed to bim iu proper form, and perhaps bs
allowed Lhe privilege of having him on a visij—
a great favor, I assare you.” What do you aay,
Lionel? Do you wish thia gentleman to come
andseeme?'” - - e ‘

*On; yea !
Bayneham’s hand ; *‘ do come I

The pretty chiidieh voice prevailed, and the

" cried the child, cliuging to Lord |

Y earl said, with & smile, “I will. At what hour
do you dine ¥ . «
YAt seven,” replied Coptain Massay, *' Call
for me at my chamber,” hs continued, giving
Lord Bayncham a card, “and we will drive
down together.”

“Why, are you not living at home?”

"hﬁ),” said the captain, aod again o dull
flush burned his face, ‘‘My mother has visit-
ors in the bouse, and I have business in London.
Call for me about five.”

They then pazted, and Lord Bayneham re-
turned home.

CHAPTER XXXVIIL Gy

Lord Biynebam told the countess and Bar-
bara Earle of nis meeting with Captain Maasey,
and of the beautiful little child who was with
them ; the finest, sweetest cbild bhe had ever
sesn. Lady Bayneham thought him in better
spirits,. He smiled as he described the boy
clinging to him, and his face had not looked a0
bright for years. Lody Bayneham's eyes filled
with tears a8 shn Jistened to bim. . .

*1 am thankful for an{hhmg that arouses his
interest,” she said to Barbara Earle, * but my
heart aches when I think that he will never
smile upon a child of his own.”

“ We will hope for the test,” said Barbara,
“ gorrow endures for a time. Joy generally
comes after it, and if not joy, pence.” .

Lord Bayneham was haunted by the little
face ; it shown befora him all day, ke saw it in
hie dreams by night—tte sweet, trusting eyes,
the bright clustering curls—and he amiled at his
own folly.

“*I must bo in love with the child,” he said,
“I long to see him again,”

On the followiog morninz the reserved, me-
lancholy Lord Baynehim speant more than oune
hour in one of the finest toy shops in Londoa
and selected a parcel of toys that would gladden
the heart of any child. He was punctusl to his
appointment and found Captain Massey ready
for him,

¢ The weather is fine ; we shall have a glon-
ous drive,” said the captain; **but what ia this
enormous parcel ? It came some hours since, to
be left here for you ¥’

It contains nothing but toys for Licrel,”
said Lord Bayneham, blusbiog like a school-

girl as he spoke,
. It was a glorious drive; the sweet May even-
ing was full of beauty ; earth and sky seemed
to smile. The hawthorn and chestnut were in
bloom, the fragrance of spring blussoms filled
the air, They said but little, Ceptain Masaey
sezmed lost in thought and Lord Baynehem was
dreaming of the May morning years ago when
be had firat met the fair young girl who seomed
lost to ham iorever,
It was a rad face upon which Mrs. Maasey
gazed when she welcomed her old favorite to
the house,
‘* My so0o told me how altered you were,” she
zaid, holding out both hands to Lord Bayne-
am.
** Life has not been a path of roses for me,”
he replied.
) Nor for any of us,” interrupted the lady.
“ T have gathered more thorns than flowers.”

Mrs. Massey was & stately gentlewomnn, one
of the old school, kind and charitable, yet dig-
nified and reserved, and a firm believer in
etiquette. 1f she bad a fault, her son declared
iy was in being too Irigidly cerrect and proper.
She was dressed as Lord Bayneham remem-
bered always to have seen her, in the stiffest of
brocades aud the most costly of lace caps. She
made many isquiries shout Lady Bayosham
and Miss Earle, yet her visitor thought there
was something unusual in her manner, She
talked more thin he had ever heard her, and
seemed afraid of a moment's silence. It was a
relief when the child came in and ran straight
up to Lord Bayneham,

Ab, what was it ? Why did bis eyes fill with
tears as the teader arms clung to him?

did the sweset, childisly voicy seem to reach ske
depths of his heart, and stir fountains thas had
long been sealed and dry ?

**My son tells me you have taken n wonderful
fancy to this littls boy,” said Mrs. Massey.
*He ia a noble little fellow, and we are all fond
of him.”

“I bave never loved a child vpefore,” said
Lord Baynaham, and his lips trembled as he
spoke; “‘and, in my eolitary life, I do not
tuink I sball ever care 80 much for one again.”
Would you lilke to live with this gentleman,
Lionel?’ asked Mrs. Massey.

*Yes,” paid the child; *““but I cannot, he-
causa I cannot lsave mamma,”

“Iam to be introduced in proper form to-
day,” said Lard Bayneham ; ¢ what is my hitle
friend's name ? 1 shall nsk permission to take
him down to Bayneham with me.”

Captain Massey sniiled o strange emile that
the esrl could not understand.

**Would you like to see Lionel'a mamma, and
ask ber permission ?” said Mra, Massesy.

*¢Yes,” replied Loed Baynsham, “if ib wonld
not be an intrusion.”

“1 can answer that it weuld nat,” seid the
lady. Ier face was strangely pale, and Lord
l%ayneham wondered at the emation he read
thrre.

**She is in the boudoi» here, ' said Mrs.
BIE*E’BY; ‘“go and make your request, my

rd.

**Will you nnt accompanyme ? The lady is
a stranger ; I ¢hall n2ed an introduction,” said
Lord Daynebam,

“ Go alone,"” raid Captain Massey ; and even
as he 8p ke Lord Baynsham noted the change
in his voica—the nervous, agitated expression of
his face. “ Go alone,” continued the captain ;
*¢ Lisnel will introduce you.”

A strange tremor geized Lord Bayoeham ; o
stranga, vague hopa came to him as he looked
in thuse pale, agitated faces Hu tried 3 speak
and ask another question, but his lipa seemed
numbed and dumb,

** Lionel,” said Captain Massey, *‘go with
that gentleman, and take him to your mamma.”
The child gently laid his little hand oa Lord
Baynebom’s and led him through the long draw-
ing-room. A door at the other #nd of the apart-
ment led to the boudoir. He turned the handle
and opened i, slowly moving, as one whoss
senses are wrapped in o dream. He saw a
emal!, pretty room, where fragrant flowers were
blooming, and golden sunbeanit came in through
clouds cof white Ince. Hs saw—was thia &
dream ? o golden head raised as he enterad,
s beautiful face, eweast and pnre and teader;
he saw violet eyes full of tears, quivering lips
that tried in vain to utler his name ; he saw
two listla white hands clasped as he had seen
them clasped years ago, snd a thick mist swam
before him, a noise as of rushing water filled his
ears, A little voice aroused him ; the child ran
from him to she Iady. .

“Thig is mamma,” he said, proudly tarning
to Lord Bayneham,

It was no dream—it was his own wife cling-
ing to him, her tender arxa clasped round him,
her beautiful face wet with tears so near his
own, the golden head drooping on his breast.
It was no fancy, no dream, bub a real, glorious
truth. Once before he bad wept like a child—
t was wben he lost her,

Again the atrength of his manhood seemed to
desert him, nnd warm teara fell upon the golden

head.

‘ Clande,” whispered » gentle volce, * can
you ever forgive me—forgive me for doubting
you, and leaving you? I coan never pardon
myself " .

* The fault was my own,” he ruplied; I
wan jealous, and 1mpatient.” .

* Nobody speaks to me,” said a yitiful voice,
and o little tace locked up in wunder ; then
Lord Bayneham remembered the .uy—he had
?a.lled Hilds mpmma., He looked once into her
ace,
“Whoisit?” he whispered—**this little one
who calls you mother, .

For all answer she placed the child in his
arms,

“It is your son,” she eaid; your eon and
mine."” . .

“Do not scold me,” she snid when that
trance of happiness was brokeo, ‘‘do not
scold me, Olaude, When I left you, [did not think
that Heaven would give me this priceless gift.
My baby was bora here, six mon:hs after 1. left

our house. I'meant tosend hm to you when
e was old enough to leave me,” T

“ Hugh !” siid Lord Bayneham; “do not
say such words as thiose, Hilda, darling.  This
‘is'a golden hour—we will not'evoil it,? =~
Then Lady Hilda, taking the little’ one, said,

“Lionel, you must love this gentleman, You

“At your chambers !” said Lord “Bayneham.

spa, whom you had never seen—how kind, and
rave, and good he was, This is papa, and you
must love bim,” A

“I do love him,” said the child quietly ; “T
loved bim yesterday, wittout knowing why."

T have been tob hewildered to ask how you
came here,” said Lord Bayneham to his wife,

‘* Let others tell that story for me," she said,
quietly ; “firat let me explain why I left you,
Claude. It was all a errible mistake ; we can
speak freely now, my oath hinds me no longer,
for Capbain Missey told me yesterdsy my father
isdead. " i

¢ Y was with him,” said -Lord Baynebam,
‘*‘and bis Iast words ware for you.” -

1 cannot tell ‘you how this secret weighed
upon me,” she continued. **My:poor mother

look at me and die. The poor sick woman who
died ab Fir Cottage and lies buried in the little
graveyard—ehe was my mother, Claude.”

¢ How could you ever dream tbat I should,
Jove you less for. th~t ?’ he said, kissing the
beautifal face raised to his,

* From the day she told me her atory and
mine,” continued Lady Hilda, * my life was
one long sorrow ; I was wretched at keeping a
secret from you, yet I dared not break my vath,
Once, you know, Claude, I asked you what you
should do if after marriage you fuund you had
been mistaken in your wife, and had taken some
one tainted with disgrace to your home; you
said, such & one must return to ber friends,”

* But how could I suppose thnse words ap-
plied to yourself ?” ssid Lord Bayueham.

¢ ¥ou conld not,” she replied,
came, and my puserable secret weighed upon
me with double force, | was bewildered. He
hag teld you a¥l, Claude? Ah, then, you know
of the notes he wrote to me, of the interview I
was compeiled to have with him in the Lady’s
Walk, When you came that morniog into my
room and said that yon knew all, I believed
you had discovered my secrat, and that your
apger arose from that cause,”

“T saw it afterward,” said Lord Bayneham.
“I only mesnt that I knew all the secret of

onr night walk. What a mistake it was,

ilda! What teara of misery it has caused ue.
If yo1 had but trusted me, darling, instead of
going away !”

“If thereis any excuse,” said Lady Hilaa,
“'Tt lies in the fact that I was half mad, Three
days after I left home I was taken ill witha
severe attack of brain fever, and the enow lay
on the ground before I was myself again.”

“And you hava seen nothing of alt my adver-
tisements ?” said Lord Baynebam.

“No," she replied ; ‘“‘when I left you I lefo all
the world ; when shelter was offered to me here
I accepted it on the coadition that no one should
sea or hear me, and that the news of the outer
world should not be told to me. I thought I
should soon die. It seemed to me that I had uo
right to Lady Hutton’s money—no claim upon
her fortane, 1 wanted to be dead to everything
since I could no longer live to you.”

*Poor child {” said her husband gently ; ‘‘but
l‘:v_hyﬁ .l):,t least, did you not tell me of Lionel's
irth 2”
“T meant to send him to you,” she replied.
“I did not forget that, although my son, he is
your heir. I would have sent him jn two more
years. Remember, it has all been a mistake,
Clsude. I thought you would never allow ms to
return o Bayneham when you knew my se-
cret.
A knock at the door interrupted Lady Hilda.
*Come in,” she said, and Mra, Massey en
tered, her face glowing withsmilea,
“Did you know the lady ?" ahe asked Lord
Bayneham! who met her with a torrent of
thanks. *‘My son is anxious to know if he may
eater.”’
“Since we owe our happiness in a great mea-
sare to him,” replied Lord Bayneham, “his
request is very reasonshle  Ah, Mastey ! he
cricd. as the master of the house entered, “how
am I to thank you for your great kindness?
Now explaio to me why and how I find my lost
treasure here,”
“It is a very long story,” said Captain Maas-
oy, ‘"but you shall hear every detail.”
¢ It is rather more than three years since I
received ordera to go to India on an especial and
confidential miasion. The day before startinz I
went to Euston Square to enqu're about some
luggage sent for me. There was great confusion
at the station, owing to the arrival of several
trains, I was standing on the platform
watching the scene with Bome amuse-
ment, when my attention was attracted
by o lady leaving a first class carriage.
She wore a cloak and a thick veil; she
seemed uucertain where to go—Iloat and
bewildered. I saw her gn to one of thn reats
snd placo berself there. Ior one whole hour
ahe rested tnere, and I watched her. She did
not appear to ba waiting fur any one, and no
one took any heed of her, ‘Then she rose, snd
stoud for a few minutes as though uncertamn
what to do. ‘She seewns bewildered with
troubl,e’ I said to myself ; ‘I wonder if I could
help hexr?
T went very respectfully up to her, and,
raising oy hat, asked if I cuuld be of auy service
to her. She did not aeem te understand me.
When I repeated the question she drew back
her veil, and looked at me with wild, woful
eyes. Imagine my horror at recognizicg in this
grieving, bewildered lady no other than the
yougg Countess of Bayneham, Lady Hutton's
ward.
*“‘Lady Bayneham,’ I said, ‘do you not know
me? I am Captain Massey, your husband’s
friend.”
*Yes, I know you, she replied ; then she
Iaid her haud on my arm. ‘“WVitl you help me,
Captain Massey,’ she said humbly ; I have leit
home and my husband forever. I feel very ill ;
my brain is on fire, I beligve. Can you take me
somewhere where 1 can lie dovn tec die?”
Xlooked at her in utber amaze ; the lovely,
brilliano Lady of Bayneham, here in this de-
plorable state !
* *Doses Lord Bayneham know ¥ I bogan but
she interrupted me.
“+Jf vou caunot take my word ou trust,’ she
said, ‘/eave me; I can bear no quemions—I
cannot endure the sound of his nawe, If you
will befriend me, take me from here,’
“Her face was deadly pale, and her eyes
burned with & wild, strange light ; she trembled
violently. My only fear was lest eheshould
fall ; shie lonked like a bruised, broken lilly.
o T will befriend you, Lady Bayoeham,’ I
said ; “ry and walk a few steps withme. I will
t'i\ke yon to my mother’sand leave you in her
charge”’
** As 1 have told you, on the morning follow-
iny I wasto start for India; sime, thorefore,
was very precious, We walked out of the
station-yard, and then X took a cab. It was a
long drive to my mother's houss here ah Kew.
Lady Bayncham never once spoke. She sat
white and cold and atill a3 a marble statue.

“ My dear mother was amazed to see me re-
turn so accompanied, and her smazemsut was
inoreased when she knew it was Lady Bayne-
ham whom X had brought to fiad shelter under
ber roof,

“That night Lady Bayneham bold us part of
her story. She laid no blame upon you, but
much upon herself. She eaid she had lefs home
because you knew the gtory of her parentage
and were displeased ; she would not wait until
you gent her away ; and she aseemed. so fenx-
fully agitated at the mendion of reburn that we
agread it was better to defer ib vntil she shonld
hava regained health and strength,

“Lady Hilda made a compact with us; we pro-
mised entire and perfect secrecy a8 to her place
of concealment—we promised. that under the
shelter of our roof she should be hidden from
the outer world she dreaded so much, and thab
no news ol it ghould be told to ber, She was
to be a8 one deadin life. 1We promised all she
asked. My mother dared not oppese one word,
so critical was her sbate, In the event of her
death, you, Liord Bayneham, wera to ke sent
fcr, She begged us to coll ‘her by her
mother's name of Hurst, and we did so, -

§ I'L never saw her from that night until a few
daye ngo. I act snil for India, and the news
came to me there that the unhappy lady was
lying ill of brain fever, and the gocliora' des-
paired of her life, =~ - o Sy

‘“Tror niany long weeks she lay unconscious of
all aroand her. Then I heard that under the
cheltel of our roof ‘the heir of Bayneham. was

‘him & beautiful, noble litcle fellgw. . T would
nus remain in my'mother’s honre, Biynehaw ;

it has been "eacred “to your ‘wife, " I

»re/tﬁember all I bave told yon nBont your own‘

sought--me at Bayneham ; she came thern to.

“ My father|

born, I returnad o few duys. singe, ang foand (,bl

——

'nhnll, always believe Provid .
the gardens yesterday, Bu:t ?greeth:idlhl:emit:

take would never bave explained. W
reached home and told yore wifs e 268 1
koow how much she ﬂxvego;:u?;:fevx?gf !tq_}'y, I

** God bless you, Masiey'!” exclaimed
Bayneham ; “you are %thz ﬁrﬂes‘; ‘af'xﬂiﬂi 'I:J::d
ever had, . Thank you, and you, madame,” hn
continyed, turned to Mrb, Muasey ; .+ thank o
foE‘ysc];ur l:m% andllﬂvejgrl‘my déar wife,” you
+* She has beau like a beloved daught; "
8aidl the old lady ; **Having lived w??!:?elfe? ine,
8t & loas howtolive without her. Loften fapciey
that the advertisements I reud so conatant! Ko
pliad to. ber, buy I dared not mention thegl gpI-
wished Ber togrow quite strong and well befo
sgain discussing thesubject of her returg,» ©
Lord Bayneham losked anxiously in his wife's
face. _It was very pala &and thin, no wthat th
bright blushes had-faded=more beautinl tros

evarwthopghfao;ﬂlid.nged.
. ¥ 8 musb-take care of you, my darling
'naid ;. f &' few weeks of entire bipp?!‘:lt:gag 'wli]ﬁ

bring the roses back again, Hilda, am
ing? Shall I really return o Bﬁynebixgre:mé .
tai: with me mygwife and chjld " » A0
wai an avening of unclouded happi
wi‘t hIouBthau ntoﬁ retum, to Grusvefg;ngzsﬁage
my tre :8,” Bai
r-_mnl\}tely. y treanures,” said Lord Bayneham

** Had you not better prepar
haws and Mivs Earle fu? n;:e .;u:r[;ci]uye'l'?’ayne'
geuued Mre, Maasey. Lo AR

* No,” s plied Lord Bayneham ;
trust Hilda from my eighs again, hey musy
retmn with me. 1t can he easily mana e[:iu-
theie ars us servants in the London honge gwh 1
kavw anything of the sorrow we have suffered .
is cause. Those with us will thiuk thay a8 Of
have been abient the greater part of the ,da 1
bave been to fetch their Iady home,” ¥

** It 18 no pudden,” snid Mrs. Massey ; *
ha&el‘eh'wi:lhh”? lost its sul::shine." Poom

Pbink how long mine has been i 4
replied Lord Bayneham. *f mualbntgl‘::klﬁfﬂi
ang Lionel with me. I could not leave uhema
and my mother must share my bappiness. My
poor ;m}!shezg—herlkgmf is I:Zhit‘ened with S.Orrog
—an arbara Earle hay ;
grie&_e. © never ceased tg

*Never wind packing up, mother *
tain Massey ; “Lord Bayn'eham is q
bie wife and child must go with bj

l;1_‘hen c{:mda ;‘lg-pvi n:st ber husband, ang
whispered something about her feyr
ab seeing the countess again. ear and dread

¢ Hilds,” said Lord Bayneham, *
blamed herself most bitterly for not havip
{)ovlgd you mmif. She knowka all your story, anrf

elisve me, who never spoks £ :
lo\':'[gg you the i)letter for o Rlsely %o you, ehe

e farewell was not taken witho
tears. In the midet of her happineg: 111_1‘:337
Hilda sorrowed at leaving the friends who hnglr
keen so kind to her. Eve y one iu the house
was grieved at losin ‘the beautiful, gentle lady
and ker child ; but Lionel was too happy with
his new papa to care for anything else.

Lord Bayueham with his fair youug wife,
the little child, drove home in the calm of the
Rwess spring evening. Never to them had the
stars shone so brightly; never bud the soft
breeze told a sweeter story ; never was spring
evening so holy, so happy ay thie,

“¥ou are at home,” eaid Lord Bayneham, as
the carriage stcpped at the door—**ay hc;me
once more ; and, dear Hilla, it shill no be my
fanls if, for the futnre, home is not heaven for

you.”
CHAPTER XXXIX,

Lady Bayneham and Miss Earle sat alone in
the drawiog-room in Grosvenor Square. The
clock had already chimed ten, and Lord Bayne-
bam had said he should nob be Jate,

.:'If you are tired, aunt,” eaid Miss Earle, I
will wait for Clande—he will not be long,”

. “1 prefer waiting,” said Ledy Baynebam.

' My boy’s face was brighter when he left home
than I have seen it for many years, I am wait-
ing, hoping to see thas bright look sgain.”
It was not long before the rol] of the carriage
was hesrd and the loud knock that resounded
through the house assured the countess of her
gon’s return. She arose from her seat, to greet
him. His face, as he entered the room, struck
herl arrxghha_mazexa?nha ”

. at is i, Claude ?” sho asked, *“W.
you leok so? Hav+ you good news?” by do

*“I bave brought friends homs with me,
nl;obher,-,” be said, ‘““and want you to welcome
them.

"“Tnat I will,” eaid Lady Bayoeham, “ Who
are they ?”

**A lady and & littie boy,” he replied ;. and his
mother noticed how his voice faliered over the
worda, ’
“A lady acd a little boy
amazement. *‘Who are they ?
A beautiful child now came into the room.
*'See,” said Lord Bayneham, *this is my
youncest gueat,”

. ""What a lovely boy !” cr'ed the countess, rais-
ing him in her arms, **He is like oze of Muril-
lo’s angels,

“Kiss him, mother,” said Lord Bayneham ;
kiss him, and welcome hirr home. ”
Lady Bayneham’s face wore a startied look.

*"Home !” ¢he repeated ; “what do you mean,
glaw‘le? Have you adopted him ?y Who is

e?

** Draw near to me, mother ; and you, Bar-
bara, faithful friend, listen while I te]:’L' yt;u who
heis. The boy with a cherub’s face is my son,
Lionel Earle Bayneham, Viscount Hulsmeer,
and his mother is waiting for your welcome.
Shall I bid her eater ?*

Lady Baynebam eould give no answer in
words, but the caresses she lavished up:n the
child were answer enough.

At last the wish of her hearb was fulfilled ;
she held her son'a ohild, the heir of Bayneham,
in her arms, The grand old race was not
doomed to extinction after all. She found
words, however, wnen a beautiful woman with
golden hair and shy, blushing [ace entered the
room, and going up to her, said, **Can you par-
don me, mother, for all the trouble I have
caured you?”

For the first time in her life Lady Bayneham
clasped her son’s wife in.her arma.

“It is I who should ask pardon from you,”
she said, **'You shall be to me for the future as
my dearest and best beloved daughter. Never
let another secret stand between us.”

“Am I quite forgotten ?” said Barbirs Earle,
as abe clasped Hilda's hande warmly in her
own,

“But,” said Lord Beyneham, “I do nob quite
understand ; is this lovely boy your som,
Hilda?*

*' He is mine,” replied the proud, fair mother.

Lionel had made himself quite at home with
Barbara, and Lady Hilda kuelt down to kiss
him ag he sat upon ber kree, Lord Bayneham
thought he had never gazed on such a group.

Then came eager and hurried explapations.

Lord Bayneham told eloquently ths storv of
Captain 850Y’S generous and noble conduct,
and Barbara Earle’s eyes grew dim with tears.
This man; who in' the darkest hour of Lady
Hilda's life bad come to ber rescue, was the
one who had hopelessly loved her long years
ago. .
Lovg after midnight they sat, unwilliog to
end that habpy meeting, an the golden-haired
child slept in his father’sarms, for Lord Bayne-
ham could not endure to part with him.

They sgreed that every explsnation should be
wade then, and Lady Hilda related the history
ot her parents, Lord Bayneham told of Stephen
Hurst's death, and then the whole ‘subject was
to be banished forever. In Lady Bayneham’s
heart the laat remnant of pride kad died cur.
She forgot her prejudices, and felt nothing but
proud happiness when she gazed npon her son’s
beautiful wife and his noble little hcir.

‘“ T dare nog

_E-'lid Cap-
quite nght ;
m'”

my mother

with

’!’” she echoed in

Thiee days nfterward the May sun shone
upon a. beputiful scens enacted at Bayneham.
The lord of the castle, with his wife and son,
was Teturning home ib was said from n foreign
tour, . Triumpbal .. nrohes- wers eviry-
where erected. ‘' Walcome.to Bayneham 1’
““Welcome_Home " meb.the eye at every tyn 3
flags .and -banners waved amoog the frees ;
.and through . the sweet (fragrant air:carie the

i ho .joy.bélls,. Lhe sky .was’
.81l blooming, <birds-siog- -
the e was'ino fairer scene -

ants aud servanta assembled ; aod when  the

Crowra,of expiévtant ban-



