.

TEHB LADIES JOURNAT.

_on him telling at the outset the plain un-
yurnished truth es to your chances.”

“It will bo to his intercat to do so, as

. my winning the case will amply repay him.”

“‘Louise, my child, we ere very old friends,
will you not let me show my confidence in
your success by being your bonker till
then 2

Her face flushod, and he feared ho had
offended his sensitive companion. Butevery-
one knows the ring of true fricndship and she
reached her hand.

“Thank you, Mr. Romayne, be assured I
value your kindress for I have not so many
friends ; but ’twas borrowed money ruined
my father, andl made a promisc to aveid
the tempting quicksand,” and tho brave
young voice never faltered, though she knew
not where to-morrow’s breakfast would come
from for the dear ones at home.

“Verywell, Louise, I admire your principle
though it deprives me of the keen pleasure
of being of use to you.”

They had reached her door, aud as he

. saunteredslowlyback along Toronto'sbright,
homelike streets, he met the countless thou-
sands of workiug peoplo returning to their
respective homes, after o long day’s ‘‘earn-
ing their bread by the sweat of their brow.”

Beverleigh Romayne was a rich man from
the day of his birth, his grundfather being
one of those United Empure Loyalists, who
crossing over to Cunada, were granted rich
tracts of land for their steadfast alicgiance
to the mother country.

Ualike Idgar Athcling, who had the
deepest sympathy with the laboring masses,
Beverleigh viewed them from a romantic in-
born good nature. 1llc saw in them only a
necessary factoir in the great progress of
civilization, which shoulf be encouraged
rather than crushed ; yet, would not turn
his really splendid intellect for more than o
cursory glance at the question of the day,
Capital aud Labor. Me speut his wealth
freely, which perhaps was more buncficial
than the frothy talk of appavent enthusiasts.
is mind was so turned to Lthe highest
note, that with il his thirty-seven years
(inchding a black six moths) that the slight-
est, of coarse touches left its mark.

Itis well we mect few like him, for ’tis
Dy rude buffets that our natures are made
tough and defiant, able to stand the “‘ups
and downs” of fortune.

Even his friends, the Frazers, who knew
every line of hiis calm face, never guessed ab
the fierce reign of passion he passed
through.

Society stifles Lhe cry of torture in her
bursting heart, and it veaches thelips in
the guise of a cynical smile (considered
fashionable nowadays) or in a passing re-
muk on “Gilbert and Sullivan’s latest
freak.”

And yet there is gennine good feeling in
thz majority of mankind, who, if they but
knew our burning thirst, would reach a
flowing cup of cold waler. But real senti-
ment must not be worn on the everyday
coat-sleeve, and cve Sunday the deserving
depth is gone, and the long chain of human
pain joining us to one anotﬁcr. loses the con-
necting link.

When a mere boy of twenty, Beverleigh's
parents forced on him a wife of their choos-
ing, just the opposite of himself. Hard and
worldly, and as devoid of womanly feeling
as a laughing hyena, with the additional
charm of being ten years his scnior.

Why is parents desired the marriage was
always o mystery to the neighbors. Martha
Grahum had lived all her life near Bever-
Jeigh's parents and themselves accustomed
to her company, and kuowing her to be
thrifty toa penny-weight they decided the
wmatch.

He was good-looking and rich, and the
wily father and mother made her under-
stand ““‘that he regarded her highly.”

Unfortunately Martha heard her youthinl
“Jord and master’” summing up to lus father,
her uot too plentiful charms, and asking “‘if
he were satisfied with the indeilibile mark
drawn across his bright future cancclling it
with one stroke ?”

Her narrow groove of mind that never had
an object for a centre, conceived asullen
hate for her husband and those who brought
the marriage about,

For six months (the honcy-moon) she made
life unbearable Lo poor Beverlegh, for his
mother was dying with that fell disease
typhus fever. Bub when the peaceful carth
received back its own, the father and son
with grief in their hearts were sitting in the
empty room the crisis came, by the new
mistress bidding the two ‘‘comeand assist
her in burning the dead ones clothes as she
feared contagion.”

Beverlegh answered never a word, Lut
moved with weary steps to the window,
where, from afar could be scen o new made
grave.

Receiving not even a look she retired
with a malicious bang of the door,

The old man crossed over snd placed his

trembling hiand heavily on the young man's
broad shoulders, ~ *
““ Beverleigh, my boy, can you forgive me

. at ‘Alloway’ supply that,” and the castiron

the great wrong, I'your father, have wrought .

you 'y’ .

Still not a word but ealin silence, and the
feeble voice continued,

‘““Let us go hefore she raises two other
mounds, out there beyond.”

“Very well, father,” and taking their
hats they passed out. .

Yor years they travelled around the world,
that futeful nume never once crossing their
lips, till the father sometimes wondered if
his boy had forgotten, -

At last death called for the older man,
and as Beverleigh returned from the. green

old lawycr went down like other men
before beausy in its tirst sweet flusn,
Leaving tho business portion of the city,
Louisc and her little brother wandered on,
followed by the ubiquitous Pulto till they

- reached Queen’s Park Avenue, with its

plot with two gravea sidoby side, wouldyou

blame him if you knew he-thought.of how
death would teke those ho loved, and leave
others hehind ? e was but human an 1 tried
the very depths of :humanity.. .

After -a time helcame to Toronto, and in
the geninl intercourse of fricnds enjoyed

life.  He was the polighed gentleman
that could fill Chestetlield’s ideal of
“a man of parts,” bul Jacked - that

black old eynic’s estimate of the gentler
sex. Lor despite that oue of them was the
bane of his life, he had a dear old chivalrous
reverence for women, a8 something, when
true to her sex, us *‘ittle lower than the
angels.” .

. 50 much?”

No wonder that. his finely - strungnature -
recognized in Louise Sheridan, onc that.

could sutisly that craving, existing in.every
man and woman, for another outside of.them-
sclves. .

The inconceivable measuze of humnan affee- -

tion, transmitted from our Arst parents, who

“Joved not wisely but oo wall,” often lives

cating the very tendrils of our heants, for
want of transplanting into one other being,
the only one for us-mwong. the swarming
‘universe, . .

But Beverleigh Romayne was a Cliristian

'

a8 well us a man of honar, and strove tore- -

member ““that what God bas joined together
let no man put asunder,” and that he must
be true to that command even in the secret
recesscs of his heart.

CHAPTER XIL
With little Pat by the hand, Louise ‘be-

took herself to Arthur Karnagh's office on -

Toronto street, with ite immensc towering
buildings, where the great mercantile busi-
ness of Ontario is chielly transacted. It is
another ‘\Wall Street,” no one seen on it but
live business men, whose fuces scem 1o hard-
en with the ring of their footsteps on the
stone pavement.

After considerable turnings, which-so be-
wilder a woman uusophisticated in such re-
gions, Lousic found A, Karagh, Barrister
Solicitor and so forth.”

As she awaited her turn, an angry scene
was taking place in the private room. The
door swung open a8 a inan cane hastily out
with brows drawn, jollowed by aneek-faced
woman, evidently his wife.

Ile was a client worth a hundred dollars
per month to Karnagh, and on the day pre-
vious had called, stating that he wanted
his wife to sign away her title to a property
wished to turn to a purpese of his own,
Of course his golicitors could so explain that
she would be no wiser by that explanation
Mr. Karnagh agreoed, for. are not lawyers
conscicnces somoewhat elastic?

Mr. Z. and the wife of his bosom arrived
ag the appointed time, and after a fow lead.
ing qnestions, to draw out the exteng- of the
woman’s ignorance of -the matter, Aithur,
in o clear, concise form, laid bare to the
astounded wife her husband'sreal intentions,
then opening the.door ordered him to.* be
gone and never pollute cven a law oflice
with his contemptible presence.”

Lonise cntered and took the woman's
vacated chair with her tale of wrong.

Mr. Karnagh- was soon plying his ques-

tions andd then read hee s sypopsis of her-

case.

“ Your uncle, Nicholas O'Kelly, was mmr-
dered by Indiana in-the Blask: Hills, so thal
killsat the same stroke aur plea of wulue
influence if he made awill; but your uncle’s
solicitor states that Nicholas O'I<clly died
intestate, lenving twonty hundred thousand
dollars, that his two sisters, Hannwh and
Sarah, inherited it, your mother being dead
previous to his deccase,” barring out her
children as being alien to Amncrican soil, and
thercfore could not inherit it.”

You maintain that iwo ot you, yonrsclf
and your brother Neil wcre born on
American ground, your mother having_ for-
tunately formed 4 wish to visit her former
home in Philadelphia.” ' !

“It may take somo time, Miss Sheridan,
but I will take proccedings at onco and will
inform you from time to time how I am pro-
gressing.” ’

“Mr.’M,” in answer to her'query of the
retaining fee, ‘‘our plensant ovenings-spent

maguiticent arching of chiestuut trees mixed
here and there with primeval maples. Many
a foot-sore and weury pedestrian has turned
with a sigh of relief into its shudy coolness.
Moving slowly upward to prolong the
tnvigorating freshair to the ehild, Louise per-
ceived in the distance a band of ** fair ladies
and gay hussars” riding mertily along as
if the world were one scund of pleusure.
Asthey drew near, her name was cried
out in Zita Heatherleigh's bright voice as
with a graceful movement she reined in her
horse, ©* Why Louise where have you been
this long time, I have been wishing Ly sce you
conlirming it, by bending down
1 fashion kissing her humble fviend re-
gavdless of her other ** kind,” who were in-
tently interested in the young sir) wich the
threwd bure dress, standing with w golden-

Chaired child and Newfoundland  dog, ve-

ceiving a caress from lips that no long since

“had been pressed 1o those of a royal prin-

cess.

s And Pat, you littde darling.”  Louise
stooped to raise him for his share of thesweets
when she was anticipated by Edgar Atkel-
ing who swung himself lightly to 1he ground
and lifting the astonished cluld, seated him
on the bigdog, saying :

“ Plutd, old lmg', §ou make an excellent
escort;” and Scening satisticd with his -

cville held the Manors

plomacy as he  cuught the shily amused .

glance of Pluto’s mistress.

Some one else Lov, saw it, and Miss Hale
whispered inan audible tone 10 a lady uear,
“Didd you ever hear such aname, Pat, but
there is no uccounting for the taste of the low
rish,” and her off blne eye reflected green
rays on the brown one.

Zita turned on her .saddle and replied :

- “Miss Hale, you force me to think ‘tis your
. English element prompted so rude aremark

of my friend, and L as possessing the nume
offer her due apology.”

A murmur of approval met thespirited re-
buke, but the oflender only drew up her
splendid figure more scornfully ; yet, Bdgar
noticed the pricking of her horse to conceal

“her inward rvage.

A moment more and they had passed,
leaving the girl with still another jagued
thorn to rankle, and then fester in her
heart.

Yor at the sound of Zita’s dear voice,
and  the sight of another face, her
woman’y  nature  asserted itself, wnd
the warm young blood coursed strangely
quick through her veins, and, throwing all

care aside, declaved its power. !t scemed
all the harder to crush as  she saw
Zita as if estined by nature 1o vide

forever by his sule ; even the bated cousin
held a more likely chance by Ler usurpa-
tion.

Three Lanes she had met Edgar Atheling,
andateach oncwas bumiliated inhispresence.
She iuew i was weak for her to care for a
strange man'sjpopinion whom she might never
cross again, and the delicale tace hat pal-
cd as the driven snow at the insulting words
of lier consin, now hurned to the very boue,
at the thought of only pity where she wanted
the deep respectful love of an equal,

(TO LK CU.\TINU}II‘).)
R
A Woman's Heroism,

A remarkable eshibition of nerve and
willpower was waudeby Amelia B. Edwards,
the Fnglish mevelist, in her recent jecture
tour in~ the United States.  While at Co-
hwinbus, 0., she fell down o flight of stairs,
breaking her left arm above the wrist.

Three hours after the accident she was in -

her place on the platform, and gave her
lecture, occupying two hoursin the delivery.
She then traveled all night, and the follow.
ing evening at Pittsburg, Pa., though sutler.
inﬁ: very severcly, going next day to Phila-
delphia, where she lectured for the third

time within 52 hours after receiving her

injuries, having in the meantine traveled
some_seven ot eight lundred miles. Yot
Dr. Edwards belongs o the weaker sex !

e —
French Sofa Pillow,

This will require twenty inches square of
wine-coloredsilk plush. Have a conventional
design staruped upon it, and work in three
shades of green rope-silk.

‘Take for bottom of pillow, plush the same
as for top, and join together with a pufling
of surah silk, three inches wide, to match

the lightest shade of rope-silk ; underneath -

this put g picce of firm lining, two inches
wide, 80 as to remove all pressure from tho
pufiing.  Another way to finish is to work
cyclet-holes an inch and a-hali apart in the

plush, and lace together over the puffing
with wine-colored cord. Either otp these

make & hundéome enfa villow.

Connubial Bliss and Bacon.

1 For 100 yeara the Abbots of St. Melaine,
in.Bedagu®, bestowed o fliteh of bacon as o
prize for connubial contenunent, and ut the
Abbey of Weir hung a Liich of Lacon with
the following lines :

s there Lo bo found o marricd man

That in veritic declare can

That his tarringe him doth nnt rue,

‘I'hat he hasno fear of his wile fora shrew,
He may this bacon for bimself down hew.”

Almost equally historic with the Dunmow
flitch—though the records of it have not
been kept-—was the \Whichenovre flitch.
Sir Philip de Somerville Leld the Manor of
Whichenovre, or, ny it is given in all ol
documents, “Whichenewr,” from the 1u's
of Lancaster, hali ihe fees to be remitted, us
well as half the fines, on condition that he
kept a flitch of bacon in his hall at all times
—Lent alone excepted—ready for delivery
to every man or woman matricd, after a
yearad a day of the marriage be passed,
aud to be given to cvery man ol religion,
Avchbishop, Prior, or other religions 3 and
to every priest after the year and day of
their probationdisishad, or of their dignity
received, There is not the least dout, £
balieve, that cither thiz was copied from
Dmmow or that Dunmow was copicd  from
thiz ; hut whicle is the oldest Bome of the
custom it is impossible w say.

From an old naniber of the S etetor, Dr.
Plott’s ** History of Stailordshire,” and other
sources, it appears that Sir Philip Somer-
of  Whichenovre
Scireseol, Ridware, Netherton, and Cowlee,
all in the County of Statlord, of the Earls of
Lancaster, by thismemorable service.  *“The
said Philip shall find, waintain, and sustain
one hacon flitch hanging in kis hall ag
Whiclienovre, ready arrayed at all times of
the year but in Lent, (o be given to every
man or womtn :nacried, after the day and
the year of their marringe be past in form
following :

““Whensoever that any onc such 'efoc
married will come to inquire >r the luu
in their own person, they shall come to the
Bailitt or the Yorter of the Jordship of
Whichenovre, and shall say o them in
mamer as ensneth : ‘Bailifl [or Porter,]] do
vou to know that 1 amm come for myself to
demawd one Bucon Flyke hanging in the
hall of the Lord of the Minor of Wlhichenour,
after the form thereunto helonging.””

The Claims of Love and Lucre.

The instanees are very rare in which two
strang willsean harmonize in close companion-
ship.

Most young women study the character of
men bat little, because they have hat little
opportunity.,

A brilliantmateh, in the eyesof the world
atones for low morals, uncongerial tastes,
and lukewarm henrts.

A woman possegsing the hest cleionts of
womanhood cannot he happy withaman who
has not & sound character.

Ttis hard to examine character, and prafit
by the study, cfter the heart has icsome the
geat of an absorbing passion. .

Wealth in hand, without business habiis,
business tistes, amd business intervests, is the
mast anreliable thing in the world.

“Love in acottage!” jslanghed at by very
“judicious people,” but it is a very swect
thing by the side of indificrence in a palace.

Good business habits. good characier, en-
terprise, ambition—all these combined--are
cimost sure 1o seeure competence and sue-
cess.

There is nothing more disgusting in all
the world than  that mercennry tic wiael,
under the name of marriage, bindsa woman
o the bosom of one who bought her with
his moncey.

Match-Safe.

A very cramental mateh-safe to zuspe d
feom bottom of hanging-lump, cun be maic
in the following way :

Take a'stull basket, about four or five
inches in diameter and two inches high;

ild the outside, and when perfeetly dry,
me  with eolored silk, having liuing full
enough to have the cllge shightly shirn

Now, take about ten or tweive picess of
narrow ribbon, cuchy being four inchies limy,
and of a ditferent color,, and fasten at vqual
distancesaround top of baskct, firnly altarh-
ing ends between it and the lininz.

"o the free end of .one ribhon, scw a little
bell, to anather o tipy teakettle, o a third
a banjo, ete. ,

These ornaments’ are not larger than a
ten-cent piece nud- are inexpensive.

The basket can be fastened to bottom of
lamp by sewing two ribbons to top of basket
anc on cach side, and ticing to laap.

Malie ona and see how oretly it is.




