26th JULY, 1890

THE DOMINION ILLUSTRATED.

63

FOREWARNED.

1 have be
believe in theengssted the questions many times--¢¢ Do you
i have.genempl;nstural? Are you superstitious ?’
con ppily ang cen taught to believe that those who

tented it} t]% 10 a better world are too happy and
ani]ways of this t?oC};g:l]nge to wish to come back again to
,,emgo 0 a worge 1u esome sphere. And those who die
a ed.from retu place than this they have left, are pre-

Certaip Su]phur:;mng’ even if they wish to very ,muchpby
cing wous being, whose chief initial is 1.
Morp;,” Careful top stitious, —well, perhaps, if being par-

ing ang putti put my right foot out of bed first in the
to Keep on tr;Ige On my right shoe and stocking first in
nger naiglc?od side of IDame Fortune, or never
sure]y 3> if those s $ any day between Wednesday and
Y Dmygt e g1s of weakness go for anything, then

e Superstitious ; but I doubt it. '
cen in 322 1s sensible of the certain fact that
n » Perhaps o € proximity with something most
explaip ¢q wh me one older and wiser will discover

ad receiveq Qait he would ascribe the following :

very 24 make heretter from a cousin of mine asking me to
i, Stitical i o gl";Slt. The letter reached me at a

Fin my jige 5 I’erﬁzgs Isosay that letter was a turning
a been :

t}?;l Positiop, en%:gefl to a man, a gentleman of means
kind}i'{reat affection I“fas a w1d9wer, and, perhaps, beside
hic dy, always elt for him, he charmed me by the
;ad wife, Ympathetic, manner in which he spoke of
mj Parentg
W;.rsed or:‘;?;ef})lea§e(l with my choice, They ad-
ﬁ“(’.datgood buSinessor his many amiable qualities. He
times 0 ¢ men man-—handsome, and in every way
thog he Would he 0s of making any girl happy. If at
Cloug t 1 haq bett?omse and silent I never noticed. I
enoy h0 my fllturer get us;ed to an occasional passing
COuldg bto now ¢ bartner’s brow. For I had sense
thunge, o, 10 conting. e two lives were ever passed, or
am cor Storm ¢, el val sunshine, without an occasional
s cold qpg Ear the atmosphere, They tell me I
ves g Passion eartless, Can one be heartless when
Wag or oved iatevly as I, Clarice Savoy, loved Hugh
it 1o Ushed g “ m! Heaven help me, until my love
\ e again', Itllterly dead, that nothing could revive
is Wonﬁes one’s lov ethaps 1 was hard in my decision.
ffecyio lessp -pp ¢ @mount to when the object beloved
1S had beeat Was my bitter lot—to find that my
n lavished upon an unworthy object.

COme

Tbe ld 0’.

Wret a
Ng:]zd\f}f-es- Set up crumbled to dust before my wistful,
ey ispe .
densl};, "IU the pa; oif Warning had I of the blow that was to
Sure]y, . Must hag ness out of my life. It all came so sud-
IOVer, a coldnessesbeen blinded. Slowly, but still very
coldn'es ere Seemi?ng up between my parents and my
On S, t € unfrienq no perceptible cause.  Still the
get g, 11ELG T shoulg” e oa was apparent.
one (;f Ugh calleq f say the night, for never shall I for-
My, those sultr Or me to go to a band concert, It was
of ap exel_li)(’mSllfmmer evenings when it seems too
aining 44 1, Or one to breathe. I said I pre-
Warm; ang vome. He agreed that the air was
Wi Toom, . ¥e sat chatting, when my mother en-
Strange]y ;i;l:dnlever spoke nor looked at me ; but,
Ordereq hip, 0ok on her face, walked over to
an, BOny of th, houl of the house. Shall I ever for-
molheEPeakd o m ‘;‘“’ and those that followed ?
Temajy In her acti()ny ‘?ther{ but he only seconded my
let me M any recro He is a blackguard and not fit to
Ang w.hear o youfectable,mﬂWS house, and, Miss, never
tha secong TeCognizing the rascally villain again.”
ordj ya Other WOuldwammg look at me he went out. g
is Y action, < Itle“‘me nothing to explain her extra-
was hop Ot worthy my daughter. ~1le
kne s, Ut T wag ‘;ﬂ't unsatisfactory answer to all my
days 3 Wherein yha yoctermined not to give him up unti
nworthiness lay. I met him a few

wit : He
My m]i)assmnate Weogr%fd me to be faithful to him, and I,
she (e ther hearq oS of everlasting fidelity, promised.
me he:.te me like 1the meeting and was furious. Had
Woulq - Feasons for - Woman and not as a child and told
declarego have mard;emsmg me to speak to IHugh, she
hag, I neve, mat hir:rlle disobedient or untruthful, for I
Th » nor would I acknowledge that I

Iy € we
ca] nt aw ..
her (oiMhess of o272 a0d Sadie’s letter came, and I in

brig despaj
fay olg ght, laug ingpt;lz accepted and went. Sadic with
to . Pony and €, met me at the station with the

See low bas .
tho“ght i ¢ and rattled%ket carriage.  She was delighted
q “Ap “}lerestin . on cheerfully of everything she
eey, ;. -ldrice !
hey cu]rn] the haumeth,-e house is full ang you will have to
the ghog ot WD head, e o oo SUYS With a shake of
e ni read 5
G ght w, M ready to sh S
“ hostg indeegﬁECl}er with you,” are the terrors of
ear ’ retort with

supreme contempt
do i on
o I_lnot martyrize your feelings on
o e o at surpl le l]e]ast bit afraid.”
es rise ¢ i
wt!e Cousip .7 OW have ot 1, e sarcastot it pour S
hip, 7 she says roueqio € sarcastic with your poor
}orgive . » touching the pony lightly with her
' e
don’tI am tireq dear,” | 52y in a repe
Neap, j; » * 50 don’t ming if II ﬂmi’t You
. snarl,

chilg
y fOr E 5:;1);

¢ Per-
You know I

Sadie sighs for sympathy with me. She is one who
never gets put out of temper ; she is always, it seems to me,
at her best. And that is what can be said of very few ;
but, then, she is my favourite cousin, and perhaps 1 am
partial.  Shortly after tea Aunt Ada came to me and said :

¢ Clarice, dear, I am so sorry, but every bed-room i«
taken except the blue room. Do you mind sleeping there ?
Tor, if you are nervous, Sadie shall sleep with you.”

« T will be very comfortable I dare say,” I return cheer-
fully.
«If you have any miserable love story, they say the
ghost gives good advice on such matters,” Sadie says
laughingly.

1 feel my face burning crimson. «1 don’t understand
you,” I say coldly. But Sadie, who is always talking at
random, runs oft to talk to some of her other guests.

The visitors were all very agreeable, and, in spite of my
which is for ever cropping up before me, I spend a
very pleasant evening. At ten o’clock Sadie and I retire
to the seclusion of the blue room—a large apartment hung
in blue, with two large windows overlooking an extensive
flower garden.  The furniture was old-fashioned and heavy,
with a bed hung with heavy blue damask curtains. Now,
everything looked most cosy and cheerful, a fire burned in
the grate—for the room had not been used for so long that
she was afraid it would be damp. Aunt Ada was generally
funny that way. Wax lights shed a soft radiance around,
and numerous flowers were scattered around in pretty cups

and vases in sweet confusion.
« Don’t you think we had better let the light burn?”

Sadie timidly suggests.

« T can never sleep with a light in the room,” I retort, as
I promptly blow out all the candles.

Sadie gives a little shriek as she scrambles hurriedly into
bed, while I as promptly scuttle in after her. The fire
burns up cheerfully and lightens up the furniture, and I
think what a pity, for the sake of some old tradition, such
a lovely room should go unoccupied.  Sadie, with her
head buried in the blanket (a very uncomfortable position
I should fancy), squeals a remark to me from time to time
from among the blanket’s protecting depths. Finally we
both drop off to sleep. I dreamt I was at home. Tt was
in the morning and they said there was a lady in the
library to see me. I went and found a fair, fragile, little
creature standing by the fire. She was wringing her hands
and sighing as I entered the room.

The first thing I noticed was her strange apparel. She
simply wore a long flowing garment of some soft white
material, and her golden hair hung in long waves over her
slender shoulders. She looked at me silently for a few
moments, then she came toward me.

«VYou are Clarice Savoy?”’

I reply that such is my name.

¢ You mean to marry Hugh Borrors ?’ she further ques-

misery,

tions.

¢« 1 do,” was my ready answer.

The sky outside the library grew dark, and there was no
light in the room save the flickering fire light, throwing
fitful, weird shadows around.

« Child,” said my strange visitor, ‘¢ don’t have anything
further to do with Hugh Borrors. What?” she went on,
brushing the fair curls off her white forehead impatiently.
« Do you think that if a man treats one wife cruelly that
his second will meet with a better or kinder fate?  Tell
me, do you ?”  She turns her glorious, dark eyes, full upon
my face, and they seem to burn into my very brain, those
wildly brilliant, enquiring eyes.

«¢ What authority have you to come Laore with a tale like
this to me ? I have every reason to be.ieve that my inten-
ed husband is an honourable gentleman, who woulid wound
no woman's feelings, let alone those of the sacred ties of

matrimony.”
I speak haughtily and half sorrowfully, for T begin to
think perhaps the fair little creature before me has had her
Still T cannot fathom her reason for

hopes disappointed.
wishing to make me her confidant. She paced hurriedly

up and down for several minutes, then she paused before me.

«\Will you listen?’ Again fixing those shining eyes
upon my questioning face.

« Certainly,” I reply, sinking
«Wont you be seated ?” I ask.

She never moved from be
from my face. )

« You did not know Hugh Borror’s wife ?”’

I shake my head.

¢« She was older than he,
wife all through the long years
business. She did her best to he
the long, long years; but,” plaintively, ‘ they were happy
in a way. Then it suddenly became apparent to the
loving, watchful eyes of the wife, that her husband was
less loving and neglectful and hard to please.  Like
lightning out of a clear sky came a whisper, a word
dropped here and there, that Hugh, her husband, whom

she had loved so faithfully, was neglecting his bome and
A whisper was not suffi-

her for a new, a younger face. L
cient to arouse suspicion in the trusting heart, but she
afterwards found proof sufficient to convince her that she
was no longer the first in her husband’s heart.

« Mr. Borrors purchased a handsome jewelled bracelet.
His wife admired it very much, and was surprised to see
him replace it in his coat pocket. Afterward she saw the
same bracelet on the arm of the woman who had taken
her husband from her. The blow was too much for her
gentle, brave nature, and she died, died of a broken

heart.”

languidly in a chair.

fore me, nor took her eyes

but still a faithful and a loving
he was toiling to succeed in
help and cheer him on all

I spring to my feet. <«H
cet, ow say i
WhatnaE wo feet. o w dare you say such things ?
She pushes me back in my chai i
o i e ek y chair and placing her hand
i‘ Lam Hugh Borror's dead wife I
wake with a scream,—awak ,
am, vake to find the fire
3uhrirlxé O:(t ar;fi m{'se{]f sitting upright, my hand outﬁtreilzrlr:gst
' standing before me is the woman of my d I
cannot move, can scarcely breathe, Al Imc)nr?r(elzn:‘s X
gahz.e as if fascinated at the fair little lady with her flowi .
]\,}r iteﬁgown and golden hair. 1 feel the clasp of her oy
nl:; iibir:)%)ers :T;)urxlddm){ wrist.  Then she slowly fades fr:)(;x);
sion, while istinctly hear the word « R »
~ . . . . eme .Y’
For the first time in my life I fainted away. On conr::erto
x‘:}y senses I was very thankful to find Sadie still slee 7ign
h t:rﬁne but myself knew of my midnight visitor Teeping.
X ei next afternoon, in the face of much opposition, I
started }t]o go home.  Sadie with a rueful countenance saw
hmaedu]letme ;::u;.l .I? her‘thoughlfulness for my comfort lsh::
. 1 Interesting story to beguile tl i
travelling. I sat glancin e whes 1 s in
) : g over the pages,
conscious of a conversation going onI bit“'e‘;/:e? o ecame
men in the seat behind. " o gentle-
‘I see Frank Somers has b i
‘ So een taken i shi
with one of the leading attorneys out West m;)i p{l_rtnerslnp
hucky dog st € 1s a pretty
““ Who is I'rank Somers ?" lazil i
Vho ank ¢ s ?” lazily asks his compani
“ Why, don’t you remember the girl he marric?d w?lrs]'tl
Sne whom ]fiorrors was so much smitten with— the gir‘l wh‘g
hey say made as much i i
they s y 1 love to the married as to the single
¢ lliult ll‘lorrors is a widower,” argued the other
1 believe gossip goes throu : )

4 gh your head lik
through a sieve.  Itell you his wife was alive at tl?e Y{later
and his outrageous doings with this girl killed her senkt Y;IIE,
t!]ey say right into her grave. Bad business a]l, thro 'f\r
She was a clever little yvife and a fair little creature, u%)' ,
dark eyes and yellow hair style, you know ; but too 1;)" =
you see, to battle along with a fellow of Borrors’ st lw’?g'
 Every word I heard distinctly. On my arrivai }); - I
find anhl'mpassxoned letter, begging me to leave homoen:zend
marry him at once. I quietly wrote, saying i
1 p . wr y Saying it was
1mposslbl‘e for me to go in opposition to my ]%arents' \:l::;rly
a'n(l that it would be better to stop all further commur ica.
tion. e wrote twice afterwards, but 1 never n()tic;(;utclzx1~
letlters. I have learned since that the story the little | 1e
told me in my dream was really what had occurred ha
neglect_had Killed Hugh Borrors’ wife,  And i Lot
doubt .for a moment that it was some strange :10 f:an
all-seeing and loving Providence which save(ig ufans of
fate worse than death, e from a

Pagan Place, St. John, N.b, MAY LEONAR]
LSEOD ).
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Macaulay.

I cannot describe him better ths ; i
e:x:!c}ly that kind of face and ﬁgtllxlrﬁ:'n \:Ric;ay]mg he has
sibility would be selected, out of even a ver y 1110 pos-
ber of persons, as those of a remarkable pers({nsmn ! num-
of the middle height, neither above nor below ilage'.r He is
line of his face in profile is rather good. Th ‘ »he out
slightly aquiline, is well cut, and the expr o nose, very
mouth and chin agreeable. . The I{agzsmn of the
my description, seen in front, is blank, and : FO- resume
badly lighted. There is nothing lumyinous’i;ls l]t wore
nothing impressive in the brow. The forehead ? the eye,
but it is scooped entirely away in the region ‘whes Sli,aclo“s»
lence ought to be, while beyond rise reverenc re(enev().
and self-esteem, like Alps on Alps. The undere, Ltmness
so swollen as aimost to close the eyes, and it wo ?ilelllds are
impossible to tell the colour of those orbs andu >€qu.1te
from thq neutral tint of his hair and fnce, to cqually so
complexion he had originally been. His’voicsay' of what
able, anrlllls intonations delightful, although tha[e' ls‘ agree-
mon a gift with Englishmen as to be almost ;S S0 com -
character{stlc. As usual, he took up the ribanlnauona]
conversation, and kept them in his own h;md(S ]of the
wherever it suited him, His whole mafn( riving
the smo.ot.hpess and polished surface of the man of th ner has
the pOlll.lleln, and the new peer, spread over th ¢ world,
letters w1§hm. I do not know that I can re !:'a.tt oyoan of
conversation, Afor there was nothing to excitepvﬂ. any gf his
attentlor,l in its even flow, There was not y particular
Holmes’s ever-bubbling wit, imagination emhaftOUCh of
ar;tbeSqlxexless. It is the perfection of the,com ieasm and
without sparkle or flash, but at the same tim m"ilonp]atfe,
teresting and agreeable. I could listen to hiuel it lan-
sure for an hour or two every day, and I have with plea-
should thence grow wiser every day, for his braino' (1;)ubt !
hardly any man’s ever was, and his way of del; e u“! as
self is easy and fluent.— % 2. Motley, clivening him.
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How to Sharpen Tools.

_ Carpenters and other toolusers ;

times now use a mixture of ge];bcev:i]r‘)z ll{::tl; (‘;p with the
sharpening their edge tools, Qil, as ig el o for
thickens and smears the stone. 'l"he 'I-C)w.ell known,
mixed with spirits in greater or less prog;o);-t?”he may .be
as the tools to be sharpened are fine orI co 'on, according
average blade, two parts of glycerine t arse. For the
suffice. © one of spirits will



