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HOW AN "ARTIST TREATED HIS
“VISITOR.

To the Editor of the Salem (Mass) Register :
I would have accepted your kind jnvlpat_lon
o visit yor in your new quarters with’ pleas-
ure befors thig, had not my old cnemy, Mr.
Rheumatism, pounce on me E0 suddenly. He
arrived last Friday, and, without stopping to

gerd up Lis card, rnshed in and grasped mo by |-

the hand with such a grip that in a few
hours my hand and wrltt wero so  badly
swollen and painfal that I feltas though one
of Mr. Hatch’s coal teams had run over e
Mr. Rhoumatism has been a constant visitor
of mine for several years ; always swolls and
puts on & great many airs and mekes himself
at home, devouring my substance snd leav-
ing me poor in fiesh ond pocket. Last win-
ter he came and staid two'months, I then
mads up my mind that the nexttimehe came
I would change his diet, as he has always
gobbled down everything set before him. I
was some what ot a 108 what to feed him with,
“but finally concluded to give him_tb:ee square
“mesls a day of St. Jacobs Oil—morning,
noon, and night, This fate he is disgusted
with, and is packing up his trunk and will
leave by to-morrow or next day; ssys he
cannot stop any longer ms he has pressing
business elsewbere. He is a treacherous
fellow, and I have no doubt he intends visit-
jng some of our Salem friends; if be does
just give him the samse fare that Idid and he
‘won't stop Jong. J. 8. LEravoUR.

WIRE, SOISSORS AND PEN.

The inhabitants of St. Sauveur &re
organizing a lottery for colonization pur-
poses.

At Edmonton, Man, wheat is quoted at 2,
berley $1.25, oats $1, and potatozs 21 per
‘bushel.

Rev. Canon Carmichael,of Bamilton, Ont,,
has declined the position of Rector of Calvary
Charch, N. Y,

An effort has beon made to deflect the line
of the C. P. R. toward New Westminster, B.O.,
but withount success.

. The annexation of Yorkvills tc Toronto
will likely be made an issue at the coming
civic elections in the latter city.

Soeveral students of Laval University have
‘been overbauled by the authorities for tak-
ing part in the Iate loual elections.

It is stated that a regiment of British
troops will be stationed at Victoris, Van.
couver Island, next summer by the Imperial
authorities. o

The imports at Prescott in November
amounted to $74,466, and exports to $3B,-
759, both being increeses over the same
month of 1ast year,

A létter is published from- C. O. Rockwell
for Mrs. Garfield, thanking the United States
citizens resident in St. Jobn, N. B, for their
zvesolutions of sympathy.

The absence of news from the balloon in
which Powell was carried to sea on Saturdsy
causes & sensation. Powell aspired to cross
the Atlantic in a balloon. -

The reduction of rates on grain and provi-
gions from Chicago to Eastern points has be-
come general, rates now being to Baltimore
120, Philadelphis 13c, New York ldc, Boston
20¢. -

Tha Quebec city by-law againat the open-
ing of hotels, taverns and other places where
jntoxicating liguors are sold on Sundays and
ordering their closing between the hours of
il pm.and 5 a.m.on week days, bas just
been maintained by the Court of Appeals.

The Cbambers of Oommerce &t Paris,
Lyorr, St. Etienne, Rheims, Bordeaux, Mar-
con, Colmar, Rochelle, Moatpellier, Grenoble,
Angouleme, Bayonne, Naucy, Havre, Mar-
seilles, have pronounced in favor of negotia~
tions for a Franco-Americon treaty of cuvm-
merce.

The silk trade of Lyons now occupies
some 120,000 looms, of which only 30,000 are
within the e¢ity., Including those who work
in the silkworm establickmeats there are
800,000 persons employed in the Lyons silk
trade. In 1787 there were but 80,000 axnd 18,-
000 looms.

Diplomacy i3 a hereditary profession in
England. Sir 1. B. Malet, now coming into
great prominence as British diplomatic agent
in Egypt, is son of Bir A. C. Malet, long Min-
ister of Frankfort. 8ir E. Thornton's futber
was a diplomatist, and his son is now attache
aft Washington.

The St. James Gaceite spys: " There i8
much cause for reflection that Europs will
have in futnze to regard the United States as
having & foreign policy of thelr own, al-
though the policy may only concern South
America. Yet, considering the commercial
treaties between South America and Europe
it may cross and confuse the policy ot Euro-
pesn Governments in ways and to an extent
now only faintly foreseen.”

The President has adopted the following
zules for the reception of visitors at the White
House : On Mondays, Wednesdays and Thurs-
days, from 10 am, to 1 p.m, the general
- public inclading members of Uongress snd

" other officials ; Tuesdays and Fridays, Onb-

inet days, 10 a.m. to 12 a.m, ; Senators and

Representatives only. The FPresident re-

gerved Saturdays and Sondays for himself,

and on those days will receive no ose. He
will bold his first public reception en New

Year's Day.

- The richest person to-day upon the Sand-
wich Islands is Claus 8preckles of Honolulu.
A few years ago he was langhed at when he
purchased 10,000 acres of land for ten cents

' an acre, a3 the tract was at the footof an ex-
"tinct voicano, and covered with a crust on
the surface like a flagstone walk. He broke
up this crust, mixed the dust with a small
quantity of vegetable mould, thoroughly irri.
gated the soil thus formed, and planted sugur
cane, To-day he is a millionaire.

As an instance of the great abundance and
variety of game and vermin in the vast coun-
try of New South Wales, Colonies and India
quotes the shooting list of Mr. Hawthorne,
one of the best shots in the colony, who has
been striving his utmost to keep down the
fauna of the country, which are inimical to
the interests of the equatters. DMMr. Haw-
thorne's bag consisted of §,372 knogaroos, 1,-
418 wallabtes, 257 wallaroos, 118 dingoes,
362 wildeats, bandicoots and rats, 204 esgle
hawks and 167 snakes,  The length of the
time over which his campaign extended is,
uafortunately, not stated. -~

(.. . dlaving returned from Paris, where he had
.. .2 copeultation with the Executive of the
... - Laud League, before whom he placed the
- cause'of the laborers in whose behalf hehas
. wiled 8o gelf-denyingly, Mr. Péter O'Leary
. Jeft Eagldnd for America on Wedresday.
- . He is chirged with communication to the
men whoare belleved to represent the Irish

- causo there, and intends to avail himself of

the opportunity thus afforded him to ac-

quaint his countrymen in the greater Ire.
1and beyond the Atlantic with the wantsand
aspirations of n class whoso condition has
| long been crying aloud for amelioration—

e poor farmer laborers of Ireland— Liver-

BEATUTY'S. DAUGHTERS!

" By THE DUCHESS.

CHAPTER XXiX.—CoxTiNvep.

4 Well, now you shall hear,” says Fancy, ap-
peased, «Ihappened to be passing the
schoolroom, when I heard within voices up-
lifted, evidently in angry argument. In a
rash moment I turned the handle of the door
and weat in. Poor Miss Walker was standing
at the end of the room trying vainly to ex-
plain something with two small furies before
her who wero talking her down most success-
fully. When they saw me they ran to me,
and declared their fixed determination never
—never—never to be taught again by their
governess, on the plea that ske did not ad-
here to the strict truth.- . [ declined to listen
to such an accusation against the inestimable
creature behind the table, wherenpon Blanche
undertook to enlighten me,

. & ¢She says the world is round, Lally, and
that we are sticking on to it like little flies.
‘And thit might be true, Lally, I'm not dis-
puting that, because flies do stick to ceilings,
I've seen them ; but pray,”—triumphantly—
if it was true, where would tho water Le?
dor't you think the sea would all have drop-
ped off long ago? Answer me that?”’

« [ didn't; I opened the door agsin and ran
for my life. If anything frightens me, it is
to be put through my facings by « child.”
Blunden laughs, and presently conversa—
tion grows brisker, and he deigns to ask ler
how she enjoyed herself at the ball last night.
« ] always enjoy myselfl,” says Fancy gay-
1y, # especially when you are very good to ne,
and very near me ; but last night,” with a mis-
chievous laugh, I bad rather more than my
usual sllowance of fon.” .

« Hed you ¢’ -
#«Yes., I doa't know whether you have
noticed it, but I bhave danced a copsiderable
number of times with Lord Kenwick. late-
ly.” :

« I have noticed it,"—with unpleasant em~
phasis.

wAh! well.
ed last night ?”
« Don't know, I'm sure.”
¢ Then I shall tell you.
posed to me.” .

« And you refused him 7
¢ Well, I don't know ; not quite I think.
He is-a good fellow, you know, and that, and
quite fun,” - - : . '
# You accept him then, 1 presunme "—pale
and wrathful,"and with angry anxiety. -

« Well, 'm notisuze, I vather think I
left the question in abeyance. I was taken
by surpiise, you eee.  In faot, I had no idea '
what was going to happex until we went into
that small conservatory off the supper.room,
—where you and.I were the dance belore, yon
remember ?7—and there he took my hand,
and—-=" -

« He took your hand
# Yeg, dear : why 7’
¢ And you allowed it ?”

# Yes, dear : why not "’ —raising to his her
lovely guileless eyes, blue as sapphires, and
clothed in innocent surprice., « He didn't at.
tampt to bite it, you know; and I didn't
mind it the least little bit. Besides, he really
wag so impetuous I couldn’t prevent him;
and perhaps 1 never thought of doing so,
either. There was no harm in it; of course,
ii I was enguged to, or going to be married to,
another man,it would be wicked; butas it
]B——”

She pauace, and pulls the kitten's. tail, and
thoroughly enjoys the situation, while Blun.
den, with his eyes fixed moodily upon the car-
pet, finds to his discomfiture that he has mo
right to bring her to task.

« Well,” goes on Fancy, cheerfully, “as I
was tolling you, he took both my hands, and
gaid——"

« I don't want"—savagely—*to hear what
he said, or did either.”

« No ?"—reproachfully ; “and you told me
you would be my friend. Aind what iz the
use of a friend, excent to be one's confidant ?
I must tell my secrets to somebody.”

«Not to me, then.”

« Then you are not my friead.”

#“No, I am sure I am not” returns hs an-
giily ; and with ruffled brow and set lips ko
takes up his bat and leaves the house.

—

CHAPTEBR XXX,

* Oh, would 1t were
Deluslon! butl fear some greater i,
X feol as ir out of my bleeding boxom
My heart weretorn in fragments,”
—BMagico Prodigioso,

'T'ae week has taken to itselt wings ana
flown away; it has hustened with all its
might, unmindful of those who, with out.
stretched arms, would have detsined it. Per.
htps in mercy it has gped, to end suspense and
shrinking expectation ; and Gretchen, stand-
ing on the vanishing edges of it, with empty
hands and desolate heart, knows herself berett
of her chiet good. He i8 gone— her joy, her
gorrow |I” nay, her love, her husband—and
day seems merged in night,

Just at the very end, when the final fare-
well had to be uttered, she had fallen on her
knees beside him and had begged of him one
last promise. .
wIf an hour should come, Kennoeth, when
you feel even a shade worse, promise me faith-
fully you will not keep me in ignorance of it
for an hour. You will write to me at the mo-.
ment, then, without delay 7"

%1 promise. ? :

«You will not say to yourself, ¢ I shall de-
lay until the morrow ; the day may bring re-
lief? You will wait for nothing, you witl not
hesitate, whatever that--that man may ad:
vise ?”

# Have Inot given my werd, darling? Even
now, at tha very last, if it makes you suffer 50
much, let me give up this ides and stay at
home with you,” ‘

# No, no; rather go now, whileI have
strength to part from you,”

" So he 1s taken 1rom her, and she, with her
face htdden in her hands, remaing motionless
in the centre of the room ; too wretched al-
most for thonght, She has not gone down
stairs to the hall with him, lest the man she
counts her enemy—inasmuch as he has been
instrumental in enticing Kenneth from her—
should mark her pallid lips and dry, miserable
eyes. She hardly knows how long she re-
raaing there without movement, but present:
1y she sways 8 littloand waould perhaps have
fallen but that a ecund from the world with-
out arcusen ber, It 18 the scrape of a wheel,
the click of horses' feet, -

Oh, tosce him once agsin! to hear his
voica! A sickening fear that never more
shall her eyes re¢st on his overwhelms her.
Rushing to the window. she gozes eagerly
-downwards, but too late ; the brougham is out
of gight, has disnppeared round the.coraer.
He is ivdoed gone, - . . e

She turns dway, feeling if poesible, more
forlorn than a moment since, Why had she
not gone to the window rooner? Perhaps,
when in the carriage, he had Jooked up, and
hopeful tosue her, and been disappointed.
How gelfish, how heartless, he must consider
her! and now he is beyond reach, and she
cannot tell him sver—ever-—of the anguish of
spirit that had deadened and crushed all

What do you think happeu-

He actually pro-

"

‘thought within her, Where is he now, at the
station? Not yet, surely ; but where then?
And-—snd whereisshe? and what is the mat-
ter with the walle ? .How they close and
draw together! o '

With a last natural effort of self-preserva-
tion sho puts out her hand, and eink%into a
low chair beside her. '

* Five minutes later Kitty (who has cslcul-
ated almost to a nicety the time of Kenneth’s
depavture), enters the room,sud finds her
senseless, paleand wan as a snowdrop born of
last night’s dew, with her hands b, nging lile:
lesely at her sides.

Scenes of every description being abhor--
rect to Lady Blunden, she torbears to sumn
mon gaping -servants, From & .vase on
a table near she procures some water, and,
having administersd divers pattings and shak-
ings and an ualimited supply of eau de
cologne, gradually restores Gretchen to con-
sciousness.

« Whatis it 7" she asks, faintly, putting her

lingera-:to ber eyes in a vain endeavor to re-
cotlect. «Did I faint? How foolish of
met? .
1 \Well, yes, I vanlly think so——very foolish,”
roturns Kitty, who, like most people, is a lit-
tle angry Decause very frightened. «I
thought you had more comnion sense. Bat,
of course at such a time you should nof have
been leftalone.” -

.The last word recalls everything. The soft
Aflickering tonch of color that had come so un
willingly to Gretchen’s cheek now ilies from
it again, to seek refuge in her aching heart.

« [ remember it all now,” she says, tremu-
jously.. “He is gome, Kitty—gone!l aud”’—
clasping her fingers tigntly together on her
krees and bending rather forward—¢ some
borrible thing tells me I shall never see him
again, '

# Every one thinks that at the honr of part-
ing. It is all nonsenss,” says Kitty, briskly,
« Why shonld you not see him again, and
stionger and better too than you have ever
seen him? My dear, don't be morbid. It
apsets one so, and doesn’t do the least
good.”
¢ If 1 might only have gone with him.”

¢ Well, you know, in your place,” says
Lady Blanden, with determination, « I should
certainly pack up my things =nd follow him.
I bave no patienca with that young man’s
airs, separatirg people from their husbands.
[ think he must he out of his mind.”

«Heg is such a strange man, that one hard-
ly dares to oppose him ; and ‘then he may be
srceessful, I really believe, were I to adopt
your advice, he would pack up his things and
return to Eogland in' the evening. And
then how I should blame myself! But I
have often tkought, Kitty,” very timidly, as
though nshamed of the fond romantic fancy,
- I ghould like to disgunice myself, and take
rooms in the German town, and watch each
day until I got one glimpse of him.”

#'] wonder how old you are 7' asks Kitty,
scornfally, but with™ tears in her eyes; tone
hundred and fifty, or five? Such ideas, my
dear child, aro utterly exploded, itindeed they
ever existed. - Yon must ba very weak and
nervous to talk so like ¢ the London Journal.
Tell me, do you still intend going down to
Laxton ?” ‘ .
«Yes. I shallgo this evening. I could
not stay in this bouse- longer than can be
helped. I almost hate it."

« You must get mamma, then, or Flora to
stay with yon."
«Not just yet.
self for a few days.
pore them with my bad spirita,

I shall be better by my-
And, besides, I should
It would be

-unfair to afflict them with them.”

«Dear Gretchen, do try to think of your-
self sometimes. I only wish I cruld go
down with you ;- but I am bound o attend
this ball at Lady Monckton's on the 27th.
#«You must not miss that. 1t cannot fail
to be charming-”

«Jts charms could hardly attract me-—care-
tessly—#though I confess & masked ball will
be a novelty; but, you see ”—tapping the
slender fingers of one hand rather impatient-
iy on the back of the other—* [ have promis-
zd to go to it.” .

« Whom have you promiesd, Kitty ?”

« Oh, many people,” says Kitty, but with-
out letting her eyes rest on Gretchen's. The
latter regards her avxiously.

« At loast,” she says, presently, speskivg
very gently, and with the sweetest intent,  if
I caunot have you with me on the 27th, I
shall know you are keeping me ia your
thoughts all night-"

Kitty, turning, kisses her somewhat impul-
gively.

« A8 atalisman to keep out all less holy
thoughts 7" ghe says, with o poor attempt at
lightness ;  Very wel], dariing ; that shall he
go. And afterwards L shall Tun down to Lax-
ton, to see how you are getting on. Indeod,”
—slowly—¢ 1 thick I shall not go abrund at
all this automn; I shall stay at home and
look after you.”

«'That would be too great a sacrifice ; ard
what would Jack say to it?”

«8ir John 7’—with u slight quick frown

plained matters to you sufficiently to make
that remark nnnecessary. He will doubtless
thazk EKenneth devoutly for his timely de-
parture, and look upon my absence as a reliet
too deep for words,”

CHAPTER XXXI,

‘And if yelove menot
Icannotbear to dream youso forsworn ;
1 had llefer ye were worthy of mylove,
Than tobe loved agnin of you »
~Pcllcas and Eltarre.

wCoxe in,” saya Kitty, quietly.

Bhe is standing before her glass, adding one
or two last finishing touches to the alieady
charming picture it reveals. So lovely is it,
that involuntarily her lips part, and she smilex
at it, as though honestly in lovewith her own
beauty. Itis almosta pily, she tells berself,
to hide so fair a face beneath the small mask
lying on the couch beyond.

- Her maid tired of admiration, which,
though of the eilent order, she takes care shall
be felit, has left her. She is at tkis moment
‘quite vlone. - : _

Sir John, opening the door, comes in, and
cloges it behind him. Somany wesks have
coms and goue since those bappy days when
he would Beek her room to sit and talk to her
during her toilot, that Kitty, pausing in her
occupation, stares at him expectantly, and
colors very distinctly. There is in her ex-
pression a marked surprise, bardly complim~
entary.

# Don't let mo disturb you, seys Blunden,
in a tone cold and forced ; 1 found this note
from Gretchen, directed to you, in my pocket;
it came enclosed in a letter to me this morn-
jng, but I quite forgot to deliver it unmtil
now”

His voice is suggestive of indiffsrence. He
Lurely glances at her an he speaks, and betrays
not the faintest abadow of ndmiration. What
woman could stand such ovil behavior? Kit-
ty’s lips tighteu and her blush fades. Tak-
ing the little note from him (that Gretchen
hed sent through bhim, and the fond hope that
it might cause some kiudly words to be spok-
en between them), she deliberately turns hor
back on him, and begins to read it. Where-
upon Bir John, findicg hor eyes occupied,
raises bis head, und, changing his tactics
looks at her o good deal, :

and an nanlovely laugh. ¢1 thought I had ex-

- By her impetuotis movement she has placed
“hersel!. in front.of alarge mirror. In'it he

dark lashesthot cast falnt shadows on her
cheeks, the perfect month that once “and not
go lopg ago,, had only smiles and tender
words for him. .

_Her bosom, beneath the amber sntin of her
gown, rises and falls in guick pulsations with
some hidden agitation, surely caused by fsel-
ing stronger than could be created by the
mere perusal of Gretchen’s letter. Yet,sweet
ag is the vision in the mirror,'Sir John tells
bimself she is—than it—+asmuch lovelier as
herself ig lovelier than all othera.” .

Looking ap in & minute os two, she mests
his ayes.in the glaes, and, slowly turning,
confronts him, L
., «Thank you,” she says icily; #'you were
kind to bring it yourself; but Minton could
have spared you the trouble.”

Minton is the maid.

. I never give open notes to servants”—
curtly, ’ :

«1 dare say you are right "—carelesaly ; ¢ 8o
for the future I shall ask Gretchen to direct
my lotters to myself. I can’t think what she
meant by enclosing it in yours.”

« Possibly 'she saw nothing strange in send-
ing a note to 8 wife through her husbaud "—
with a slight sneer; ®#she has much to
learn.” .

«She has indeed. - She has not been for-
tunate enough to gecure so willing a -mentor
as I have. ' But pray do not let me detain you
longer. Are you coming with me to Twickens
ham to-night ?”

The almost inselence of her tone irritates
him past endurarce. ‘

u I really don’t know whether 1 shall be in
the way ar pot,” he returns bitterly. « Which
of your friends is coming 7"

Kitty's large eyes blaze. Her lip curls.
For a full minute she gages &t him intently,
as though teo possessed with scorn for speech.
Angd it is at this uniucky moment that the
door opens, and Alinton, -entering with a rare
and exquisite bouquet, presents it to her mis-
tress. :

¢« With Mr. Lauuceston's cempliments, my
lady,” she soye; afier which, scenting battle
in the breeze, sho retires discreetiy.

Kitty belding the fragrant blossoms to her
face, inhsles their perfume slowly.

«How delicious!” she gays to herself, with
n pleaswie. greatly exaggerated. ¢ How
thoughtful to send them. They nre my fav-
orite flowers,”

. There is a8 rather lengthened pause, and
then Blunden saye, in a curiously changed
tone, 8o calm if is, and so carefully suppress-
ed,— . ' o
% Do you permit Launnceston to send you
flowers 77 ‘

« 1 certainly have nct forbidden him to do
80} ’ ' B
uHe is then in the habit of sending
them ?” )

- & Thege are not the firat ke has sent, if you
mean-that.” . - .

4 They shall be the last "—quietly.

« You mean you will desire me not to ac-
cept them 7"~
i Certainly not.
dictate to you on any subject *—bitterly.
shall spesk to Launceston.” .

« How iike you that will be!"~—with a con-
temptuoous shrug of her fine sboulders ; « it
wili be in exact keeping witk all your con~
duct to make your wife’s name a by-word.
Speak lightly of me, by all meaps. No doubt
L have deeerved it at your hands. But first
answer me one question : 1s it worse for me to
receive these flowers than for you to seand
them 7"

-« You sllude to those I sent Mrs Charteris.
The cases are widely different ; mine were
given merely a8 payment of & debt.”

« You are quite right to give it a decent
namo. Well, let ns then-say that these
flowers froim Mr. Laonceston are for payment
of another debt.”

« You trifle,"—sternly. «I have not
spoken on this subject before, but now yon
shall lis{en to me. This man follows you
wherever you go, haunts your fooisteps, be-
trays in a thousand ways the passionate ad-
miration be plainly feels for you, and kas felt
for somo time past, vet, knowing =all this
you encourage his sattentions, aud accept the
homags that can be ounly en insnlt.”

Kitry's havds tighten on tke flowers she is
bolding, and her lips pale. 8be is zn in-
tensely prouwd woman, ove whom nature
would compel to rejeet with quick indigna-
tion advances from aoy man except her hus—
vand. To hear Sir John now accuse her of
rncouraging Lauuceston’s attentions is ex-
ceedingly bitter to her. Yet, rather than
forego her revenge, she accepts the situation
as it stands, sud, refusing to permit herself a
reply to kis last speech, snys, calmly—

“ And you? Were there then ne passages
between you ond Mra, Charteris in the old
days before wo met 7 Take care, Sir John ;
prople living in glags houses should be care-
ful to thrown no stones.”

« Recriminations are worse than useless,”"—
coldly,—* and we have gons into all that be-
fore. You only play with the question.
Kitty, you will not wear those flowers to-
night.”

« I certainly shall, a8 you wiil see later
on."

« That is unlikely. I shall not go to Lady
Moncton’s if you persist in your determirna-
tion.”

# No ?7"—with a quick start. Then, con-
tolling sll emotion. ¢ You will please your-
golf about that, of course. DBat, I think,
considering what a pronounced ball it is
likely to be, and how the world talks, and
how from being above suspicion is our domes-
tic felicity, thut, no matter how distasteful
the task may be, it is your duty to accompany
ma.ll

tt You seem veory clear about other people's
duties ; it is a pity you can’t zee your own.”

«] do see it. But for a mere whim of yours
I am not going to vehave ungraciously to
Cecil Liaunceston. There s no harm in what
I am doing. I never knew it was wrong to
accept n simple bunch of Rowers from a
friend,”

“Your taking them, after all T have said,—
after ull you know,—is a dellberate insult to
me-:l‘ .

“«You will not como with me, then ?" de-
mands she, deliberately, confronting bim with
n cold and steady light in her eves. She
mover & Btep nearer to him, and iz the gleam
of the wax candles that illumine the room
her olioging eatin gown shimmers softly.
Soms dismonds are glittering in her hairand
sparkling on her neck. Just now, with the
passionate defiance and reproich upon her
face she looks like & queen. : e

Blunden, aimost as handsome in his own
way, stands at'a little distance from ber, his
tace black with anger, und, though -acknow-
ledging her beanty, is quite unmoved by it

“1 have told you my condléion,” hereplies,
immovable determination in histone,”

«And [ have refused to comply with itr-

Sir John bows. “Taat settles the ques.
tion,” he Bnys graveiy.

«Yon positively refuse to come with mel”

« 1 positively do.”

Kitty, raising ooe haud, lays it impulslve.
1y upon her bosom. There is majesty and
something like despair in the gesture. The

L R

I should not presume to
(1§

can see each line of her face and fgure; ¢an:|-

.mark the hanghty, beautiful features, the long'| pressed voice, that somehow, .in spite of his.

T A

other hand rests,: a8 thongh' sesking éﬁbpﬁfﬁ,“'
upon the atm of the ohair near her. .- .7 ..
© - «That ends.it” she_says, in, a low, com-

agger, disturbs him strangely.; «Itis. your
own.doing. If any harm arisesfrom it, blame
yourself-? . . _ . ' e L

« What do yon mean by that ™ demands he,
hastily.- I8 it o thrent?7. - .

# Whatever you like. Go; you are wast-
ing your time hero-" o '
. 4The catriage is ready, my lady,” saye Min.
ton, oponing the door; and Blunden, foeling
himselt dismissed, with ber last words ring~
ing in his ears, loaves the room unwillingly,
and, descending thestairs, inds Arthar await-
ing him in the libiary below,

« You here ?” he says, wearily, sinking in-
to a chair, "~ What is'it, Arthari*

# Not much,” says that young men, scan-
ning his cousin’s features anxiously but se-
cretly. * The fact is, I never meant'to go to
this. ball, but at the last moment 1 have
changed my mind, and now” with a laugh -
“my poing seems to me a matter of lifo or
death.” .

¢ Thengo.”

“But I haven't a domino, , A wild hope
that you might. be able to lend me one hes
brought_’me here. ‘We are s0 much the same
height rnd figare, I dare say yours would suit
me. . I know you used to do a great deal of

‘masquerading one winter in Rome, aud it cc-

curred to me yoa might have a second.”

4 No, I have only cne "ut you csn have it,”
says Jack, withhis eyes fixed absently rpon
the. paper-kpife he has tuken from the
table. )

«Yours, my dear bey? No; not that.
Surely you are going to Twickenhsm jour~
self ™

¢ Sarely Iam not"—smiling. ¢, too, bave
changed my mind at the last moment.”

« But what a sudden decieion! Thers is
something wrong with you Jack.”

% Very likely. There is sbmething wrongx
with most people, is there not? "Sav I have
got o headache, neuralgis, a it of the spleen
whnt you will—I don't care what nams you
give it, I shall not go to this mad dance to-
night.’ .

# You refuse to confide in me?” says Ar-
thur, gently, perhaps a little hurt 2t the
other's tone. .

“Well, and if [ do? Whatthen? There
are things a man must grin and bear in &il-
ence, and—I hate whiners myself, and so do
you. You sre going, Atthur ?  Wait; let me
send for the domino.”

comes snd goes. and returns, again, with the
goft fawn colored garment in gaestion.

+You were right in.your surmise,” says
Jack, glancing at it with §0fne small interest.
“ The lagt tlme I wore this domivo was in
Rome, during one of the liveliest nights I ever
put in. See the red cross on the shoulder; it
was ptitched on for a purpose. To.morrow,
if not'teco done up, drop in and fell me how
youget on. Though I doubt whéther you

‘willbave as muoch fon ont of it as I had in

those good old daysin Italy,”

i Are not your preaent’ days better ?” asks
his cousin, regarding him gravely, *Why
should you look back with suck regret upon
yourpags 7 You are certainly happier now 7"

 Boyond all donbt”—witha queer laugh.
% Ten thousand times happier. I have liter-
ally nothing left to wish for. Money, a title,
the world'a respect (what married man is with-
out that ?), and—a wife who adores me.”

«True, you have all that. Kitty surely
loves you.”

. ¢ 1 said adores me. You put it too weakly,”
says Blunden, stiil with that odd laugh. «My
good Arthur, don't give yourself the habit of
staring people vut of countenance, It is ex-
ecrable form. Go. You are late as it is.
Tho woman who doubtlees tells you she
adores you is seflering agonies of suspense all
this time,” '

With a gentle, friendly push he guides him
to the door,

% Well, good night, old man. 'I'm awfully
obliged, do you kuow,” says Arthur, gratefu'-
ly. Then he hesitates even on the thresh-
pold; and says again, * I wish yon were com-
ing.’

# Don't be hypocritical,” replies Sir John,
with a smile, pointing to the domino. ¢ My
going now would, I dare say, reduce you to
despair., Good-pight. I hope that red cross
will bring you luck.”

CHAPTER XXXII.

BeAT. *Iwasabout toprotest I ioved you.”
BENE. " And do it with alithy heart.”
Bear, “1love you with so much of my heart,

that none s leftto protest.”
—Much Ado About Nothing.

To swear in the morning by all the gods
that nothing should induce him to go to this
ball; to protest with even more earnestness,
if luss bad language, to the same effect at
noontide, to waver towards evening, to give in
and get possessed w-th a maddening desire to
¢o to it at nightfall—thus had Mr. Blunden’s
mind been exercised all day, from “morn to
dewy eve,”

Unrfortunately, vesterday he bad met Mrs.
Cliarteris ; and whether she thought he Iook-
ed too bappy to be let goin peace, or whether
she had been listening to some little false
story mbout him, retailed by a dearest friend,
1 know not, but she was certainly unkinder to
him then usual, and sent him from her calm
outwardiy bat with a determination never to
see her again, He would be no woman's
8lave—s0 he told himself (they all tell them-
selves that, you know, at intervals). And as
to going down to Twickenham temeet her
to-morrow night. no earthly consideration
should bring kim to do it.

He played rather bigh at night, and won
everything before him, which annoyed him a
goon deal., In his thea frame of mind it
would have solaced him to lose, as giving
him another chance of railing against adverse-
fortune. - But be won, and Leavily, and w ent
nome and slept not at al), and, risiog in  the
morning unrefreshed, found himselfstill faith-
Iul ,to his vow not to go to Lady Monck-
ton's. : -

At four -he went to see Laura Redesdnle,
and there found Fanay, so: sweet, sv radiant,
80 utterly oblivious of having wronged him
in thought, word, or deed .that he was fairly
bewildered. She was almost tender to him,
and so honestly -distressod at his resolution
not to see her in the evening that, though he
1sft her for once viotor, his heart was melted
within him. :

- Yet for his word’s sske he clung to his
purpose - all through the evening, and sat
silently smoking at his clab, until, as ton
o'clock struck, he rose up, and, fiinging his
cigar far-from him, declared to himself he
must and would see her again to-night or
perish - in- the attempt, Perishing, as we

domino-baviog fallen  {o  his lot as it were
o fairy gift. . . R

» L] * - LI D_ )
- Walkivg through the brilliant, sweet-per-.
famed rooms -at 1'wickenbam an lkour Jater,

| 'with thoconspicuous red cross upoa his shouls | .

der, and only the lower part of his facé seen,
bis resemblance to Sir John is eo remarkable
tbnt even he himself canwmot refrain from
smiling as he marks it in a passing mirror.
Once or twice n mutual acquaintance
accosts him by his cousin’s name ; and tkree

. ’follbw.‘himxintensalyv as he goes,

There was a short paise while the servant |

‘have s¢en, was not upon the-cards, Sir John's {’
fally:it -

-position you crave.. - . .. . ... L)
.“w How -heartless. youare! I wonder if

the earnestgaze;of two largp dark eyes thnt
flection that; rner’ e re.
1 on that the-owner of these carnsst eyes
is clad in*satin ofra..golden shade, that glit.
ters bravely in-the gay light, CTogsey hi;
mind, but'ha fails::to - recogniza Kitty, go
:a%er iI!: ‘his search-for! d: s ignonne ﬁguml ang
hai:‘.“ .v;‘n—oud‘ . head‘-; f{romfed with yellow
" Yet d whole™ hour passes withoyt ros ;
any kinc} except failure ; and, nhlzlzf;;ta ngtilvt o
up hope, he leans against the door of the o
ssrvatory that opens on to the #ardeng fgon.
a versnda outside, and wonders v, uo?l
whether he shall seek her on the terrafese y
come to the coaclusion that she hag not uo;
in ‘R’IL ag;}ea};ance to-night. ot
. atif she had staid_away becauss
declared his intention of no{ being ,;pi'l;:e];:c}
His heart beats quickly . at this thought, Ij
he‘ ‘cé)_uld darg ,to believe that—if—— '
olbe v:r :Téhnf gays a lcvaw‘ £0it voico at his
. He starts violently, undbie to control hi
self " the accents o, dear to Him rez}:liml?i; ‘
ear, and looks round. Yes, it isshe; close
:(;oilelaitm:a;::lt{li:ug up at him with laughing,
at n ~
Drotty portad tes: o mask could c‘hange, and
"4 Fie]” sho says, lightly, ©to batiay yéu:.
self go ingeniously | to start and turn’at t‘he
first mention of your name! 1 g8Ve you credit
for more savoir-faire, grenter chic. Bui te]] yme
is your cousip, is— Arthur here to-njzht 7
pluydan makes no spoken reply, lest;"his
zz;%ta. should betray: him. ~ Ho shnkes hje

“No? Not really?” Surely  sowethip,
vomes up from her heart and diws for the o~
ment the lustre of her eyes. Her Kue
round_ed chin quivers ever 5o stightly.

# Where is ‘lie, then ?” she asks, half petul-
autly, half plaintively,

“ Where should he be but here?” says Ar.
thur, almost roughly. “Can I keep'awuy
from you? Tam your property; you can do
with we as ycu will,”

o #But how like Sir John you are? gays
fancy, for once utterly taken abuck.

I tried to stay away,” goes on Arthur, tak.
ing almoet o savage pleasure in his selt abuge.
ment. #1 awore to myself a hundred time
{ would nob see you again ; yet hers I am! ]
was looking over an old Shakespeure to-dy,
and came upon some lines that I {hink, st
wmy abject cuge. Do you know them ?—

'¢ Being your slave, ]

IIIEongbhe bours ahglt]&;ggg?]go{#?lg&ié?ﬂ

ave no preclous time at all to spend,
Nor services to do, 111l you requlrel.J

_ Nor dare T question with my jeslous ilougi:

Wherc youzay be, oryour affalrs suppose, -
o Bul'. like a sad slave, stay and think or noug’ht

Savy etx)k':_ea;? ¥you are, how happy you make
You gre strong, yet you have no mercy. |
have po doubt my insane infatuation is no-
tl:i’?g to you unless & thing te make merry
at. . . :

«“Ah! now indeed I know it is you,” say
Fancy, her manuer changing as it by magic,
and a warm smile-curving her lips. « There
is always o healthy glow, a charming amount
of candor, about your little speeches, not to
bs surpassed. I always say you are better
than a tonic, and quite as bitter. Yes, I knew
you would come even at the last moment.
And surely after all yon were wise. It pleases
me to think you are happier here than you ,
gou},d be elsewhere; and now I am happier

00.

« How readily swect words come te your
lips! ¥Yes, it is quite as well 1 should be hers,
for this reason, that absence does meno good.
Even when away from you I cannot dissever
myselt from you.”

« You cannot ¢dissever your soul from the
soul of the beauntiful Annabel Lee)’" quotes
she, gayly. © Well; tkis Aonabel Lee "—Iay.
ing ber hand lightly o her bocom—¢ rathe;
likes that thought. Come, don't Vet us quar.
rel to-night, Arthur. I am insacha preifff
temper it is a shamo to rufile it.” i

« Coms into: the garden,” asys Dlunden,
« This place is stifling ; the air outeide mey
change my ugly moed.”

The night is heavenly fair. The soft
breeze thet fans to sleep the drowey flowersii
warm and fragrant. All down the garden-
walks and undernesath the trees great Chinest
|anterns light the way; while above in the
thin ethereal blue fioats with languid grace
* That orbed malden!with whife fire lnden,
= Whom mortals call the moon."

It is & “moon with promise of large light
on woods and ways ;" and, growing silent be
neath its influence or the teaching: of their ow
hearts, they wapder past the nearest walke)
into » garden rich with the tragrance of drop.
ping rose leaves. {

Allisquiet. Now and then a faint sobbit:
pote from the band within breaks on the still
ness; butag they wander farther oven thil
plaintive sourd is lost to them. A mem
laugh once stirsher calm, but ittoo dies awy
as the owner of it passes onward to the hauie i3
The silence is complete. MNothing distuiég
it— ;
“ Bave thatone rivulet from atiny cave . K4

Came lizhte. ing downward, and =0 split 1l

Among the roses, and was lost agaln.” ;

Her hand, hanging listlessly at ber &ift
touches his. His fingers close upon it, 82t
the mutg spell is broken. 1
« 1 wonder if you are ever glad to sce meTY
ashs he, bending to read her face,

« Ate my eyes so dull, then, that you can-§
not read them 7 .

& What am I to understand by that "

« Anything you iike.” ‘ Y

«Do yon meen what your words imply i

T am afraid I do "—with a would-be &g}
but a very lovely smile. ;

Lifting the hand he has imprisoned, Arthyl
raises it fondly to his lips.

«Yon givemo hope that means Iife” 1
says, earnestly. . :

¢ Yet atay, my friend,” murmurs she, ?vitb
drawing her haod and glancing at it
though his caress still rests on it in fnvisib/f
form. ¢ Consider: Is that lust act of you
an act of frlendship? Suarely il isteco P
nonce—too—too—you know what I med
You amess me, Arthur, ofter all your PIo
mises. Have you forgotten our compact

u There are things one hates to 'remembel
And, besides, just now Low can 1. rememb®
anything -beyoud the sweet fact that we a
together 7" . S

«You are incorrigible,” she 2ays, with §
swift glance that is hardiy cruel. ¢ [t is T3
less my expostulating with you. { fear 3
are no longer my frlend” e ;

%« That is true,” rejoing he engerly; I ¢1i
no longer act the patt.. Itis too cold, 1ol
meagre, I - was mad .Wwhen L thought (it
sver did think it} that L could sink from b
ing your loverinto s conventional well-v
er. Darling, restnre me to my; old position.
..« What:was that ?-—my slave?’ .

" uSomething very like, it, I fear,’~"

v Bat you are that now. . So. youi have

ever guess at the millfonth.part of the mist
yon make.me endure daily.?, .. ..
« Well, bat did I never warn you? Com
confess tho truth, now ; how otten have I
you I am the coldest womau alive 7" s
«You mny hove said thaf, but you

lookaed the contrary.”

timos in moving to and fro he ia puzzled by

(Continued on Third Pege)
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