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ROMAN EVENTS.

[ From the Liverpacl Catholic Times.]

MGR, .CZACK],
the sble Polish prelate who has 89 siznally
distirgulshed himrelf in the French Nuncla~
ture during the last feW years, is about to bo
relieved from his Iaboricus dnties, and, owlng
to failing bealth, tecalled to Rome, where he
is to ba rewarded with tke cardinalice purple.
The French Govornment itself, recognising
the merits of the Nunclo, craved. that that
Lonor should be conferred upon him by the
Holy Seo, and Mgr. Czacki will reoelve the
2azetta from the hands of the President.of the
Republic, and not leave Paris before his sue-
ceseor is Instslled In his place. JTiis ssid in
Vatican circles that Mgr. Rampolls, tormerly
sudisor of the Papnl Nunctature at Madrid, is
to succeed Mgr. Czickf, but, for the present,
oaly as inter-Nuncio.

THE % GERARCHIA CATTOLICA,”

lately published, contains goro fnteresting in-
formation. There is but onvremaining Cor-
dina! smong the memtess of the Sserad Col-
loga uf thu creation of Gregory XVI.—his
Emiaence Prince Cardinal Schiwarzenberd.
Forty-three Cardinals huve bsen crented by
Pinsg 1X., nwml twenty-one by the rsigoisg
Pootiff. ‘T'herv was besides n Cudinni Te-
served in pefto in tiso causistory of Duc.'mnb‘c.r,
1889, and thers won!d be auother in the
sventual elevation of Mgr, Czacki; tho pum-
ber of vacant hafs acttally amounts to four,
the plenum of the Sacred Collegw consisting
in keventy-eight membera. As regards the
lower grades of ecclesinstical hierarchy the
Gerarchiz mentions ten patriarchs of both
rites, one hundred and forts-five Archbishops,
and six bundred and eigbtoea Bishops of the
Latin communion, forty-nine Archblshops
and Bishops of the O:iental rite, and one
hundr.d asd forty-six Delegates, Vicars, nad
Apostolic Pref:cts. No less than eighty-
fom episcopal dignities nnd posts sre vacent
The pame of the new Prussian Plenipoten-
tiary, Harr Schloz:r, who. has returncd to
Bome, figuras in the (erarchiz mmong the
members of the diplomatic corps accredited
to the Roman See. The places for the names
of the Belgian snd Swiss representatives arc
still blank.

ARCH.EOLOGISTS 1N ROME
are looking forward to the commencement of
the excavations that are to take plece upon
the spot now occupied by the Church of Santa
Maria Liberatrice, wbich is sitnated,ns your
renders who have been to Rome well Enow,
at the angle of tbe ancieni ruins of the
palaco of the Cu-sare, and precisely opposite
to Antorizo apd Faustine'’s temple. It seems
that tbers i3 an immemnorial tradition, sd-
mitted by all the nrckidlogists who have
ever studied or written nbout the Foruw, that
a particalar part of tho old Romsn Forum,
comprised between {he Paletine and Conrolu-
zione Hospital, hides snd containa fn-
estimable trepsurers, Hitherto the Popes
Iave been naturally Joth to allow any
works to be begun that might injare
the sclidity of the foundstion of Santa
Maria Liberstrice. But now the Vicariate
having been appealed to by the marnicipality
has not seen their way to make objsction to
the proposed plsp, which is shortly to be car-
ried into execation. The Hon. Sig. Bacelli
is for Josing no tlrue sbout it, and archmdlo-
glsts, of whatever political color and opinions,
seem to sgree In their impatience for the
work tc be begun forthwith, Special efforts
are being ot present made at the Ministry of
Public Instruction for the preparatfon of arch-
wological maps of the Italiaz Peninsuls and
the collection of all documentsreiating to the
history of museums acd excavations. When
theto materfalg are completu it ig probable
that the Government will get one of its pro-
fesears in srcbieology to write the intereating
history of the rich archisological sofl of 1ltaly
with that of its inuseums and treasares.

THE GERMAN COLONY

has just tustalued a loss of one of its mem-
bers, well known to all fcroign visitors to
Roms jor hia hespitality. Daron Dachroeden,
Prefect of the Palaco of the Garman Jourt,
who hed taken up in late yo:rs his ahode in
Rome, on acccunt of healtis, has just died; af
‘the aye of ecventy-five. Daron Dachroeden
occupied an elevated post among tha Free-
masons ; he was very fond of ltaly, ond was
befriended by the Emperor Williem. His
szlons were wuch frequented by Itallan and
foreign artiets. .
MITCELLANEA,

Dake Braschi Oaesti (Don Romualdo) bas
lately married the daughter of n wealthy
Genoese banker.

Mgr. English, who has pald a passing ten
days’ visit to Rome, hes returned to the seat
of his labors in Bristol.

— contii- @  P—————
JUST AT TBE WRONG TIME.

Mr. Robert Wilson, ot the City Surveyor's
office, and Btrest Commiesioner of the East-
erp Division for the Board of Public Works,
"J'oronto, Ont,, who i8 very fond of shootiny,
says: “To lose a duck hunt is a loss for
which there 18 no adequate recompense. This
misfortune lately overtook me. The boys
got together recently and made arrangements
for » good hunt. At the time the arrange-
ments were entered into I wes in good
health generally; but, just as the shooting
was to take place, my old enemy, the rheuma-
tism, came back to sioy Wwith me awhile
again, and I had to foregothe pleasure. The
thenmatism bas been a source of grest bother
to me, and I have done a great deal of doc-
toripg for it, without much good. When
this last attack came on moe sud crippled my
hands 50 that they were drawn ur, o riend of
mine recommended St. Jacobs Oil, the Greut
Germen Remedy. I tried It, 1 am happy to
say, and the result is that I am now cured
and as well a8 ever. St. Jacobs Oil succeed-
ed where more than & score of other lini-
ments and medicines had failed,”

J—

IRDEPENDERCE DAY,

THE GLORIOUS FOURTH IN ENGLAND-~GRAND RE-
CEPTION AT WESTMINETER PALACE HOTEL—
THE METROPOLITAN PREES ON THE GUEN-—
THE DAY 1N LIVERPOOL—DEMONSTRATION
NEAR THE MAIDEN CITT,

Loxpox, July 4—A grand reception in
commemoration of the declaration of inde-
pencence waé given {n the Westminater
Palace Hotel under the auspices of the Ameri-
can excbange. A concert was given by
Marfe Roze, Emma Thursby avd Minnie
Havk taking part. Mies Agnes Huntington
sang the ¢ Star Sprangled Banner” and #God
Save the Queen,” which were received with
great applauge. Sir Julius Benedict, Gen,
Mertitth, snd J, B. Puleston aided in the re.
ception of the guests who numbercd over one
thousand, Including Minister Lowell, the
Dnke and Duchess of Sutherland, Sir Arnold
Eemball, Irving and Booth, Justin McCarthy,
Yord Coleridge, Dean and others. At the
supper the “ Bed, White and Blue” wes sung,
the entire company joining in the chorue.

The News and Teleyraph have congratula-
tory srticles on the anniversary of Anerican
Independence. The Teleyraph says there
will be everywhere cordlal asplrations for the
continued growth, prosperity and harmony of
the mighty nation which, ircm all quarters of
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the globs, {8 watchied with sympathetic eyg?ﬁ
by those who' entartain ‘the largest hopes tor
tha futnre development of the human race. -
At Liverpool - the JUalted Btates Consul,
gave’ o banquet to American shipmasters'in
‘honour ¢f the Fourth: . Many leaalng citizens
.were present.. Presldent Arthur-wag toasted
in culoglatic texms, PN
. LONDOXDERRY, July 4 —-A meeting was hald
to-day under the wuspices of threo. released
guspecis on tho Heights of Cruckaughbrim to
celebrate the Fourih. The American:fiag
was carrled in procession with anotier bear-

ing n pictore of O'Connelt,” -~ "

THAT HUSBAND OF MINE.. . -
Is thrse tiries the man- he was before -he
began using “Well®' Health Benewer.” - 3i.
Druggists. :
THE CHINESE QUESTION,
Vicraria, B.C., Jaly 4,—At tho pomina-
tion for the Commons to.dsy, Baker, Shakes-
pears, DeCosmos, Fell, Booih snd Boyd, sll
Conscrvalives, were spominsted., DPoiliag
takes place op July-2lat.- A large mceting
on Batuidey wad sddressed by the five candi-
datez. Al ool stropg grovnd against tho

iy
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Chineso. Boctheald slavery cxlstod uoder the
Britieh flag on Beitigh 661), #ud t:p Chbineo
men and wemen were eold. The Chiusso
wery Blaver, aud If the British Government
could not protect British Colombis {rowa rush
prople tbey hoad better baui down the flag.
His remarks were received with tumultuous
applauge,

WOMANS WISDOM,
# Sho ineists that it is of more Importance
that ber family ebnll Le kept in {ull health,
thrnn that she skou'd have all the fashionable
dreeses and styles of the times. She, there-
fore, @ses to it that each member of her
{amily is supplied with enough Hop Bittere
&t the first eppearance of eny symptoms ot
apy ill benlth, to provent e fit of sickners
with its attendant «xpenss, care nud anxlety.
All women should exercige their wisdem in
this way.—New Haven Palladium.

WIT AND HUMOR.

« Well,” excleimed Mre. Partington, casting
ber eye on the tille-psge of Vietor Hugo's
great werk, “Iam tuackfal thet 1 do not
feel the leest commotion cf envy towards nuy
of my fellow-crentures who ace less miserable,
thouzh my own sullerings cuntinue ss astute
a8 ever.”

A dissenting doacon nesrly capiured five
boys who had boen devnstating bis iruit trees
on Sunday afternoon. Sbaking his fist after
their retreatipg forwe, Lo angiily shouted,
uTho speaking littls f«llowa! 1f I only had
hold of ’em one roinute” and then, cud-
denjy espying Lis pastor on the scems, he
added with unction «I'd pray for 'em!’

How to Frustrate Thieves.-—A contewpo-
tacy asks—u How ghall women carry their
purses to frustrate thieves?’ Why, carry
them empty. Nothicg frustrates & thlef
more than to snatch a woman's purss, follow-
ing her half s mile, and then finds thatit
cuntains pothing but a recipe for spiced
peaches and u faded photograph of ber grand-
mother.

A bad-tempered judge was annoyed by an
old gentleren who bad a very chronic cough,
and after repeatedly derlring the crier to keep
the court quiet, at length sngrily told the
offending gentleman that he would fice him
£100 if he did not ceass coughing, when ho
was met with the reply, «1 will give youry
loxdship £200 if you will stop it for me.” ¥
A lot of {farmers who had been Hstening to
a railrond lerd agent’s praise of Arkansas
Valley soil, ot 1ast asked him sarcastically if
there was anytbing that wouldo't grow there.
« Yew,” sald the ogent quickly, * pumpkics
won't.” ¢« \Why not?” uThe soil 13 so rich,
and the vines grow o fast, that they wear out
ibe pumpking, dragging them over the
ground.”

Tie following story is told of a newly-airived
Izish eervant girl who bad obtaized s plecest
a maneion {n New York, On the day ofter her
srrival Ler mistress observed ber comisg
down the grand etaircase backwards, scd
naturally inqaired the resgon of this crab-:
}ike movement. © Lov’ bless you, mum,” way!
the angwer, « weo always came down tkat way
aboard ship !”

A transatlantic coutemporary gives tho
following definition of u baby: It is com~
posed of o bald head and a pairof lungs. One
of the lungs takes » rest while the otber runs

the shop. One of them is always on deck all
of the time. The baby is a bigger man than
his mother, Ho likes to walk arount with

his father st pight. Tho father does most of
the walking nnd all of the swearing.

A certain lightbousc-keeper, newly ap-
polnted to a post on a dangercus coast, was
told by the coamstguard officer that com-
plaints were made agelnst bim. ¢ For
what 7’ wae the inquiry. - @ Well” roplied
the cfficer, # they say tbat your lights do not
burn after twelve o'clock at night.” « Wall”
was the reply, I know they doun't, for I put
‘s ount myseli then; for 1 thought all the
vesgels had got in by that time, and I wanted
ta save the ila.” .

————— P - R
DOR'T DIE IN THE HOUSE.

«Rough oo Kats,” Clears out rate, mice,
roaches, bed-bugs, fies, ants, moles, chip-
munkr zoohers. 15e¢,

et U B ——
TO OUR BUBSCRIBERS.

It is disagreeable to us thai of laty we
shculd have &o often had to call upon our
repders to pay up their accuunts, bul it is
really an nbeolute necessity we should recelve
the smounts represented in them. As before
explained, there are henvy demaads being
made upon ue, and heavier to come in con-
nection witk a great lawsuit. A good
many subgeribers to the TRUR WITNESS
are in arrears for Beveral years on ac-
count of hard times, snd other circum-
stances over which they had no control. If
now, when the times sre monding, they are
not able to pay sl at once, they might at
least pay o portiou and liquidate thelr indobt-
edness by instalments. As for those who
owe only fora year or twe, we are sure it is
tLrough carelessnese, and that they have only
to be remiaded in order to got £quare on our
books, Remember thnt a faw dollars ie wot
much to a subectiber, but $10,000 iz some-
thing to us.

L -~ e
.FROM THE BUB.

There §§ perhaps no tonje offered fo the
puople that poscesses a8 much real intrinslc
value o3 the Hop ‘Bitters.: - Just at thia ssa-
sopn of the year, when tho Ftomach needs an
appetizer, or tho blood poeds purifying, the
choapest and best vemedy 18 Hop Bitters,
An ounce of provention is better than &
peand of cure.; don't walt untll you are
_prostrated by a disease that may take months

YR M Cf

for you to recover in.——Baqton @lobe.
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abeut him,
sball I teli you!

her graceful shoulders.

you think.

onca.
dead many hours then,

lying on the sofs, dress:d.
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. - -Consumption Cured.’* " ;

‘ ‘S1NcE 1870 Dr. Sherar has'each-.year sent,
| from this ‘office, the means of- rejfef-snd cure-
| to thousands-affiicted with disease.

The
correspondence necessitated.by. this work be~
comlng too heavy for him, I came'to his-aid.
He now.-faels constralned to"relinquish it cn-
tirely, and .has placed in my hands the for-
mula o ‘that simple veretable remedy dis-
-¢overed /by on Yast Indin migsionary,
snd -permanegut = cure - .of - Consump-
tlon; . Bronchitis, Catsrrh, - Asthma™ and
all Throat and Lung Dlseases; dlso o posi-
‘tive  and radical cure for Nervous Debllity
and. all Nervous Complaints, Its remarkable
curative powers have been proven in many
thousand cases, and, actuated by the desireto
relieve sufferig humanity, I gladly essume
the dunty cf wmaking it known to others. Ad-
dress mo, with:.stemp, naming this paper,
end I will mail you, free of charge, the rocipe
of thls wonderful remedy, with full directions
for its preparation and use, printed in Ger-
mia, French or English,—W, A, Noves, 149
Powsr's Block, Rochester, N.¥.  18-1300w

CARRIED BY STORM!

By the Author of ¢ Guy Earlscourt’s Wife,”
“ A Wonderf{ul Woman,” ¢ A Mad
Marriage,” ** Redmond
0'Donnell,” otc.

PART I

CHAPTER XI.—CoNTINTED,
tQal Mrs. Abbott! QCa! madam! some-
thisg awful bat happened! The girl drops
iato n chair, panting with sheer affrigat.
¢ Oh! ma'am, I dor’t know Low to tell

you."

Mra. Abbott looks at her a momeunt and

grows while,

# Iy it—anythiog about my son 77 ehe aske,
wlmost in o whisper.

“Me, Geoffrey? Ob| no, ma'am, notking
It's master, pleate. Oh! bow
It’s dreadful—dreadful ?”
Mrs. Abbott drsws a long Lreatb, ond

stands orect agaip, pale, composed, n trifle
haunghty.
bott that can very groatly surprise or shock
Mr. Abbott’s wife.

There is nothing about Mr. Ab-

« Do not be ap idiot!” she says, sharply.

« What is i47 Sav what you have come io

gay.nnd go, I am going out”
«04! no, ma’am, you car't go out to-day.

Oa! I beg your psrdon, but ycu don't know,
Prepars yourself—oh! pleass do—for—the

worst. Nr. Abbott’s very—veryill.”

hlra, Abbott recalls bi3s looks, his laco-
hereut speech last pight, and slightly sbrugs
It hos bappeued to
Mr, Abbott t2 bo very—very ill before, of —

deliriumn tremens !

« Have you gent for Dr. Gillson ?” she says,
coldly, and moving awsay a8 if to go.

«Oh! my dear lady, wait! It—it isn’t what
Dr. Gillson was bers hours and
hours ago, but he can do nothing. Nobody
can. Oh! ma'aw, with a burst ‘ master’s
dead?

« Dead 1" Brs. Abboit repuvais the solemn
word, awe stricken, and gazes incredulously
at the c!rl, ¢ Dead!” that strong, burly, red-
faced man, ‘The thought of death in conec-
tiop with her huspand has never come near

her—he‘and the idea have been so entirely an-
: tegonlstic.

« Dead !” she repeats for tko
third time, mechanically, in slow, wondering

tones.

tt Davie, his man, found him early this
morning, mn’am,” the girl says, with & byster-
lcal, fominine gob,” and seny for the doctor ut
But it was too late. He had beon
The doctor knew
tho house wea3 {ull of people, and would neot
let Davis tcll untii they were gons, Heisin
nis study stil!, ne'nm, whero they found him
Angd, oh! if you
pleaso there i3 to be an fvguest.”

Mrs. Abbott site down, feeling snddonly
sick and faint. A passion of romorse sweeps
over her; she covers her face with her hruds,
and lier tears flow., Idle tears, no doobi—
wot tears of sorrow certainly, She hes never
cared for this dead man, she committed a sin
against herself and her womanhood by mar-
rying him, Life by his side has bsen but
s dragging o lengtheniog chain,” She has
held him in utter contompt, and has let him
see it. But «he who die2z pays all debts;”
and now, for all this,a very passion of paiy, of
remorse, of humiliation, fills her. Awnd, last
night, he came to ber in some greai need, nnd
she rebufled him! Now ke is dead! But
moments of weakness ars but moments with
this woman, whoss life for mony years has
besn ons lone, bitter self-repression. She
lifts her hoad and looks at the girl again.

« Jt ia very sudden—it is dreadfully sud-
den, Was {t—spoplexy ?”

The maid resumes her weeping as her mis-
trees lonves off. It is not sorrow on her part
althar—sireply the shock ks unnerved hor.

«Oh! mwam—Mrs. Abbott—that is the
worst! No, it {an't apoplexy—Iit isn't any-
thing natural. It was suicide!”

# Suicide I The lady recoils a step In pale
horror, and puts ouisher hende,

< Oh! dear lady, yes. That is the awfal
part, It was sulcide. He shot hlmselt.
\While everybody was dancing and epjoyinu
thomsslves last night, he went into his study
and done it. Davis tfound kim all cold and
stift thls morning—shot through the hasd.
Ob, dear! ob, denr! Oh! Mrs. Abbotf, don't
falnt! Oh! here is M: Geoftrey. Oh!
thank the Lord! RIr. Geoffrey, sir, comse
end say something to your ma l?

For it 1z Geofifrey who hurries in, pale, ux.
cited, with atartled face, and hastens to his
mother’s eide.

¢ My dearest mother, tha news has but jast
reached me. Dr. Gillson brought it, and I
have hastened here at 02ze. Itis very shock-
ing. Mother, do not give way so! RKotber,
motehr, what i3 thia 7’

«] have kilied bim, she whispers, and her
head falle on his shoulder, her arms encircle
bis neck, and she lies white and epeechless
with horror apd remorse.

« Nothing of the sort!” Ler zon says, ener-
gelically, « Mother, listsn to me—I know
what Iam saying—yon hod nothing to do
with this stragic desth. It wasI. I saw
him last night—a terrible eecret of hla past
life has been made known to me, and I came
and nccused bim cf his crime. I threatened
kim with public exposure. This is the result,
1 do not regret my part in it; I simply did
my daty; I would do it agaiz. I repeat—
with this ghastly ending you had nothing to.
And, mother, he deserved his fate ; he merits
no pay—from you. He was a viilain--dend as
ke is--I pay it! Lock up, shed no tears for
him, except in thanksgiving tbat you are
free.”

All thig the maid hears a3 8he hurries from
the room. She sees the atern, white face of
the pitiless young Rbhadamanthus, snd won:
ders what namelees crims it can be poor 1as
ter can aver havo done.

* - ] - -

Four daye later they bucy the master of
Abbott Wood in that vaet gray stone vanlt
over in Brightbrook. Cemstary that gray

- . | mausoleum bearlng the name Abbott over its

snd " tound so effective ' for the -speedy |

‘gloomy front, nd_whith; -intil- time " ecds,
-John Abobtt will'ogcipy hlone. " [ 1.
It 1s & very large aud Impcelog” fuderal;
and - Mrs. ‘Abbott in~tralling ‘crapés-and
sables, ' locks pale ‘buf .compoeed, and: havd:
somer-than ever. / Leo’i'tears people note,
are the only tears that fall.. There has been
an inquest, but notause, except that usefol
‘and welliworn ome temporary sborrstion of
mind can-bo assigoed for the rash deed.
Business has summoned Geoffroy Lamar to

melancholy” cortege he s congpleuous by his
absence. All the Ventnors aré down to con.
solé the widow and orphsu. " But Mrs. Ab
bott’s high-bred calm etanda her in good:
stend now, as in all the other emergencies of
life-—~consgolatory platitudes would simply be.
‘fmportinences here, As yot. she knows no-
thing, only—that ghe i3 frea!, Aftera very
dreadful and dlsgraceful manzner traly, but
etill.—froa.

They bury the dead msn, pod his will is
read. Tha widow is superbly dowwred, her
son inherits Abbott Wood 2nd half the grass
fyrtone the millionaire bas left. Servants
and friends are handsomely remembered. No
frirer or moro generous wiil wes ever mada.

People began to find out his good polnts;
e wng rough-snd.ready, certaialy, seps
Brizoibraok, but an off-hand, whole-souled
fullow, free with Lis money always, and if ke
sworcnta “ holp " this moment, Lo was just es
ready io tip hiza & dollar the next. He was-
't such a bad sort of men, DBrightbrock
owes him everything—he has made the place,
built charches, schools, town haslle, jatls alms-
bousss, lnid out the parl, donated the foun.
taln, erected model cottages for hia tenante,
was o capltal landlord, if he was a little strict.
S0, in spite of the suictde, he is after 8 man-
ner caronized in the village.

As to the death itselt—people rather shitk
that—he did not live bappily with his avife—
aho and her son looked down upoun him from
fiest to Jast. And be drank to excess. Aund
he bad had . T, end in one of theso fits the
deed was dene, and that was all about it.

The day after the foneral George Lamar re-
turns. He wears no mouraniug, and settled
aternness osnd gloom rest on bis tace. The
first inquiries ke makea are for tho Sleafords,
aad he learns the Slesfords are gone, driven
awey, the farm deserted, tho house empty.
Lorn has married n Icve-stricken butcher, and
has gone to livein the next town; Liz has
drifted away to the city, the boya have disap-
peared, lonelinega reigns at Sleaford's.

The IRed Farm i¢ for rent. Gooffrey rides
over and looks at it—alresay it has the air of
& deserted house, slready desolation has set-
tled upon it, elready the timid mvold it ofter
pightfall, already it is hinted Sleafurd
t“ walks”

1t is very strapge thel thess two 1aen, con-~
rocted in somo way in their lifatime, should
so qnickly and awfally follow cach other to a
violent death,

tPhey wers ugly in their lives,” says &
ghastly wit of tho village, #and in death they
are not divided.”

No news of Joanea as yet, and of Jate the
search has rather been given up. George
Blake, poor faithful foolish fellow, still
mou:ns and searches, Geofirey proposes soon
to recommence, but he has another and sad-
der ¢uty first to fulfill, He has yet to tell his
mother, the awfal trath that sho bas never for
one hour been John Abbott's wife; that Leo
is ® nobody’s child;” that neither he nor one
of them have any shadow of rightful claim on
all this boundless wealth the dead man has
1eft.

As the night falls of that day, that day never
to bo forgotten in thelr lives, ho tells her.
They sit alone in her darkenlug sittingroom
with closed doors, looking out ab the failicg
winter night, the red gleam of the tire flicker-
ing in the snow, sné¢ gold, and amber of the
bijou room.

Infinitely geutle, infinitely tender ara bis
words ; he holds her hands, he breaks it to
her, this®revelaticn that is to drag Ler pride
in the very dust. For a lopg time it is im-
possible to nake her comprehend, the horror
ia too utter——she cannot, sho will not take it
in.

Then suddenly a sbrisk rings throngh the
house, aaother and svotber, aud she starls up
liks 5 woman gone mad--ghe breaxs from
hiny, she beats theair with her bands, ber
frerxiad cries rezound. For the moment sko
iz mad. What wus John Abbtott's suicide, a
hecatomb of suicider, to such horror as this!
Then she sways nad falls—nlmost for the first
time in her son’s knowledge of her, headlong
in a dead faint.

After that there are weeks thatin all the
future time are blapnk.

She lies very 1], ill unto death, frantic, de-
lirious, burning with fever, talking rapidly,
wildly, incoherently, sbhrickiog out at times
tbat she will not believe it, she cannot be-
lieve it, thst John Abbott, with that pistol
hole in bis head, {8 pursuing her, and that
Geoffrey iz holdiog her until he comes up.

Her ravings are continuous, ara frightul.
Night nnd dag her son is beside her; Leo is
kept out of the roon by force—it it too
shocking for her to sew or bear. Every oae,
doctora included, think sho will die, but ber
superb unbroken health hithe:to, saves ber
lifa now.

Slowly the fever gubsides, slowly life sud
resson come back, and psle, spent, weak ny
8 babe, white as & spow epirit, she looks cut
one May day, and sees the green yonng world,
the jabilant sunshine, the sweet spring {low-
8te, once more,

In two or throo weeks she is to be trken
away—for her keslth, Aubstt Wood is to be
left ia charge of Kra, Hill snd one or two of
tbe cervants. Mrs, Abbott, Ler son and
daughtar may be abssnt for years. After alf,
8ays Drightbrook, thet cold, proud woman
must bave cared a little for ber plebeian husa
band to he stricken with fever in tais way Ly
the shock of hisideath. And Brightbrook has
thought her especially cold and heartiess at
the fanersl. So easy it is to be mistaken.

Early in June they depart. Nothlog is
sald to Leo—time enough to tell her later,
and then only part of the miserabls whole,
8ho mnst learn that they are poor, of comrse,
thut anothor claimant with a batter right ex-
ist+ for Abbott Wood; that they must l.ok
to Gecffeey and his profession now for their
suapport.,

For it is needless to gay that reither mo-
ther nor son can touch one penny of that
muyn's money—the maney thet is rightfully
Joanua'y, ‘Lhey are not golng abroad to tra-
vel, ugall tbe world thinke ; they ars going
to a little house In one of the suburbs of Now
York for the present, while Geofirey Legins
his new life cf hard {abor, heavlly handicap-
ved in the race.

FoP obvlous reasons his mother retains the
name of Abbott, laathsomea to her enrg, but
Leo maust he firat coneidered now. XNo one
—not even the Ventnorg—are to krow of
them or their plans; that world and all ia it
has gone for ever ; nothing but poveriy seclu
sion, anguish, shame, remains. :

Far the Ventnors—Olga finds it very lone-
ly, that vacation nt the pretty rosedraped
villo, and mourns disconselutsly for hor
frigods. Shoe la nenxly seventeen now---fa
falr girl greduoate with golden hair)’ glad that
the thraldom of her fashionable zchool Mfa i3

 over. ‘Bat this fall and winter she ia to go

on, under the best masters, with music, paint-
iog nnd languages; live very -qutetty at

2
ot Y

| Brightbrook, aud early 1l April
|- papa -and mamma

- Some” American

the city on the day befors, and among the

‘Start .with
i for that' two years’. Euro-
‘pean trip, - : :

mafryin® brilllantly abroad—marrying both
title ‘and fortune—and every day Frank Liv-
ingston’s chanoss grow fewer and.jarther be-
tween. His mamma’s angulsh breaks out
whenever she thinks of it. Ske writes him
sgonized appesle to- mest the Ventnors, and
try, try, try, with Olga, before one of those ull-
fuscinating British cfficers nnd nobles carry
off the prize. But Frank, smokiog, sight-see-
ing, church vieitidg in Rome, seeing statuary,
and paintings, and irescoes, a great deal, go-
‘ing to'cnzy little artist reunions, -sketching
and painting after a desulfory faskion, and
having a good time, does not concern himeelf
.vory greatly about his/fair, far-off cousin.
-Att i hig mistress at preégent, storied Romeo
tho idol of his heart, his big’ brown meer-
gchaum rather more to him than all the hair-
e83e3 and besutiss in wide America. If Olga
has a mind, eod is plozsed to approve of him
when next they meet, be has ro ohj:ction.
If not, he shruga kis shoulders, and humsthat
couplet thet has connoled 50 mapy when the
grapes were sour and hung beyond reach—

« If she be not fair to me.
What care 1 how fair she be ?

- -« + * . - -

And now this record haa come back to the
beginning—to that wet October evening when
Miss Ventnor drove past the Red Farm in the
pony carriage, and peinted it out to her ftiend.
Giles Sleaford is dend, Lora is married, Liz
has gone cityward, the «boys’ have dissp-
peated, Jonnus bas run away with George
Blake, ond is not to be found. Sleaford’s is
a i haunted house.” At Abbott Wood silence
snd lonelivess reign. It, too, is a deserted
mancion  Its master has died a tragic death ?
Mrs. Abbott, Leo, Geoffrey, are abroud, tra=
velling for health and forgetfulness. At
Ventnor Villa Olga practises, sings, paiets,
renda French, German, Italiap, rides, drives,
blooms a rose of the world,

« Fair ag & star when only ozne
Is shining in the gky.”
And eo, with aweet, sluw voice, she tells her
friend, in brief, this wet Qctober righr, the
story of the Slesfords.

——ree

ranIT LIf,
CHAPLIER I,
AFTER THE STORY ENDED,

1 And now, my dearest Hildz, having nar-
rated o)l the Incideunts of the voyare, I pro-
ceed to muswer your very artiul quesiion
about o certain person. Well, yes, le beau
consin, 8s you term poor Frenk, iy still herg,
still hovericg as the moth arcund the flame,
to quote your ralher hackneyed smile. He
folluwed us down hete trom New York a
weck £go, and is poor mamma's cavalier ser-
vant, and to me the most devoted ot frionds
and cousine. [Friends and cousice, 1 repeat.
You need not smile—he witl never ba wors.
All that you say of his good looks, and charm-
ing mangers, aod sanny temper, I admit.
Stiil looks, and munners, and temper are not
ell that one requirés in a husband. You
perceive I put yoar delicately-veiled hints in-
to plain Eaglish. 1am not a sentimental
person. 1 read my Tennyson, and my noveis,
and dimly, and as in a dream, I realize what
it is all ubout—this grand passlon wrlters
make the burden of their song. ButI have
never folt it, and for Frank Liviogston I
never will, I ltke him too well ever to love
him. And yet, my Hilda, I tave my idesl

n

The pencil—she had written this with, a
slender golden trinket suspendod from her
chatelaine—pauses here, and the wrlter Jooke
out bufors her with dreamy szare, half-smil-
iag eyes. She sits on the jow sen wall of Ab
bott Wood, her tkstch-book on her lap, and
scribbles on thin foreign paper, this letter,
Tie sen lies before ber, dimpiing and apmlke
ling in the lovely light of a June afierooon.
A great willow bunding over tho wall droops
its fenthory plumes nearly to ber fair head,
Her hat is on the grass beeide her, 8bo boas
Loen tketching, but notbiny in the view fs
lovelier than hersslf, Shesita here, a tall,
siender, niost gracefal figure, dreseed in lighy
wmuslin, ker pale golden baiv plaited about ber
head. ‘Thereis not atouch of brown in the
perfect {inting of that pale gold, ard her ey
brows nud lashes ore fairer than ber hair.
Her eyes are really worderful in thelr limpid
sapphire blus, Her complexion i colorless,
Lut has the vivid warmth of firat youth and
perfect health. A liltle gold cross claeps
some creamy lace at tbe throat, a white cash-
wmere wrap, embroidered with gold, Jies with
her hat. As she sits theiv, she i3 o vision of
radiant youth and dazzling blonde beauty.

She sits for u little, watching with that
mistly far-cif look the tiny waves, slippiog up
snd down the white sands, then she takes up
her pencil and resumes.

«] have my ideal,and he 18 not in the least
llke Frank. Beauty shall by no means be
an essential, nor a perfactly cloudless temper
either—we might weary of perpetual sweet-
nead ond sunshine, Bat, ob ! my dear Hilda,
he sbell be ncble, he shall be capable of self
sacrifice, he shall be a king amopy men to

mo. ,He shall be above me in all his ways
7

A decond "time ghe breaks off; this time
the crumples up the flimsy sheet of perfumed
French paper, and thrusts it into her pocket.
For o step comes quickly down the path be:
bhind Ler, and a man's volce esloge, as he
comes, with mellow sweetness, « Ly Donna e
mobile. She glances round, hulf petulantly,
a8 he draws near,

t You are llke & shadow,” she eays, in a
tone that sults the glancs; « like a detective
on the trail. How did you know thst I wna
here?” '

« Don't be croes, Olgs,” eays Frank Liviogs:
ton, throwing bimeelf on the grass beside her.
4 How can I tell? Somo spirit in my feet—
how is it Shelley goos 7—led me to the charm:
ed epot. What are you doing—sketsh:
ing ¥

1 came with that design, but I bslievs,
raigerable as it sy gound—I bave been
thinking.”

* Ahl dare I bhope--"

# No, Fravk, it was not of you. so do not
put op that complacent look. Did mwmma
tell you to bring me home ?"

« Your mammas {8 asieep, my dearest O'ga,
and does not need you in the least. Do you
know I feel 1§ difticult to realize aftor all our

wanderings that we are home once mora..

Aund here! ‘Thia place seems haunted. The
last time I was hore was with Geoffrey
Lamar.”

He takes ¢ff his bat, and the soft sea wind
stira his dark curly helr. It ls a new Frank
Livingaton, brouzed, bearded, mustached,
muscular, improved almost out of knowledge
by years, and travel, and oultured associa
tion. He looks handsome as n latter day
Adonis in his gray tweed euit, snd with a
dash of his old Bohemian insoucisnce upon
him still. Lying here, with the flickering
sunshine eifting through willow plumes on
his upturned fuce and uncovered head, he {8
wonderfully good to look nf, and the half
amile comoas back info Olga Ventnor’s eyes as
they rest on him. Lo

# You lock like a pictore -as you lle there,

‘Frank sho says, 1o an amused tone. ' “Do

'
o

not stir, pleass—I want to eketch you. Yop
are a thing of beauty end a joy for ever, when

N Y R -{you fall into picturesque attitudes and
heiresses have lately been | 4 bold

your toaguo. You spoll everything when yoy
open your mouth, You'sughtio go throngh
life posing, and never destrop ihe illusion by

‘speaking n word: I shall 'éend this to Hildy

Stsfford. in my next letter... Do you know.
she admfres you immonszely?” :

« Lady Hilds does me much horor,” gayg
Liviogston, confusedly. “'You, teo, my dear
cousin, with your more than doubtfo! compli-
ments. The role of barber's block *whickh
you go kindly assign me—--" Y

“Porn a hair-breadth this way,” intermﬁés
‘Miss Ventuor, #“and pleass be silent. }
never can sketch and talk: - I will havy yor:
in black and white in u second, and I kuow
Lady Hiida will wear you next her heart,”

Livingston leughe, but with o vexed look,
nad odeys. His blue eyes, very like Ojpns
awn, Test on the lovely faue ubove him, with,
o Jook Olga Ventuor hes ceen in the eyes of
many men befere to-duy, and which certuinly.
in the prepent case, stirs her pulses no morq
than if Frauk were her Spitz dog. Iiis v
face tnat can be voiy wutinous and imperion:
a8 L knows iv his cest—a fece that ean b-:
a3 exaeperating ng it ie alluiing, and that i
saying much. Something akinto imituted
impatfence and pailn siirs witkin him ag he
looks.

# As you sit whers lustres ntrike you,
Sare to plesse,
Do we love you most, or like you,
Belle Marquiss " '

ho quotes, under his breato.

«1 told you notic talk 7" eays Olga, nus-
terely, “ bt 2 talker you are'or nothiuy, my
poor Feauk, There, I think that will do,
How Hilda will thank me in ker gecray gone
for this treasore !’

A sotey smile dimples the perfeet wouth,
the sappuire eyes glance down laughingly at
the figurs on the grage. But Frank, stil! gaz.
ing, isabsorbed fn his posm,

% You bhad every gracs In hzuven,
{o your moest angelic face,

With the paweless figer leaven,
Lent of L1ood and courtly race;

And wes added to ia duty

Ninon's wit, end BosfMlsrs beauty,

And Ls Valller’s ¢ Yeux Caloatcn,”
Followed theso. . i

And yeu liked it when thert suid ic
On thelr Lkness,

And you kept i, and you read it.
Belte Marqguive !’

wThe words must have been writtoen fo:
you, 1 think—you fit the portrai*—fuir, heeri-
less, icy—3dmirably well. I wonder if you
heve a heart like other people, most beautiju!
Olga, or if as In the cace «f the Marquise, shat
inconvenient cgsentist was left gur?”

oI think I have got your exact expression,
or, rather, lsck of it goesg on Miss Voutnor,
vury basy with her work, und evidently gaite
deaf. ¢ This ekotch is worthy of being im-
mortalized in oils and forwarded to the au.
tumu Esxhibition. Whet were ycu enying »
moment ago? Something uncivil, and ub-
pleasently pereonsl in yourremarke, [ grieve
to observe, when you do 1ne the horer 1o zd-
diess me, Nothing in the woild, my dear
Frank, is in worse form than vituperation,
aod itpains ma toobeerve that you are talling
gadly into the habit. Aud poetical vitupern.
tion i& worst of all. You will excuss my
mentioning this. The cousiniy I may al-
most say the maternal interct I take in you
must pleed tho psrdon of robuke.”

Livingston laughs again, and takee up the
sketch-book, but the sting of her indifference
rankles. It is eo real, the pang is in thet,
She ig indiffarent to all men, she is mors tkae
indifferent to him.

In her beanty, ker pride, her grace snd be:
power, she is like serue young queen, looking
with blue, rcornful eyes upon ber adorers and
slaves.

As hie turns the leaves of the sketch-book
ho suddenly stops; a look of s1i-prise, of plea.
sure, of rucognition flashes fivrs His eyes, A
touch of cager calm comes into his fuce; he
takes cut o little time-ycllowed, faded prncil-
deawing from between the leaves.

¢ You remember it?? Oiga says, calmly.
tYou did that, What centuriza ago, it
seems, and [ have kept it all this time,
wonder why? It has no intrinsic value, sand
certainly it conld not have been for the eake
of the artist, No, Frank, you nced not pat
on that pnthetic took I assure you ir wne
not for the sake of the artist. Wkhat s dowdy
little thing I look, aud what a wistiul ez~
pression you have given me, Did I reslly
look liko that at ten years old 7"

For faded, yellowed, dim, it isthe penci!
sketch made by Frapnk fully eleven years
8go.

« Princess Olgs, with the love of tho most
loyal of her lieges,” he reads at the bottom,
steven then, cleven yesrs ago, 1 was in love
with you, Princess Olga.”

# You were in love with Lora Sleaford, re-
turas Miss Ventnor, composedly, with ber
flame-red cheeks and tar-black halr. You al-
ways were a person of atrocious taste, I regret
to remember. You were a shocking boy in
those days, You used to stay out untilthe
small houre, playlng cards, singing songa, uad
making love at Sleaford’s.”

« And you ueed to }io awake and watch for
me I remember that. ‘T'he Princess Olga ol
those days must have been rather fond of me,
1 think.,”

«Very likely. I nsed to be a dreadful lit-
tle idiot, if I recall mysolf rightly. That pic’
ture is nssociated in my mind with my get-
ting lost in the woods, and that wild cresture
Joanna golng to tear out my hair, and all the
misery and illness that followed, I wanted
you to take me to play crcquet with Leo Ab-
bott that afternoon I remember distinctly
you wonld not.”

tlis eyes-are upon her
imploring in their pleading.
inclined to spars him,

 You would not,"” rhe repests, a romewhat
hard {uflection in her voice. *You were
Lora Slenford’s lover in those days. You
wanted to go to her, no doubt. Yeou broke
your promise to me you lelt me, whistling e
tune, cut that sketch of myself to comfort we,
8nd o childish ache snd lonellness that I do
nos forgut to this day. You ars right, cousid
Frask, 1 must have been fond of you then. 1
wonder what absence of yours could give me
4 heartache now 7"

A triamphant smile lights her face, an €3~
ultant semse that it {8 in no man’s power {0
touch or move or hurt her.

« None, I am quite sure, though it were the
absence from which there is no return,” he
answers coldly.

# [ wendered awny,’ sho goes on, retrospec:
tively, “and lost myself in the woods, ood
you how little you cared. Ah! well all
that is a decads of yeats ago, and Lora Sles-
ford ia the butcher'’s lady over there, with 8
walst two yards round, and no end of little
butchers growing up about her, Isaw her
yosierday, Frank, in the midst of her jawels,
and thought of your first Jove, and the banjo
business, end laughed to myself, No peody, .
no pickled cabbage was evor o glarlngly pur
ple as Ler cheeka. What s mistake firatlove
{g, to ba sure!” e .

« Or last love, or any love In your eyes.”

(Continued on 'Tlu'fd ngc.):

tronbly, longivg,
But ste 18 not




