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AN

A THRUST HOME.

REV. JAS. KAVANAGH, D D., OF KILDARE,
REPLIES T0 AN ANONYMOUS CORRE-
SPONDENT IN THE ¢ TIMES"-—HIS VIEWS

_ON THE OUTCOME OF IRISH HOME

RULE. '

A gentleman writing anonymously has re
eently assailed the Rev. James Kavanagh,
B.D., the noble prieat of Kildare, for, certain
axpressions. uted by him with referencs to
the present position in' Ireland. His assail-
ant mersly .sigoed “hib. letter **X.” The
letier of Df, Kavanagh will, after this. intro-
duction, speak [ie itself.~ He writes to the
Times as followe -— '

Au lrisn priest ina rural district rarely
aoes The Times until many days after the
issne, The letter of **X " seems to imply

..shat I advocate resistance to lawful authority.

To advocate resistance to lawlul authority
ia & grave crime in_ a priest and, if proved,
wonld be visited with the severe punishment
of suspension. As my anceators took a part
in the strugglesof 98 sud suffered much I
may not be an impartial witoess, bit I wish
to state for the information of **X" that
never regarded the rising of '08 asa resistance
‘to lawful auathority, but as the attempt of
brave men to protect the honor of their wives
and daughters from the outrages of a brutal
soldiery. Sir Ralph Abercrombie has left us
his estimate of the English forces iu Ireland
in '98 and the correspondence of Lord Corn-
wallismakes itpainfully evideut that thegover-
ment of the day instigated a brutal soldieryand
atill more brutal yeomanry to outrage the
peasantry of Wexford and to drive them
into open resistance that they might be
mercilessly butchered and their politi-
eal organizations suppremsed. If X"
will conceive the supposition of Lord Macsu-
lay realized ,it will assist him to form & more
sorrect notion of the position of Irishmen
during the rebellion of '98. If England had
remained a dependency of France; if every
office of emolument in Ecgland were filled by
Frenchmen ; if the expreesion of English gen-
timent were vigorously suppressed, and a
system of officialism established, in which the
essential condition of preferment was hatred
and contempt of the English people; if a
policy of extermination wers adopted and
openly advocated by the leading journals of
the day; if every form of constitutional
liberty were desired, the people of England
and the country ruled from Paris by a pure
despotism, with occasional doses of drastic
coercion and periodic visitations of famine ; if,
after centuriesof thisrule, with such interiudes
as the assassinations of Elizabeth, the atro-
citiea of Cromwell and the penal laws, 4n
army of Frenchmen, remarkable only for their
Inst and cruelty, were let loose on the people
of ¥ent and told by the French Government
to outrage the peasantry and drive them iato
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CHAPTER XV.—Continued.

« My Preciovs ANGEL.—Shgll .J&%;ll you
‘naughsy for making me so unhappy leav-
ing us, or shall I tell you I kiss your piliow
every night, and will not allow any one
touse it? I say you will vome back like the
dove that could not find a greea spof to rest
ita tiny feet upon, and came back to the atk.
Ob, Angel, I've wished eo often you were
here.. We do have such grand times riding
in the Cascine every atternoon. Away we
dash through the long grove unaer those
high, grand old trees — it laoks
like a fairy bower for two 'miles, and
all the other carriages filled with ladies and
gentlemen dash along too, trying to look
liner one than the other. Then the dresses
of the ladies are so beautiful, and the plumes
in their hats wave, aud their soaris flatter
with wind, and the gentlemen look proud and
gay, sad the coachmen and footmen, nll in
fine livery, look stiff and grand, und the gold
and silver haroess are like Cinderella's
made out of the pumpkin by her fairy
god-mother. I declare, Angel, L feel like a
butterfly, and I want to start out of the car-
risge and put my head into some of the
flower cups on the green lawn. Papa says
I'm ha'f crazy, snd calls me a little gypsy
and all kinds ot pet numes, We have lots
and lots of company, some a8 nice a8 nice can
be, but I haven’t seen one single face as pret-
ty as yours, and tnere is only one, yes, two
parsons I love as well as I do you. One is
Papa, the other—is, you know who—obh,
lawe ! how red my face is ! It burns so—I
always told you I loved him better than any-

one in the world, and so I do! Lots of
gentlemen are always at the Villa. They say
I'm awful hard to plesse. Yon and I know
the secret, Angel, because I'm pleased already!
Shall I tel! papa, Angel ? or had I better not?
You know I never let that one some-

body know I love him. I scarcely speak

to Aim, and he sees me talking lively to

everyone elge, but 8o long as he doesn’t seem

to care if 1 do, I'm not going to tell him I

only love him—would you ?

*Oh, Angel, do come back! Papa was

gloomy after you left. I kunow he likes you

very much, I wish—I wish, Angel—but it’s

no use wishing. Papa gaid you had to go,and

I must not ask questions, Will you have to

stay long ? I do miss you somuch, I have a

great deal, too, I want to ask you that Ics~’,

even ask papa, You know I lovey~ _.cd

best in the world, my angel, and do you love

me third best in your world ? I sealed this,

1 don’t want papa to read it, Yo« are the

only person she let me write to without

rebelliog, and if the brave men of Kent rose showing my letters to him.” ,

tip to defend the sanctity of their homes and

“\We had & riding party yesterdsy, and

the honor of their wives and daughters, Ilyy ol ladies and gentlemen ot us rode

should agk ¢ X" waa their conduct a resist. up

ance to legal authority 2 If his own friends

the mountain to Fiesole, Oh, it was
rand. Such beaatiful gardens all the way

fought bravely to drive out the iovader, | n" anq villas, and grand old convents and
would he consider an expression of just pride | 51d houses, and crowds of people going and
in their horoism unworthy of a Christian coming up the steep roads, and the peasant
priest ? Judas was & priest and he led his | pon ang women, and the lots of women

countrymen to battle, The cause of the Jews
was not more sacred than that of Ireland, and
the oppressions of Antiochus were mild com
pared with the atrocities of Cromwell and
the cruelties and outrages perpetrated on the
brave men of Wexford. Ireland in 1886 will
not make the mlstake of Wexford in '08.
The country is too well organized and toc
well goided for the first time in her chequered
history. The priests, the bishops, and the
parliamentary leaders are perfectly upited,
They speak with one voice, and the people
are perfectly in hand and obey them with
docility, English rule in Ireland is the
atrangest chapter in political history. .In
1886 Engllsh statesmen are forging a goercion
bill tor Ireland, as if coercion were about to
be tried for the first tiwe and were the one
apecific for Irish ills, tho one method of deal.
ing with Irish grlevances, Every inte'ligent
man in Eopgland who is not blinded by
bigutry, prejudice or self-interest knowa that
the present relations between England and
Ireland cannot continue and that coercion is
not likely to improve them. Coercion has
been tried for centuritsand failed, and is it not
strange that some Englieh statesmen would
not try justice just for variety? In 1780
Lord Carlisle, the Viceroy, wrote to Lord
Hillsborough: **It is hopeless to govern
Ireland by laws made in England. The
Irish people could be easily and hnp'-,
pily governed by laws mede at home.
The same is true to-dsy,  There are
few in Ireland who wish separation
from England, but as the Lord-Lieutenant in
1781 said, ** The independence of Irish legisla-
tion has become the creed of the kingdem,
but on every point which does not contravene
this principle His Majesty's Government
possesses s loyal, practical and effectual
support.” Independence is net separation,
nor does it involve it. My cenviction is it
wonld promote a more perfect union. Huo-
gary and Canada illustrate the principle.
The grent Grattan was one of the most loyal
men in the Empire. Yet Grattan struggled
for independence as ardently as Mr. Parnell.
Independence does not imply separation, nor
are those who seek independence disloyal to
the supremacy ot the Crown and the integrity
of the Empire.

DEATH OF JOuN B. GOUGH, THE
TEMPERANCE ORATOR.

PHILADELPHIA, Feb, 1S8.-—John B. Gough,
the famous temperance lecturer and writer,
died here at five o’clock this evening.
Mr. Gough was born at Sandgate, Kent,
England, August 22, 1817, In 1829 he emi.
grated to New York, learned the trade of a
bookseller, and fell into habits of intemper-
ance. In October, 1842, he was induced to
attend a temperance meeting, where he took
the pledge of toval abstinence, and soon be-
gan to publicly advocate the principle. His
reputation as an orator spread through the
United States and Canada, and reached Eng-
lan !, which he vieited in 1853 on the invita.
tion of the London Temperance lengue, T i
visit, intended to last only six weeks, wus
protracted to two years, during which he
advocated the cause of temperance through.
out the island. He then resumed his labors
in America, returning to England in 1857,
were he lectured with greater success than
ever uaul 1860, when be returned to Awm-r.
ica. In 1846 he published his ** Autuvuio-
grapby ;" a volume of ¢ Orations” in 1854;
a collection of ** Sunlight and Shadow, or
Gleanings from My J.ife Work,” in 1880. His
home was at Boylston, Mass,, where it is
probable he will be buried.

NERVOUS DEBILITATED MEN.

You are ailowed a free trial of thirty days
of the use of Dr. Dye’s Celcbrated Voltaic

" Belt with Electric Suspensory Appliances,

for the speedy relief and permaaent cure of
Nervous Debility, loss of Vitality and Man-
hood, and all kindred troubles. Alaso, for
many other diseases, Complete restoration
to heaith, - vigor and manhood guaranteed.
No risk is incurred. Illustiated pamphlet,
with full information, eto., mailed free by ad-

plaiting straw for hats and baskets and fans,
Plaiting while walking along! Ob, it was
besutiful on the top of the mountain,
What a view ! There was Florence below, and
the river and mountaina all around to muke
a back-ground. I screamed with delight.
When we came back all the company had
supper with us. Someons, you know who,
ode by my side all the way, and, like a
dunce, would you believe it, Angel, he did
not talk a dozen words o me all the way,
and looked like a person halt sorry
or halt sick, I don’t know which, Some
one is dreadfully stupid when I am with
him, but let any other girl talk to him, he can
aay enough. 1 won't care for him any more,
would you ?”

* You must tell me now when you will
come back, I must have my Angel again
or I can’t be satisfied. May1? Oh, zay yes
to your crazy little gypay. BrrLa.”
Angelina showed these letters to Mra. Ha:t
and Dr. Fleury. Bella's letter, 8o character-
istic of her, amused them. Dr, Fleurv read
in Mr. Beauvais’' reply what Angelina had
seen there too, that he had still more than an
ordinary interest in the poor tried one, He
did not exactly like such a rival. The only
dream of future happiness which the good
doctor ever had indulged in, was that Angelina
after a timne would notreject a second offer he
resolved to make to her when it would be
delicate to do so, And now he wondered if
he could have any chance of suceess, if a man
wi h Mr. Beauvais’ advantages continued to
be her lover. He and Mr. Beiuvais were
friends, teo, warm friends—ought he then to
come between him and a chance oi such
happiness ? But, he asked himeelf, would
his friend, Mr. Beauvais, feel called upon to
withdraw his suit, if he told him that

his own love had been drawn to
Angelina  since the first time they
met, He thought not, nor would it be

natural ; and the doctor allowed himself to
dream on, hoping that his dreams wouid be
realized, acting prudently, meantime, by
showing to Mrs, Courtney only the most re-
served and respectful attention that would
put her off her guard and make her treat him
asan elder brother for whomshehad a warmat-
tachment and upon whom she relied to advise
her, Meantime, Angelina wus looking
around her, but notintending to make any
decided steps for the future till the Captain
returned. She knew she owed this to these
sincere friends. But her mind was irrevoc.
ably made up to be somewhere and somehow
independent of other sugport than that which
she could gain by her own efforts. This she
made known to Mr, Beauvais, a little later,
and to Dr. Fieury.

The Captain bad reached New Orleans and
went on shore determined to gather ali
rumors that were afloat within his reach re.
specting Mr. Courtney—of his death, his
will, and of the new possessors of the
Courtney Estate,

A)l whom he conversed with agreed in
saying that Louisiuna had lost her beet man,
Ail extolled his goodness and hia generosity,
Every day there came out a new story of
hie private charities ; instances when he had
saved persons from bankruptcy and their
families {rom utter want. His generosity to

wonder to & thousand young men, less
fortunate, to whom it hcld out the pos-
sibility that there were uiner gold slippers
which lucky men might put on and be like
those two once penniless orphans, the envy of
all beneath them who heard of their good
tortune.

Not one of the many to whom the Captain
spoke gave the slightest hint that Daniel
Courtney ever had a wife or child—though
some of these men were his most intimate
friends. This did not lessen the Captain’s
confidence in the assertion of Angelina, that
he bad psrsuaded her that there were good
reasons for oconcealing their .marrisge.
The letter from Mr,  Ralf was proof
sufficient to him ; and he saw now that Riges
and Blunt and Ralf had conspired to put
down Angelina’s attempt to assert her claims,
They kbew that their money could prevail,
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thought the Captsin, and so it could, but

Riggs and Blunt was still the themc of |
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they don’t like the thing stirred up, They
mean to frighten’ the poor ocreature. I don't
teliove that Ralf is too good to put her out

of the way. .

¢t Where is the Hall, Courtney’s home
stead ! inquired the Captain. * I would
like to aee it.”

¢ I'm*just going there now, jump into my
Tillbury and go with me,” said his triend,

All the way, this and that building, this
and the other piece” of grcund were pointed
out as belonging to.the Lourtney estate, till
they reached the suburbs of the city. The
great, double iron gates swung open and they
entered a hroad gravel carriage load, lined on
both aides with'aged oaks and other trees.
Tne lawns on either side were "ar-
tistically planted with clusters of trees
and flowering shrunbs and vines; orange
and lemon trees scented the air
At tbe erd of this winding road stood
& large double house with a frontage of &
bundred feet ; covered porches, supported by
pillars, made a pleazant promenade on three
sides. ' ' '

¢ And this,” thought th2 Captain, ¢ was,
or ought to have been, the home of that poor
child, who found a refuge under our humble
roof ! God forgive all men who wrong those
who trust in them.”

"Lhere were men and women coming and go-
ing in and out of the house, and there was a
general appearance of desolation and disorder
around it. .

* What does this mean ?” asked the Cap-
tain.

*Rigge and Blunt had an auction of the
furniture, replied his friend, ‘* and since then
the articles thut did not bring a good price
and were saved by the auctioneer, are for
sale. But most of these people tramp in and
out for mere curiositys 1 purchased a pair
of magniticent vases and an Italian
mosaic table, and 1 have come up to-
day to have them puat away. The
house is forsale. There is a story among
the slaves that the room Mr. Courtney died
in is haunted.”

* What vanity there ia in worldly goods
after all,” eaid the Captain. * This man no
doubt believed when he furnished this house
that he had a long lease of lite.”

¢t Yes, and while he lived he got as much
as most men get out of what they call worldly
pleasure. Only two weeks before he died
there was the grandest ball given here thau
was ever known before in the South.”

¢ He never married,” inquired the Cuptain,
** No, he was u strange man. In late
years,—that is, in the last two or three years,
e avoided women's society. He took no
interest in it. He never seemed gay like
after he was elected Senator and, went to
Washiugton., The story is here that Miss
Crawford jilted him. Daniel Courtney was
not a man to bear that peaceably, If he
loved anyone he did it without any interested
motive. So I rather believe this story,is
true, At all events, everyone saw that there
was a something at work that made him take
no interest in the society of women, In fact,
he did not look like a man who cared for
anything the last six months of his life. It
may have been sickness, but he didn’t com-
plain of any special illness, they say.”

¢ Had he a long illness at last ?”

“ Why, no; and at first there were whis-
pers in the crowd about the secrecy there was
about his last micknese. His best friends
were told to the hour of hias death that he
was in no danger; but that tue patient wished
to be excosed from seeing anyone. He was
only ill about ten daye.”

+1 don't like the look of things,” said the
Captain, *‘but it ia not my business.”

¢ Juet what a good many of us said,” re-
plied the other, ¢ But it is too late now
even to talk of suspicion. There is a power
of money to back the denial of anything that
could be hinted, and the offender might have
a suit for slander for his puins. So no one
now takes any notice of what is done or
said.”

“Do you koow a man of the name of
Ralf?” asked the Captain.

¢“I've heard of him. He isa brutal, low
fellow. Rirgs and Blunt employed him last
week to sell a large lot of the old plantation
slaves in Mississippi. There is no fear equal
to that the negroes feel when they are told
they will be sold to Mississippi masters.
They say the scene was heartrencing enough
to briug their old Master Daniel from his
grave, when they were dragzed from one
another on the Courtney Plantations, Ralf
used the whip right and left as he would on
rebellious cattle! and bozsted after how he
cowed the creatnres before they reached the
new masters.”

¢ Oh, the villain I ex¢laimed the Captain,
¢ 1°d like a chance to put my hands on him.
What a lashing he'd get !”

A few days after the drive above parrated,
Ralf heard of the arrival of the ship Neptune,
and made a call at the office of Riggs and
Blunt to show them a letter which he had
prepared for Mra. Courtney that would for
ever silence her on the subjuct of her claim
on the property of the Courtney estute, He
was anxious to impress Captain Hart with an
idea of his dignity and importance, and had
dressed himsel% in superfine clothes and a new
hat. Captain Hart wus on the look out for
the visit, Ralf’s promise to Awvgelina to
write soon agein made him pretiy sure
that unother letter would be hrought
to him for her bhefore he siiled for France,
His favorite boatman, old Juck, knew the
Cuptain’s wishes in a lock, and often had his
confidence in cazes that needed prompt action.
s Jack, be on hand” was the signil well
understood by Jack to mean huva litile
mercy on the rascal, and he knew euch
mercy(?) wos never administered except
when deserved, 8o the order was to the letter
obeyed by Jack when given.

* Jack,” said the Captain, °‘if a gentleman
swell comes on board and you see him hand
me a letter, be on hand.”

‘¢ Yes, Captain,” answered Jack, taking off
his cap.

That afterncon Ralf made his appearance.
The Captain made it a point to see him on
the deck instead of in his office,

The usual salutations passed between them,
Tne Captain looked stern, but made no de-
monstration of his feelings till Ralf took o
letter fcom his pocket, and going close up to
the Captain’s ear whispered, while giving a
sardoaic leer : '

 That girl—that Miss Raymond—can you
tell me who has her in care now? She isa
goaod riddance to the man she pretended was
her husband. This letter will settle her.
Can you see that shespets this ?”

The Captain was only waiting to Lot the
letter in his hand, and then putting his
broad fout under that of Ralf, gave him a
sudden tilt averboard, saying :

¢ I can send you to the Devil, you miser
able villain!”

Ralf floundered a moment, and went down
out of sight, The Captain motioned to Jack
to jump overboard. Jack understood that
after the scare he was to save him. The life
-boat, quick as thonght, was lowered and the
dripping man was lifted into it, The whole
scene was enacted in a short space of time,
and Ralf was puzzled to know what sent him
flying so unexpectedly inte the muddy waters
of the Mississippi.

¢“You need drying,” said the Captain,
when he came into the ship., ¢ Jack, take
the gentleman into the lower cabin and be- on
hand I” o

Jack uuderstood the orfler, and no sooner
had Ralf taken off his muddy clothes than

‘them to fight ont their own battles,
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Jack began strapping him with all bis might.
| Ralf %aw«i an u?rumed ¢« murder.” The
Captain came down and said : .

¢ Stop, Jack, that's encugh for his game
with the woman! Now give him ten g
ones for the the lashing he gace the poor
alaves when he took them to Mississippi, and
then, put on some cast off sailor clothes and
send the fellow ashore !"

Jack went to work with a will to pay the
ten more to him fo¢ hundreds he had ordered
on the backs of men and women who pled in
vain t0 him for meroy! A
‘himself dressed in the dirty,[rwgged clothes in
which he must go on shore, he uaked himself:
s Am I on.earth, or sin I in hell! What bas
happened to me I” . - o

‘¢ A greater villain than you are f» not left
alise ! said Csptain Hart, ** and if find you
in Louisiana when [ ocome back, I'll expose
your plots and plans, and I'll treat your mas-
ters to the same bath you've had, und the
public shall hear of it."” = ,

Juck shook his sides with laughter when
he saw the fine gentleman in his new costume ¢
Tying up the wet clothiog in u large handker-
chief he offered the dreas auit to Ralf !

¢t Master Captain was very kind,” said
Jack, ¢ that hot peyper bath, sar, Igave yer,
]l keep yer from takin' cold wfier your
drownia’ !”

Ralf felt gratetnl that he had been saved,
but how to get home was the trouble, oy what
to say when he got there was worse, 2od how
could he face Riggs and Blunt. A big, rouud.
full-grown lie, he said, was the only remedy
for this unexpected ending to hia afternvon
call on the Captain! The Captain knew that
the fellow wonld never tell of what Le got,
and he had led him to believe that he knew
of all his diabolical plans with Riggs !

When the Captain read the vile ietter that
he left to be given to Aungelina, he was sorry
Jack had not doubled the lashes.

“If ever that fellow comes in my way
again, Jack, be on hand. He did not get
half he degerved,” eaid Captaiz Hart.

Riding home in a cab, when he go:
there Ralf told a plausible story to his wife
of having been saved from drowning by a
good sailor who lent him bis clothing to
go home in. The next day he called upon
Riggs and Bluot and assured them there was
no farther fear of their beiog troubled by
Courtoey’s wife, Hetold tham that a letter
from Captsin Donaldson offered him a good
opening in Australis,and he wanted the rest of

i the money promised to him to go thereat once

and invest it in trade. R'ggs had no confi-
dence in the fellow, but it wou!d rid them of
a bad hanger-on, and he told Blunt to ship
him off.

Ralf was atraid of being found in New Or-
eans when the Captain returned, for he uan-
derstood from the Captain’s hints that some-
how he knew ot the agreement made between
him and Rigge.

¢ But how the devil haa it got out ?” he
said to himself. ** I'd better be off and leave
That
letter of mine to Angelina will quiet her, and
I've earned my money honestly enough.”
The Captain had read the letter given to
him because he was very sure it was a plot to
injure the poor woman, and as her prote« tor
he felt bound to examine it as he would any
other destructive weapon placed in his hand
for her injury.

Raif told her in the letter that her only
way to save her reputation was to changs her
name and never tell anyone she had been
married. He told her that it was a mock
marriage, and if she eve: troubled Riggs and
Blunt he would swear that to his own
kaowledge ehe was an abandoned woman,

It was well for him that the Captain had
oot read the letter before he sent the rascal
adrift, or he would have had a second taste
of muddy water and & hot pepper bath in the
lash afterit. He was well fospired to be off
to Australia, for 1t was the Captain’sintention
on his return to New Orlears to finish the
castigation, and Juck was quite prepared ‘‘to
be on hand!”’

Captain Hart*put the letter in safe keeping
for a future time if it were ever needed to
prove the villainy of this creature. He was
pretty sure he was only one of a nest of con-
spirators that time and justice wculd bring
to light, e must save Angelina from the
pain of knowing anything of the letter, and
now more than ever was he convinced that
there had been something wrong in the sick-
ness and death of Daniel Courtney. Bur
what could he do, having unly suspicion to
set up against the testimony ot such men of
power a8 Riggs and Blunt, who were in the
full tide of favor and prosperity. Hedoubted
if it were well even to hint his fvars to Mrs.
Hart. Where would be the good from so
doing ? It wasa strange mystery like many
other hidden lives, aad must weave its own
dark web to the finishing,

CHAPTER XVI.

ANGELINA, who was the victim of this deep
tragedy of human weakness, of sordid avarice,
and unyprincipled greed, was pierced with
grief to the inmost heart, and she passed days
and nights in restless and sleepless agony.

The death of her husband wwakened a
strooger love in her motherly breaat fur Pura ;
and she would willingly even walk the world
over to find her child well, if possible, Had
she been usleep or dead, she asked herself, to
be so careless of the faith of her child? No,
oh, no! bLut rhe thought while Daniel lived
that he would give her the care thst she in
her poverty could not give. But dow,
where %—with whom could she be? Would
the adopted parents give her up? Could she
not, dieguisetl, be the child’s nurse or teacher ?
No, that could not be! Never again would
slie enslave herself, Therc must be no more
disguise. If she could find her child she
would pay any price for the beon within her
power to bestow. What else had she on
earth to love? What du'y 8o sacred to per-
form? She called, and called in bitter
anguish, on God to give her back her child.
No answer came that reached her ear; but
was not her prayers already registered in
heaven? She did not know that she would
clasp her child to her heart, as she prayed it
might De ; but it would not be for long years
to come., When is an earnest prayer un-
heared ?

Mennwhile Mr. and Mrs, Ellis were kind
adopted parents to the littls one. She was a
bright child, of a warm nature, and promised
to be an attractive woman, Her large brown
eyes and auburn hair made her clear com-
plexion look fairer, and the glow in her cheeks
indicated health and kind care. Mrs. Ellis
was a tender hearted woman, and a woman
of religious principles, who would not have
aided her uuscrupulous husband in his mer-
cenary schemes, bad she known them., Mr
Ellis, from cau«x -f whin hw wife
was ignorant, gave way to moods of
irritability that mnde her life at times
migerable, Even little Pura was not wholly
free from suffering from his temper on these
occasiona, But he would follow these out-
bursts of ill nature with such fits of extraor-
dinury geotleness and over indulgence, that
the child only remembered the ¢‘kind papa,”
which she was taught to call him,

Like all men ill at ease in mind, Mr. Ellis
was restless and discontented, and moved
trom place to place, as if haunted by an evil
spirit that would allow him no repose,

He was suspicicus of everyone he met, until
assured that there was no spy on his actions,
and seldom formed intimate acquaintance
with anyone, He lived like a man of wealth,
That his only daughter, when old enough,
would have a large fortune was not concealed.

When Ralf saw

‘Kinder than ever.

He told his sons that they like himself wuat
build their own fortunes,

Pura was the darling pet of Mre, Jllis, and
she loved her mother passionately.

ood |} . Poor Angelins, so far away, if she conld

have seen the little arms around the neck of
Mra. Ellia and hear her calling her * dear,
dear, sweet mamma 1" it would have broken
her heart to know that Pura would never
love her as sne did Mrs. Ellis; anod she
would rather have died then, than to see
‘Para . looking at her -in years to come with
@lid Lnart and eyes asking her ina atrange
and husky voice, ** lyﬁn my mother ! Oh,-
my God, how cruelly 'huvegem deceived }
Why did I live to know it?” e
. But' Angoliva couwjd not see into the
future, “Kind Providence forbid it! She
war in the bouse of good Mr, and
M:s. [Tart,- trying to be brave, ‘and
to hope that what the doctor sald to her
would come to pase—* brighter, happier
days.” Alae! Alas!

The Captain had returned ogain, and was
Mr. and Misy Crawford
hud eailed for America, and Mr. Beauvais
wrote that nothiny would satisfy Lsabelle but
coming back for a time to the old house in’
Havre, and that he hoped Mrs. Courtney
would make them a short vieit, at least.
Florence begsa to fatigue them from its
abundance ot every kind of pleasure ana
delight, of which they had partaken without
stint. A little reposs weculd bv a pleasant
change to them,

Oae evening, soon after the Ciptain's re-
turn, Dortor Fleury and the guod Captain
remained in the sitting room to talk over the
subject that interested them beth, Mrs
Hart and Angeliva were in Angelina’s room,
where they had gone to discuss the propriety
of a visit to Isibelle when she returned to
Havre.

‘1 know how much the poor motherless
child loves you,” said Mrs. Hart, “‘and I da
not sese why you should mot gratify her
wishes,”

Ail my trouble has come from my indis-
cretion, dear M.s. lart—perhups I ought to
eay, my wrong impulses and ignorance; and
I am afraid now toact without the udvice of
scme oue able to advie me.

“Will yon et me spesk plainly to you,
darling, apd not call me cruel and heartless ¥’

‘“‘Sarely nothing you could say would
offend me, dear Mrs, Hart.”

¢ Weli, you are in need, my dear, not only
ot an sadviser, but a protector. You are free
now, but Capt. Hart and 1 do not wish to see
you throw away chances of findiog a kind
husband and a guad home,”

Angelina leaned upon the t:ble and covered
her face with her hands. She made no reply,
and Mrs. Hart continued :

“You do not know, dear Angelins, with
what cruel eyes the world watches a lonely
dependent woman, particularly one who 1s
young and attractive, like yourself.”

Angelina sigicd heavily. “ You were pe
ouliarly fortunate, dear, in meeting so noble
a man as Mr. Buauveis, and he was still more
bleszed in having so guod a woman us yuu
for a companion for his dnoghter.”

Avgelipn was weeping, and could cnly;

arawer in a whisper.

** Mrs. Hart, you were my gu:rdian angel—
what could I have dome hut for this refuge
you have given me. Oh, I am so desolate.
And where is thcre a place for me now !
Mr. Beanvais is too kind to wish me soreturn
to his h~use, I thiuk he has not the sxme
respect that ke had for me before he kuew
that I was not what I seemed to be, God
knows I did what 1 thought was best ond
right. But I see nox what a wrong act it
was to leave my husband amd to ubandon
my child ! It has brought to me punishment
and bitter experience. [ have only oue wish
now, oue prayer, that I may find my chlu
and be a true mother to her.”

Mrs. Hart con!d not countrol her emotion.
** Oue 40 young as you, my poor Angelins,
has seldom bud eo much sorrow. Will vou
think on what I said to you, aud not cast
away the oj.portunity Providence puts in
your way tolhive a comfortable home, Ange-
liua

‘ How cou'd [ dare to ruin anyon«'s life by
giving my cold heart in place of awarm ove
offzred to me. Mra. Hart, that is the greatust
vraelty anyone can commit, Mr. Beauvais
will not offer e his bheart and hand. I must
not canceal from you, my best of friends, that
I have already refused both !

* Not eince you were free to accept them ?”
inguired Mcs. Hart, anxiously.

¢ No, when it was a shame to me to have
ullowed him to be deceived—but, oh, I did
not mean to do wreng !”

“1f he mskes you an offer when he comes
to Havre

*“I think I would refuse him.
am sure I would.”

*“\Wel:, dear, we will not say any more to
day.—-Good-night ! I hope you will try to
put away these sad thoughts. Leave yourself
in God's hands, and only be anxivus to do his
will. Good-night 1"

“* This iz an extraordinary cacge,” said the
Captaip, ag soon a8 Mrs, Hars and Amngelica
had left the sitting room. ‘I made all the

Indeed, I

s inguiries 1 could in New Orlesns and never

found a man or womsn who had heard tha
he ever married,” :

*¢ Could it be that he deceived her and had
a mock marringe *’ askcd Dr. Fleury.

** I think not. They say he was notably
honorable,”

*‘What she told me was that he was
ashamed of the DeGrasse affair, ont of
which he rescned her from future degra-
dation.”

¢ And postponed acknowledging the mar-
riage from month to month,” added the
doctor,

¢ Exactly.”

*I see how it was,” said the doctor, look-
ing into the fire that had burned low, and
seeming to be thinking aloud, went on :

** That man, the victim of vanity, sacrificed
the woman he married to save himself from
public censure; he, no doubt, supposed that
a man with his wealth and position must
marry the greatest woman to be found
anywhers! And he kept the poor child nearly
two years in a false position, Heavens! I
admire her more for rebelling at last,” said
he, in a loud voice, and, rising from his ghair,
stood in front of the Captain. *Thereis not
one woman out of ten million wculd have
shown the self-respect Angelina Raymond
has shown, With all his wealth, his fame,
bis education, he was not good enough for
such a woman "

¢ They say,"” said the Captain, *‘ that he
was & miserable m:n for the last two years of

his life, and t: - ccc i ool ne < oni for it 7
4 (zod f!)!; PURTNVE  § Aot b iully,
I hope, i isiva ot o owuiv Loe the sin

that begot such miisery for his wife, and that
may be inherited by the second and third
g2nerations,” ‘

I ses both sides, Docton, while I would
not probe the wound as yet by saying a word
to Angelina ; but youand I must agree;in one
view of it. She was to blame for her impul-
sive step in leaving Courtney when .he was
about to do her jnstice.” i . , ‘

¢ She did not believe'he would, His often
repeated promises had been brokems, and
added to them now was lack of love, and she

only thought of her own degradation from his’

shame to present her to the world ,as his
wife, She no ‘longer loved him. He was
hateful to:her sight—and remember -how
young she ‘was! - All she-thought -of wus
to relense him from the yoke he found so

——

beavy ; and the second time wounded,

no wonder she' becamas what she wag i

she engaged to be a govern .
and mﬁmthi‘oj)ic.”g.? o5t broken b

¢ From what she has told m
abeence,” aaid the Captali,
now that the atep wasa
thgpyboth;l”

es, 1 agree with yonitw Japta

and I am heartily glad {be md”'uheu
'.l_‘h; 1ioor fellow we leave
an mean to do all iu m
soake her life lnpty. "Sheis a n%bl[:o :
“This. experience has been a great lesnoy
‘her. She has proven that her purity of
is angelic. "Her disoretion has becn gy
‘nataral, and —--" '

‘Stop, stop, Doctor,” mid Captain fy
¢ Take care you'll let out a secret,”

¢ With you who are her best friend
tain Hatt, I have no right to conceal t
love Angelina Courtney with ali my hed
1 never loved a woman as I love her, Shy
an angel that God bas scnt me to chp
and. to guard, and I will never be |,
tgain till I can call her my wife.”

y wife
know .l::
downward oy, ¢

The declaration silenced both men for ull

minutes. Then the Captain poured out |
glastea of wine, wud with mock gray
handed one the Doctor, and said :

** Your very good bealth, my friend.”

‘I am not at all sure,” added the Do
** that I can be so fortunate. I must maks
clenn bresst of it to you, I have my g
picx’on that Beauvais is in love with ker,
can’t blame the woman if she would prefy
hands.me, rich fellow like him, to a

working, ugly old doctor like myse'f. b

Captain, I'd stake my heart agaiust his

day—that is, ity love for Angelina Courn:d

I don't know if I've a chance so long as by
coming back.”

“.To be plain,” replied the Captair,
don’s believe she would huve either of v
you arked her to morrow. She is half ¢
now with grief about the loss of
child. A little time hence she'll be n
inchned to think ot her own desolate g
dition.”

Two hours later the house was dutken
and Mre. Hart and the Captain were hay
a sleepy chat betore sinking into slumber,

L bad a talk with Aogelina tc-rioh
said Mrs. Hart, "

s Well ¥

‘‘She is very unhappy, and blames j
self.”

‘* Anything more ?”

I advised her to think of marryfie.

again,”

“The best thing ehe can do-—-:h,
dear?”

** Yes, if ehe can tind & good hushani.’

*‘ Are they a0 scatce ¥—eh, Bess, dea:

¢ I never saw ane like you.”

*“\Well, I'll tell you a secret.”

* Be quick.”

** Dr. Fleury wants to mar:y her."

¢ Oh, dear, I've been praising Mr. L.
vais. ” .

¢ Did she like him beat ™"

*Idon't know. She said she wou i
marry any one,”

¢ Idon’t mind that.
three times to me, Bess, dear.™

¢ I like the doctor best.”

** Well, you needn't like either, Bes:."

" Cap_tam, not for myseif, but for hier.”

** I think we had better take no part, B
dear,”

Aftgr this the Captain grew suddenly v
uusatiefactory in his answers, and pretty »
all in the buuse were fast asleep «x
Angelina, who weighed over and over evd

n

io

word that Mrs. Hart had said, and could 1 X

rest till daylight,

. There wrre g: eat preparations beiny m
in the house ot Mr. Beauvais for hia retn
Hiavre. He ordered an entire change
furniture, and additions made to the gy
house,
enlarged, and surrounded by fresh and 1
plants asd shrubs, He sent from Flore
several pieces of mratuary, to be placed

nooks here and there, that made the gurf@:

more beuutiful than ever. A large cute
valuable woike of art to deccrate the ho
had arrived, and men were at work put
them up, as desiguated by Mr, Besuvais
his written directions to them. One e
chandeliera were Isabelle’s choice ; they v
cryntal, and antique in form.
The workmen said that Mr. Besuvais

making » palace ready for a bride.

. But he wrote to Dr, Fleury : *‘ 1 am ansi@f

that Isabelle should find nothing on her
turn that will remiad her of the days of
sickness,”

“ Quite wise,” said the Doctor.
there is no other guod reuson.”

Folding up the letter, he asked himali
Angelioa could refuse such a home. 1: i
no doubt in his mind that it would be offc
to her.
fashioned domicile and time worn furnit
he wondered why his years of toil 4
conacientious performance of auty hid
made him a rich man.

“Ih

Mr. Beauvais had no intentson of shovjlk-

more thun nn ordinary interest in Mrs, Co
ney until the first effect of the shock sne
received had passed away, and till the §
reality of her true situation would make

glad to fly from the perilous road of povidl

before her. There was deep gratitude in

heart to Angelina, which made the founds @

for a lasting love, The reserve ehe
observed in her manner towards him
every gentleman who was neceesarily thrg

in her way, he had admired and respectil’

The grief which he had suffered while
thought that his only child was forever

to him, gave him a deep sense of the sillicll
that Mrs. Courtney endured in the fear {3 .

her child would never know her mother,}
that she, in yeara to come, might mect
own Pura, and pass her by as a straj
Perhaps Mr. Beauvais was right in thizk
that no one could make Angelina as happ]
be could, becanse there was a sympathyg
heart-sorrows between them. Perhaps
reader thinks 80 too. ¢‘Man propuses
God disposes.” We shall see,

The good Dr. Fleury did not see ¥
right a middle-aged, busy physician
bimself, who would rarely stay at home
evening without interruption, had to supjg
that a yonng snd beautiful woman like X
Courtney would find anything in him andg
life that would induce her to put her bs
ness in his keeping. 'Would she not hav
be often days and days alone, and ever
after evening deprived of his society?
when with her, would he not be absorbsl
thoughts of this patient and that one, WS
life were in his hands, at least they W
in a mensure, at the mercy of his skill, or
tack of it, Then his fortune wus limi
What tould hu offer her, compared %0
luxuries and comforts that Mr. Beauvais ¢
give Angelina? He would be o gene
man, and would give up this selfish wish
his heart. He would henceforth leavo
friend the field, and help him all be.coul’
win the prize. . ‘ '
" Meeting Mr, Beauvais a day
arrival in Havre, he shook Mr, Best¥
hand warmly, and said: . - '

 With all my heart, my friend, I wish i

joy in your new home,  You. did T
faabelle ia better in having this change be !
She is quite well I hope? -

‘ Come and:see, . -1 never saw her bet .

She pined a little-after Miss Raymond.’

¢ Mrs, Courtney,” said the Doctor: -
*Yer, So you knowthe story?”
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