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opines that her sudden accession to wealth is nl THREE EVENINGS IN A LIFE.

very great trial to her, yet she bears it with the
fortitude of 3 martyr.

They return down.stairs to the room used as
the living room of the family, which is, in fact,
the servants’ hall.

Archer is disgusted, and it is as much as he
can do to conceal his feelings in silence.  That
this fine old place should come to such people as
the Turnbulls, people who cannot appreciate its
refinements, whose vulgar tastes ounly desccrate
its beautv—this is bad enough 7 bat that his old
love, Madiwe, whom, whatever he may have
thonght of herself, he believed to bein full pos
session and enjovment of the luxuries of lite—
that she should be living with these peaple, and
daily have her finest feclings outraged--as she
must have—by what was going on around her,
maddened him.

He would ack her now to be his. He wonld
entreat for her love. And here his thoughts
pavsed with a birter seuse of remorse.  Would
she be willing still ?

“Now then, mother, let’s have tea!” ex-
claims Mr. Turntaull, briskly.  “It's quite half
a dav’s job getting the run of this place—eh,
Mr. Darrell 7 1 speculated first whether 1
shouldn’t let it out in ledaings; but there!
Jodgers don’t payx, and Idon’t want their money.
Peggy! Jupiter ! where's that girl? ¢‘ome and
help the missis cet tea. Not she! That girl's
enotgh to provoke Ah., 1 forgor, Mr. Darrell
—ves, yes !

This hreak-off is caused by Mr. Turnbull's
suddenly catching sight of Archer’s pale, stern
features.

After this the ex-contractor sits moodily ab-
stracted for a while, and his wife prepares ten
sobmissively, and as if she might be expected
every moment to burst out eryving.

Meanwhile Madge makes no appearance.
Every five minutes that he remains in the house
i3 purgatory to Archer; Lut he must wait to see
her.

Tea is duly anpounced, aund he endures it,
thongh he do=sn't want apy : and Bobby and
Dicky, who have lundled into the room, will
persist in pawing him all over with greasy
fingers.

StHl no Madge. At last he can endure no
Joager, and rises to go, resoived to see her first,
despite whatever construction 1nay be put on
it.

“ RBefore I Teave, Mr. Tumbtwll, [ shouli
like to see Miss Grey a few minutes” he says,
coldiv.

“Whar!t Pegay ! Of coors» vou can, if vou
can find her. Mother, what's Pegoy doing ™

““In the wash'us', I expeet,” responds Mrs.
Turmbull, with a sigh. **She’s taking her turn
at the wask to-day. Ah, Mr. Darrell, pride's
bad a fall there !

“ Washing ! cries Archer, excitedly. “ You
don’t mean to zay that vou force her to do
washing ¥’

“* And why not ¢’ asks Mr. Turnbull, a little
nettled at last. ** My missis does washing ; why
shouldn’t she 1

Archer turns away with oten contempt.

“ Will you be so goed as to send for her " he
says, calmly, to Mrs. Turnbaoll,

““There’s the wash'us’, across the vard!”
shouts Mr. Turnbull, warmlv. “We don't
keep sarvants here. Go for her yonrself,”

estraining himself, Archer goes out into the
vard, aud crosses to the spacious, cleanly
laundry on the «ther side.  He looks in. It is
quite emply ; there are no signs of anyone bav-
ing heepy there, !

“ What ean have become of her ! he won-
ders, as he retraces his steps.

Suddenly a terrible suspicion tlashes across
his min i, Are they keeping her from hime—de-
taining her by means of force—against her will,
perhaps ¢ His opinion now of that man Turn-
bull is that he is fiz for anything. How does he
{Archer) know thi re was any second wili 7 Why
shouldn’t Turubull have fabncated the aceconnt

of if, come in, made himse!f master of the place, )

and now he keeping Madge locked up, so that
she sha'n't tell the tale of it? Forthe moment
he overlooks that he has reen her. 1t is possible
—nny, such thing= have been done,

His braiusaims asthe ideas Hood in.  He can
see nothing elearly. A minute he stands at
the entrance 1o the yand, defating whether he
shall seek further, 2o for the nearest constablia
or enter, and viclently wring the truth out ot
Mr. Turuball.

At that instant he feels a light gouch on his
arm, and s low voice from behind that sends a
sweet thrill throngh him, says, * Do you wish
to speak to me, Mr, Durrell "

{To be comtin ued.)

Prorte who suftfer from Lung, Throat, or
Kidney discases, and have tried all kinds op
medicine with little or no benefit, and who Je-
spair of ever being cured, have still a resource left
in Electricity, whioh is fast taking the place of
almost all other methods of treatment, heing
wild, poteut and harmless 5 it is the safest yystem
kuown to man, and the most thoroughly scien-
tific curative power ever disterncd. As time
advances, greater discoveries are made in the
method of applying thisy electric fuid ; among
the most recent and best modes of using elec.
tricity is by wearing bne of Norman's Electric
Curative Belts, manufactured by Mr. A. Nor-
mau, 4 Queen Street East, Torouto, Ont,

— ——

In a bright and pleasant drewing.-room on
Sherbrooke St., Montreal, & young girl was
standing one winter afternoon. It was the l_ast
day of the old year—and as sha stood looking
down into the glowing coals with fixed abstract-
ed gaze, her thoughts were busy with the past
and what it had brought to her. Joy, nllj()}’.
she could think of nothing else just now, with
her lover's words sounding in her ears and fill-
ing her heart,  Life scemed too bright almost,
amd in surh new and complete happiness she
thought with a vague pity of those to whom
warried ov single, that erown of woman's exist.
ence, & true and perfeet love, had been denied.
Isabel Hamilton was the only aud petted daugh-
terof a rich man ; hershort life hat uever known
a care, hanily even an ungratified wish,  She
was very beantiful, tall, almost too slight, but
the graceful lines of her fizure wanted only
greater fulness to be perfection, and in the fair,
sweet faes with its large, soft violet eyes, and
tender month, few wers critical enongh to dis-
corn a certain weakness ot expression.  In her
first season she had met Artlar Verner, an
ofticer in one of her Mujesty's regiments then
stationed in Montreal.” His frunk ways and
pleasant words completed what his handsome
face had begun, snd before they had known
each other many months, they had both quite
forgotten that this matter-o-{ewt world requires
to make what is called a saitable marriage, some.
thing besides a large store of matual atfection.
Tireir dreams of bliss, would probably have
lasted sowe time longer, but Mr. Verner had
baen called home to see his mother, who was
dving in Enwvland, and be had gone with the
happy  contilence of a young man and an
Engli-hman t» ask Mr. Hamiiton for his
daughter, and laabel was wiiting in the firs.
light, her pretty lips earling in involuntary
smiles as b pictnred the coming meeting. As
the dorr ojeued slowly, she mised her head, and
the clul look of weleams chinged to one of per-
plexity and distress when she saw the cloud
that rested on the hatdsome face of the new-
comer,

“OWell, Arthur,” she ~ail quickly. Without
answering he put his arms around her and
smoothed back her soft fair hair. * Well,” she
repeated, 1< it all righty, what did papa say ™

“CHow can § ell vou, mv darling,” he said
in a Iow unstesdy tone, ** He says, vour father
savs, that it must be all over between us, you
must forget me as soou and as completely as you
can.'’

“ Forget you '™ she pepeated, drawing herself
from his emibrace, sad standing apright. ‘¢ For-
get vou ! Itis rathur too late for that,  What
does he ean !’

* He means simply this,” said Arthur, *“that
he will never let von marry me. He sayvs plain-
Iy enough hie will pive no child of Liis to & beg-
gar.*’

“But you ar not a begear,” said Isabel,
op~ninyg her blue eves to their wilest extent.
1s that areason | Wha! nonsense.””

*¢Nyg great nonense, Isabel dearestt 1 am
very poor as yon koow well, and 1 told your
fatlier T could not give you the luxuries you had
all your Life bieen acenstomed to unless be pro.
vided them, aud he was angry at such plain
speaking,  God kuows [ don’t want the money
for my-»1f' "™

¢ Bar, Arthar, conld we not do without them
ajtosether &7 .

1 am willing to try, myv own darling,” he
said, bending o kiss the fair face raised to his
in sneh pertect trust and eonfidence, 21 ang
atrabd vou have small idea of what poverty really
means”

S anppose {tsounds very sentimental, like o
girl in a novel, bae teady, Arthur, 1 don't think
Iowvanld wiad iy 3f yon did net,”’ she added
afteT a4 pasiae,

Arthar losked her with his heart in his
eyes. ‘D wonder whar in the world a follow
would mind with var for Wis wife, my sweet.
Butwe have nnot even o choier. Your father is
going to forbil you positively to have anything
mare todo with o 1 oam ouly here now to
say good-bive forever”

At the lasy wards, Dsabel's face grew very
white, aml the fwige -yes dilated with pain and
wonder. ' He cannot be so cruel,” she gasped
rather than spoke.  ““ You are trying e,
Artiar )

HIndeed, itisenly voo true,” he said, “Unless
—but that would be fally aud only lead to
misery 10 the end.” Then hall to himself, he
added, ] .dure not tewmpt her to that,  Poor
sweetheart,” he wiid alond, und drew the pretty,
slight figure vearer to him. *“ You are adelicato
littie flower and not fit for knocking about in
the world.”

The long silencs that followeml was broken by
the soft strikes of a little old-fachioned clock
in the room beyond. * The teain leaves at eight,
Dmust go now, Tabel, my darling.”  There was
ne auswer, only two living acms pressed closer
round his neck. It is hard lines to leave
you,”” he went on, *“if the poor old mother
were not so ill, T owould stay and risk Mr.
Hamilton's angur, anud 1 daresay some other
tellow will be hackier thao [ have been. [ don't
like to think of that, T wonder how long it will
be hefore they make you forget me, [ubel 7

I ohall never forget you," shecried in a low
cone, * But oh, Avthar, [ cannot, oh I cannot,
let you go.  Why can’t | speak to pxapn? surely
he must jistey to me, oh, do let me, dearest,”

‘*No, Isabel, no. I'll take nothing from your
father now. He hus said words that cannot be

resalled, but if ho will g‘ivo you to ma-—you

without a penny—I will gladly accopt the gift,,

and I'll do all in my power to make you happy.
But I won't ask you to come to meo against his
will. Some day you would reproach me, and
hard as this is to'bear, that -would be harder
still. But for now it must be good-bye. A long
goad.bye 1 am afraid.”

“ [ cannot say it, Arthur.
my heart out.” )

* My darling, be brave, don't make it worse
for me, give me one kiss before I go, ol your
own sweet will,"

She raised her lips to his obediently, and he
strained her close to his heart for a moment,
short indeed. but touching in that brief time
the bliss and torment of an eternity, and then
putting her gently (rom him with one last look
at the slender form buried in the wide, low
crimson chair, her white dress and bowed golden
head, looking like a lily bending before the
storm, he turned and was gone.

One year had passed, and robed inwhite satin,
her galden hair crowned with oranwee blassoms,
Tsabel Hamilton stands, Isabel Hamilton no
longer, a bride of an hour.  Her lovely face is
calur and serene, and only a very close observer
woulld notice when her flickering smile dies
away, the sweet lips have n mournfnl down.
ward droop, and the violet eyes have lost that
bright outwarnl glance that only belongs to the
very young or very happy.

1t is evening, but the wodding has been by
special license nt six o'clock, and Mr. and Mrs.
Murray are to leave by the 8 o'clork train for
their wediding journey. Drawing off her gloves,
she sinks wearily into a low chair beside the
fire while the maid Iays out her travelling suit,
aud numerons cousins and bridesmaids stand
round, chatting, langhing snd teasing each
other as only gay, light hearted girls cin do.
There was a knock at the door, and a waid en.
tere:d with some l=tters on a small walver

 These are yours, Miss Isahel,”” that habit
getting the better of the girl. ¢ They came this
morning ; [ give them to Miss Alie,” turning
to one of her consins, but she must have for-
gotten, for | found them on the mantle-shelf in
the little sitting-room.™

*Oh, yes, 10 be sure.” said the young lady
addressed. “* They are the English letters. 1
gave Aunt Matilda hers and put yours aside for
vou.”

Isabel took them listlessly, but even as she
took them, that strange magneticinfluence which
so often warns us of something about to happen,
thriiled through her, and it searcelv seemed a
surprize when she saw the straight, firm writing
of herold love. It was enough to senid the bload
from her cheeks however, and hier hands shook
as she tore it hastily open.  The lettrr was long
and closely written, but the first few words were
suflicivnt, and Isabel sat as if turned to stone.

Delicate and fragile as she looked, she was
not given to fainting, or she would have done a0
then, for she learnsd that the love she had
mourned asz lost—the man she had believed
wmarried to another—was still her own, and now
with riches and honours newly wiined, ready
and longing to claim his promised wife. How
she did it she never Knew, but she rose quickly
from her seat, and saying in a low, constrained
tonse -

**Tell mamma I want her immediately, Ann,”
she erossed the wide hall and went straight to
her mother's room.  Wheu her moather came,
Isabel hawled her the letter in silence. She
read it and looking at the f{ace of absolute des-
pair before her, trembled for the consequences.

“laabel, my darling, yvou must uot thiuk of
this now, what is done cannst be undone.” ©Dig
you know of this1” was the only answer she
got. ““Da you believe such a thiug possible,
my danghter

*Where is papa?! | must speak to him,”
and she moved toward the door,

* Nuy, no 1" said her mother, standing before
her. **Nat now. You would say what yon
would repent of later, yon must make the beat
of it now, you have & good husband—"

Her words were cut'short.  ** Mother,” gaiil
Tsatel, in o tow dehiberute tone,  ** 1 never will
be his wite—his wife in name ] must ba—hut in
reality, never--you ean tell him that, and my
fathor, ton.  Tell him he hns ruined my life.
I helieved him when he said Arthur was married,
I believed that Iying paper, t3od help me, what
a blind {ool 1 have been”  And the nnhappy
girl caversd her face with her hausds. Her
mnther looked on in silent misery.

“ Pear lsabel,” she said at last,  “jt §s a
trial harder to bear than even death, but it hew
to ba borne, my own darling child, if T could
only suffer for you, how gladly would I do it,
but ench one must beac her cross alone. This
great sorrow has been sent for xome wise pur.
pose I am sure, anid you will arcept it bravely.”

¢ Mother, I canuot, indeed | cannot, do it,
[ don’t wish ever to see Mr. Murray again.”

¢ Bnt, laabel, be reasonable, think of the
scanidal.”

“What do I care for that "' interrupted
Tsabel, raising her head, her brautiful eves flash.
ing through her teara.  “* When everything you
caro for in the world is loat, do you think you
mind what people say 1

““ But what good will it do you 1" urged her
mother. “Yon cannot marry Mr. Verner
now.,"’

 Why not,” wnid Isabel sharply.
marriage as wmine is a mockery.”

“You can't do that, my child, and if you
could it would be no use. Arthur Verrer is too

{t is like tearing

*“Such a

proud to marry & divorcad woman."
Slowly but surely the words sank into lsabel's

———
—————

heart. Sho know too well the truth of whay
her mother said, and for the first timo the utger
hopelessness of her situation burst upon her
with the force of a revelation. The shock
seemed aluost like a physical blow, somethin
seemed to snap within her and she fell forwnrﬁ
unconscious at her mother's feet:

There wns no happy leave-taking that evenin
and the bowildered guests went to their home;
to tell the strange story with a thousand coq.
jectures and ruwours. In the long days angd
nights of mortal sickuess that followed, the
mother's task was a hard one, forin her delirium
Isabel had her lover's name forever on her lips
sometimes coupled with bitter reproaches for
leaving her, sometimes in tones of tenderest
entreaty, that made the loving heart listeniy
to her bleed with bitter self reproach, and m-eff
in the short moment that the new-made husband
was nllowed to stand beside the hed, words wore
utternd that were hard toexplain sway and thay
were layiug, up asshe well kniew, a bitter harvegt
of doubt and jealousy, that would have to b
reaped hereafter,

When Isabel rase from that bad of sicknegs
there were atreaks of white in the gold of her
hair, and the once soft yet brilliant color had
faded to return no more. But she never recurred
to the rash rasolve of that night, and wigl; o
sweet and touching resignation, took up the
burden luid upon her, apd bora it bravely, Hae
position and her wealth shicllod her from imper. -
tinent remarks, but she well knew people talked
and the remembrance of this was a conutnni
ating to the proud aud jealons nature of her
husband.  Other people’s troables are however
soon forgotten, and aftera while even this faded
into oblivion, and when strangers wondered why
a woman who seemed to be fortunate ahove ai
others, should have her beauty shuded hy sych
a look of sadness, her fricnds said @ ** She hﬁ
had a story, some old love ailsir before her ma;.
riage, and she has never quite recovered i, "
S0 easily are the tragedies af real Life skimmed
over by the world which has no time 16 Jook
helow the gurface of the ever moving, hurrying
stream of existeuce. .

A good many veats after that unhappy bhridgl
day, a lady and her maid entered the \'\‘uiling.
room af one of the great London stations. [t
was a winter's night, thick, and fogzy, as such
nights in England alone can be, and the lady,
wrappeld in fars thaaygh she was, shivered agnd
came close to the fire, putting out her hand. ta
try and pather some heat from the blaze which
leapt ap every now and then, only to mike
desolation wmore complete, when it flickered agd
went out.

* 1 don't think we will have many passengers,
ma’am,"” the wabl ventured to remark after fivs
minutes of deeary warting.

“No,” answered her mistress, absteactediy,
then rousing hersell from her thoughts, 7}
supposs mwost peaple are toa well emploved tn
travel on New Year's eve, Juyoe, but se whould
not have Leen any better occupied if we had
staved at home."

“No ma'am,” respondud Jovee, obwedirntly,
but nat very cordially.  She had her own 1deas
on the subject,

At this moment the porter came to inform
them time was up, and a tall man who, his
hands deep in the pockets of along dark evercoat
and his hat well pulled down over his vyes, had
been walking up and down the platform gutside,
slanced curioualy at the two travellers., But
8 long erépe vetl coversd the lady’s face and
only a knot of galden hair was vistble under the
heavy erépe honnet.

Even experienced travellers take some time
to settle down for a long journey, bnt after s
while our passengers have safely disposed of
their numerous trapw and wraps, and having the
rarringe  to themselves, prapared to trv and
obtain what rest was poxstlde. Jovee had a
5{re.u deal of philosophy 1n her composition, and

wer mind set at rest about dressing cases and
shawls, she lost no time in lamenting the
vanished delights of New Year's eve supper,
bat straightway compased herself to sleep, where
prechaps, i her deeams they re-appeared more
tascinating. Bat, alas ! even m re flreting than
the “reality. Her mistress was leas fortunate
try as she might, sleep would not cone, a rest-
lessness unt-ual to her seemad to pervade every
nerve ; her fimbs, forced to be still, revenged
themaelves on her mind, which, against her
will, searchied the past, and bronght before her
with startling n‘:\‘ily seenes she had fancied
almost forgotien, or al least put out of sight.
Two New Year's Eves long gone by came before
her, and all she had sutlered then, and a longing
for the unattainable, the most painfal while it
lasts of all senations, came over her with irresis-
tible force.  Lost in the past she forgot the pre-
sent. The solitary, oljeutloss life, the changed
home to which sha, widowed and childlass, waa
hastening ; and though hours had passed, it
seemed only & few minutes after they left the
station, when something.—n swaying motion
of the carringn—ronswl her from her dreams, and
in another accond everything seemed 1o have
changed places. The seats had taken the place
of the rool, an:d she lost sight and seuse together.
When Isabel Murray woke again to life with a
sound of rushing waves in her ears and a dim-
ness before her eyes, sho thought she must still
by dreaming, for over her was bending, not
stern, an sho had always seen it, but fmll of ton-
dersst pity, the very face memory had brought
back from the past and which tormenting con-
acience had transformed into the relontless ghost
of a ““might have bevn.’" But that this was
real flesh and bloud was very plain, and- what-

ever Capt. Verner might have felt had he met




