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HOUSEHOLD TALES.

A STORY OF MAY-TIME.

I# has got to be a commonly commented upon
fact that Spring comes later now t:a‘.\.anjit used
to do, in obedience to some climatio l.a.w,_ o
"doubt, -arising out of changed physiologica

conditions, . T .
The lovely month of May, for instance, that

used to come in as such o charming interlude
. between fretful April and sunny June, has now
for many a year pub on for the delicious breezi-
ness and calm sunshine we can so well remem-

ber, a frostiness of air and cloudiness of sky
that would suggest sutumnal rather than vernal
weather. L.

But, for these few later days of lingering sun-
ghine and hints of her former self, let us be
grateful, as we might be for the last faint smile
of a departing friend, for May, the beautitul
May of the posts, is slowly bub sursly fading
out of our Canadisn calendar.

The other day, ss thoughts similar to these
came before me, sweetly contradicted by the
earrol of birds, and rustle of leafing trees, and
the bluest of summer skies outside, in idle mood,
horn of the delightful season, I took up a book,
once read with ;more than pleasure and often
afterwards with equal zest recalled,

The month is May when the story opens, and
the heroine’s name {but that is further on)is

1y

'l‘lt?ze narrator {for the story is told in the first
peraon, and takes the easily maoaged form of
an sutobiography) rejoices iu_the possession of
fifteen years of happy girihood and the archly
wilful name of Knte.

Such a sweet loving innocens characber, way-
ward yet docile and true as steel from [cover to
eover of the book. . .

Hers wasa girlhood happy in spite of sur-
roundings,

‘What thoss surroundiogs were may best bs
shown by a description of the aunt, who acted
as her guardian, and by thab of the home afford-
ed her by this tutelary relative.

Fisrt, Aunt Tessie’s home, which kad to be
Katie’s also:—

* How well I can rememember the appear-
ance and the atmosphere of that stuffy little
drawing rcom ! - I have but to shut my eyeato
see_ngain the old-fashioned chairs set primly

. against the wall ; the spindle-shanked, rickety
tables, tottering beneath the weight of carved

Indisn boxes and frail morsels of chiua, that

threatened to come down with every touch ; and

tha faded water-colored drawings thab plastered
the paper with unssemly patohes, and looked as
though they had been wept over till all their

tints had been washed ont. .

I hated that drawing-room, which contained
such a mass of rubbish in the shape of wool-
work, sbell-work and bead-work, acattered
among & few articles of real value, that I could
neither move quickly in it, nor lsugh alond
without coming in violend contact with Aunt
Tessie’s notions of propriety and fears for the
safety of her possessions.

Aunt Tessie herself, & character not unsel-
dom met with in atories, the very embodiment
of respectable spinsterhood, yeb retains a faint
spice of originality in the deacription of her

“attired in the most antique of shawls pinned
tightly across her narrow shoulders, and the
most_ old-fashioned of drawn-ilk bonnets,

closely confining her long thin curls.”

0 y“ Les bienseances de la societie” were the

bug-bears of poor Katie's youth. A

5vm wonder that she turned frcm prim
drawing-room in which she dared not stir and
¢ comfortless attic bed-room,” and from the
grim representative of decorum and rigid pro-
priety, to the frae world of birds and blossoms
without, and & companion nearer her own age,
snd more sympathetic, if also more dangerous
than ber maiden aunt, Where was the scene that
waited outside for her,

“The back garden, which consisted of a lon
narrow sirip of ground, well grown over wit!
ghrubs and flowers, enclosed by & lew wall.”

Then comes in the figure that for a brief space
divides with Xatie the interest of the story.

“ He was & splendid young fellow, of that
type which possesses too mm_:h anitnal power in
youth, perhaps, o make an intellectual old uge,
but which yeb can inepire us while it is young,
with the profoundest admiration. Hias muscular
limbs, still rather loose and disjointed (he was
but twenty-one) were enormous in their length
and girth; his chest was like a tower of
strength ; his hands and feet were powerful
and large, . .

He had golden-brown hair that curled crisply
and closely to his head,

His gray-blue Irish eyes, characteristic of hLis
nation, were alternately flashing with humor or
anger, or aoftened by emotion ; but his feslings
were g0 transieat that none of his moods lasted
long, and an April duy is less variable than he
was,”

Thus is Hugh Power, *‘the only son of one of
the richest and oldeat Catholic families in Ire-
1and,” introduced o the reader.

As Katie's lover, let him speak for himself,
which is slwaya in such manly fashion that the
reader can scarsely avoid regarding him through
Eatie's admirineeyes, They are walking through
& meadow enclosed by flowering hedges.

¢ What lovely May I” I exclaimed, as we came
in sight of a bawthorn in full blossom, which
looked like a gignatic wedding bouquet.

] will get you some” said Hugh, as he tore
off large bunches of the fragrant flowers, and
plwgd them in my ruined hat and the bosom of
my dress.

%7 lo ve the May, ss T have cause to do,” he
added, somewhat more eeriously.

*“What cause 1™ )

“Por’s you know shat it is our Lady’s
flower ? The churches are all decorated with it
this month. 'We call it the month of Mary.”

471 wish you wouldn’s tallk such rubbish” I
cried, irreverently. I was 80 youug, and so
completely igmorant of the doctrines of any
Church (uie one in which I had been reared
included) that I was alwaya dispored to lasugh
and teel ill at ense when the subject of religion
was even allnded to. But Hugh Power, who
was perfectly conversant with all mabtters that
related to his own faith, was not onl; shoql:eg,

8op ib in

but burt a! my exclamation. I cou

his faca. N .

“ glﬂ’hsb do you mean by ¢ rabbish 2 ” he said,
ghortly.

“ Ol‘: ] about the Virgin and all that sort of
thing, I am sure Aunt Tessie would be awfully
angry if she thought you talked to me abons it.
And I don’t believe i% either, you know—of
ooursa I don’t ; how should I ?”

 No, I don’s suppose {ou do,” he nnswered

uletly, aahe teok the bunches of hawthorne
m my bat and frock again, and threw them
@rer the hedge. ,
“ Why do you take away my May ' I said
intively, I wasalrendy sorry I had offended

m,

It 13 o I any pleasure to me to see
you wearing it,ome.”

st 'Well, if you will huff B0 easily, you must,
Irishmen alwaye have bad tempers,”

‘We strolled on in misernble silence together
for » few.minutes, and then I could stand it no

N er 1]
“Well, Katle?” _
~ ¢T'm 5o sorry 1 ssid that,” I murmured,
slipping ©y glovelem hand into his, I dida’t
meap is, you knan least I supposeI didn’t,’
Dow's bo ida mo, Hugh,”
T 4] aam W0 , only iv hurt me,”
L YWell, T vm:; you any more, I will
balieve anything you wish me to,”
" “Bub’you ssyall Irishmen have bad tem-

1 Aidn’ mesin thet, either ; I mewt you—
j;ge‘{e'\_ver; unkind tomake me so—unhappy,

ie,” he.paid, kissing me,

~ , ®dow'd'ery. | I'ipve you eo, d_eut'h T4 dindead.
Y ; maly, ?huvm ¢ world fo m
\,ﬁ‘ﬂaﬂmu:ﬂ icul my?nibh.” i o

(- 1 *Eididn’t. mean i, ” I sobbed, but in a tons
- thaydgosred aigns of baing.comforbed, . -
431 you kness ho al;j_fegl]‘_&bouzvhe name we
414’33“1?&"3'_1’3&‘1%, oy °='§' f‘i‘.u b:e'.f :: 3'; rob.

| sg sweet to mo,

| Jaughing ab the

‘her by any naig'e but Mary, it is 80 sacre

4 Youn'look very liks & papa P’ I exclaimed,
boy’a ‘earnestoess, “qu:s_ﬂ.ly‘

old fellow. ¥nu'll be talking aboib your grand,:

children next.” - - e

In fine, as might have been expected, after
all this v'ery lover lika tallr, Hugh and Katie
are engaged, & proceedin that so0 shocks Aunt
Tessie an to call for punishment on the offenders
—solitary confinement and prisoner’s fare for
poor Katie, ending, however, 1n double mar-
riage-service, for Hugh and Katie, in the most
romantic boy and girl fashion, run away aud
¢ Father Aylmer, of St. Charles’ chapel,” is
looked to by Hugh * to do what he can for us.”
“YWhat has he todo with it ?’ I demsnded,

curiously. . ”
4 Why, I hope he will consen$_to marry us.
“Must we be married by a Roman Catho-

lic? .
“'Yes, and by a Protestant into the bargain,
I wish there was only need for the one cere-
mony, Katie, Well, pever mind, You will be
my owa dear little Protestant, whatever other
people may say.” . .
ow graphic is Katie’s description of the two
marriage services:— ]
“T was hurried, just as I was, into a cab by
Sir Thomas Power, carried off to one church of
which I remember nothing but; that it seemed to
be a confused mass of light, and warnith, and
color, and sweet smells, and then to another,
which was blank and dreary, and made me
shudder. And at both places Hugh and I
knelt down, and had words said over us,
to which I did not listen, and which I probably
ghould not bave comprehended had I done so.
Only when we left the lass church a ring was on
my left hand, and I understood, though very
vaguely, that my name was Power.”
Afterwards, but not until the brief romance
was ended, and Katie, in her early widowhood,
tells the story of ** My Own Child,” as she calls
May, she, in hopes of & ronewed and surer
union with Hugh, takes his faith for her own,
and pathetically and besutifully winds up the
tangled skeins of her own and her child’s life in
these words :— .
“ And when I lie down in my bed each night
it is with good hope that before many more aro
over, I may lie dowa in it never o rise again,
until two bright, radianbt angels, whom shey
call Hugh and May, comse hand in hand to con-
duet me between them to those shores of eternal
youth and life and love, where disappointment
aud separation ara unknown.”

m————
A MOTHER'S PART,
BY CARDINAL GIBEONS,

For varlous reasons, mothers should be the
first instructors of their children:

1. Asa nataro ordains that mothers should
be the firat to teed their offspring with their
own substance, 5o God ordeins that mothers
should be the first to impart to their little
onea the *‘‘rational milk,” whereby they
“ may grow unto salvation.”—1 Peter, ii,, 2,
2. Those children are generally more
healthy and robuat who are nurtured by their
own mothers, than those that are handed
over to be nareed by strangers. Inlike man-
ner, they who are instructed by their own
mothers in the principles of Christian piety,
are nsually more robust in faith than these
who are firat geided by other teachera.

8. The more confidence & child has in his
preceptor, the more he will advance in learn

ing. Now, in whom does a child confide
more Implicity than in his mother? In all
dangers he will fly to her, aa to an ark of
safoty, and will place the utmost reliance in
what she msys. Mothers, do not lose the
golden opportunity of instructing your child-
ren in faith and morals, while their hearts
are open to receive your every word !

4, Mothers, in fine, share the same house
with their ohildren ; they generally occupy
the same room and eat at the sawe table with
them, The mothor iz the visible guardian
angel ot her ohild, and seldom loses sight of
him. She is, therefore, the bsat calculated
to instruct her child, as she can avail herself
of every little circnmstance that presents it-
self and draw from it a moral lesson.

i

NOTABLE SAYINGS ABOUT WOMEN.

I wish Adam had died with all his ribs in
his body.—Bouncicault.

To a gentleman, every woman iz a lady in
right of her sex.—Bulwer.

A handsome woman I8 a jewel; a good
woman s a treasure.—Saadl,

What is a woman? Ounly one of nature’s
agreeable blunders,—GCowley.

A fashionable woman is always in love with
herself. —Rochefoucauld.

Women detest a serpent through profes-
slonal jealouay.—Victor Hugo.

A passionate woman'a love is always over-
shadowed by her fear,—George Eilot.

MARIANA,

WORDS OF WISDOM.

Live within your income.
Think nothing in conduct unimportant or
indifferent.
Be guarded in discourse, attentive and slow
to speak.
It iaa good rule to be deaf when a slanderer
talka,
Never acquieace in immoral or perniclous
opinions.
Avold as much as poesible either borrowing
or lending.
Manner is something with everybody, and
everything with some.

Truth is the property of no individaal, bus
is the treasure of all men,

Tronbles apring from 1dlenezs and grievous
toils from needless ease.

HORRIBLE REVENGE, .

Omaha man—Did you gote Mre. De Fash-
on’s boarding house to-day ?

Wife—Yes ; she refused to take us because
we have a child; but I got even with her.

“Gava her a pieca of your mind, eh?"

*'No, irdeed, that wouldn’'t have done any
good. I told Miss De Fad there was a room
vacant at Mrs, Da Fashion’s, and she went
arcund and secured it : paid for three months
in advance.”

“‘Who is Miss De Fad ?” ,

¢-She (s one of those luny art enthiusiasts. She
hammers brags.”

A LOVED ONE'S GRAVE,

The grave for those we loved—what a
place for meditation { There it 13 that we
call up in long review tho whole history of
virtue and gentleness, and the thousand en-
dearmente lavished upon us, almoat unheeded
in the daily Intercourse of intimacy ; there it
is that we dwell upon the tendernecas, the
solemn, awfuol tenderness of the parting
soene ; the bed of demth, with all ita atifled
griefs, tta npolseless attendance, its mute,
watohlul assidulties, the Iaat testimonies of
expiring love ; the feeble, fluttering, thrilling
{oh ! how thrilling) pressuve of the hand, the
last fond look of the glazing eye, turn-
ing upon us even from the threahold of
ejshnoa s the falnt, fsltering accents,
struggling in death to! give-one more assur-
ance of affection,—Washington Irving,

SNUG LITTILE FORTUNES
may behad by all who are sufficiently intelligent
and enterprising to embrace the -opportunities
which ocoasion are offered -them... Hallett
% Co., Portland, Msine, have something new so
offer in the line of work which you. can " do -for
them, and live at home, - wherever you ate
located, Profits immense and every worker is
gare of over §5 & day ; several have made, over
;850inasingle_d:jv. Al ages: both sexes. Cap-
al nob. required; you are staried free; Sl
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-:CHAPTER XXXII-—Continued.
.. Lord Bayneham became almost frantic’; in
vain he redoubled his efforts:and increased
the offered rawards; ‘but one thing com-
forted him—the secret was well kept.  He
heard from Liady Baynehatn that most of the zer-
vants believed their young lady to be with their
maaster in London, a8 did all callers and visitors,
aud in London everyone believed her ladyship to
be etill at - Bayneham. He hoped it might be

ssible to keep up appearances until she was

ound and restored to her homs, L

In the meantime Mcr. Fulton bad achieved his
triumph ; all fashionable London rang with the
news. It wizs warmly welcomed; every one

populsr. The union of two such favorites was
considered &% very pieasant and agree-
able circumstance. Lord DBaynebham coan-
tinually heard of this engagement., It
convinced himn more than any circumstance how
fooliehly wrong he had been -iu -his- suspicion.
To set aside every other argument, to forget for
o time the sweet faith and innocence of his loat
wife, it was noy probable that o gentleman just
engaged to the fair and coqueitish widow should
bave tried a flirtation with his wife. Mr. Ful-
ton always inquired anxicusly about her, hoped
she was well, and never dreamed that anythisg
had gone wrong at Bayneham, .

Barbara Rarle and the countess waited in
silent wonder, hoping every day would bring

bebter news,

CHAPTER XXXIII,
Lady Grahams had grown tired of coquetry,
and every interview that she had with Mr,
Fulton increased her liking and admiration for
bin., He hud given a ball at his honse under the
monagement of Mra, Henderson, Ithad been a
complete success. The sumpbusus rooms wereall
thrown open, gold and silver plate blazed upon
the table, and on every side there were profuas
mndications of wealth., Lady Grahame noted
with a keen eye the display of magnificenca,
Her house was furnished with taste and ele-
gance, but such splendor as she saw here was
nob within her means, It would be very
pleasant to preside as mistress in such an eatab-
lishment, 4
The next time Paul Fulton called on the fair
widow he was more: warmly we.comed than
ususal ; nor was he slow to understand, the
renson why, and he continued that moriing,
despite his bland, smiling faze, to assums a most
miserable expression,
“Do you nob think, Lady Grehame,” he said,
‘‘that you have tortured me quite long enough?
You smile upon every one. When will you
smile upon me ?” .
“I am smiling now, Mr. Fulton,” raplied the
widow coquettishly. *‘Ask Miss Loweif I am
ever seen without smiles,”
“You know what I mean, Lady Grahame,” he
continned, **When will you say to me that my
devotion and sincere lovs have touched you, and
the prize that I have hcped for 5o long is mine
at last 3
Lady Grahame did not turn away this time ;
she had made up her mind to hear all her lover
had to say.

“ T will do my best to make you happy,” con
tinued Mr, Pulton, reading correctly the coy
expression of the comely face. ‘‘I am wealthy
and able to gratify all your wishes. Tell me,
Lady Grahame, are you willing to be my
wife?”
The fair widow managed a most becoming,
blush as she implied rather than said she bad ne
reason for deferring her consent. Mr. Falton
expressed a due amount of rapture and de-
lizht and then began to plead for a speedy mar-

ringe.

“That does mot quite rest with me,” said
Lady Grahame, *“My late busband, Sir Wil-
ten, foresaw that I should probably remarry,
and expressed no wish to the contrary. But by
his will, I must inform you, I (as well as the
money left me) remain under che care of two
trustees, One is my uncle, Lord Hereby, the
other a distant cousin, Mr. Beauchamp. All
arrangements &8 to settlements muot be made
with them, aud it isin their power to refuse
consenb. Tam quite 1n their bauds,”

** There is no reason to fear any refusal or
unpleasantness from them, I presume,” esid
Mr. Fulton proudly. _**I will make them offers
of aet.hlemen‘os that will meet with their appro-
tion.”

¢* Their consent or refusal is not renlly a mat-
ter of great moment,” said Lady Grahame. *If
for any reason they refuse, the worst they can
do 8 to limit my income and ;control in some
degree my money ; but I do not anticigate any-
thing of the kind. My uncle, Lord Herby, is
very proud. He would, I think, be pleased at
my marriage—provided the pedigres and for-
tute of my husband met with his approval, as
the;lr would do in this case,” she added with a
smile, :

At the word ** pedigree,” a endden fear chilled
the bright hopes and fancies of M. Fulton,
'What it these tiresome old guardians or trustees
should ask unpleasant queastions about hia
family 2-—what was he to say ? It would be eary
to invent, but thess inventicns were naver sure ;
at any time they might fail, and the lies they
concealed stand out in all bare deceit, He could
ouly hope and trust that, satisfied with his vast
wealth and liberal offers, the fair widow’s guar-
disns would ask no tiresome questiona.

e proolsimed his triumph loudly ; he man-
aged to inform every friend he had ihat hefhop-
ed soon to merry the feshionsble and highly-
conunected Lady (Grabhame. By some means ov
other the réport spread everywhere, and Mr,
Fulton soon found that he had calculated
rightly. Invifatione poured im upmn him;
people who * had never before deigned to
notice him offered him every civihby, now
thab he was to marry one of the most popular of
fashionableladies., Scme of the best houtes in
London were thrown open to bim., Men who
had passed him by with a cool nod of recogui-
tion now stopped to shake him by the hand,
and he said to himself, over and over again,
what a wise and clever thing he had done |

Then ona morning he started for a private in-
terview with the formidable trustees. Mr.
Beauchamp, a nervous man, asfraid of every-
thing and evergbody, said but little, He asked
Mz, Fulton if he liked shooting, and if he bad
known Sir Wilton Grahame ; two rather singu-
1as questions, considering the errand upon which
he had oome.

Lord XHereby was altogether of another cast.
He was perhaps one of the prrudest and haugh-
tiest men living., Loving and admiring his own
order, disliking and despising all those who
did not belong to it, in his eyes nothing was
.worthy of honor or esteem save high birth and
noble blood. Genius, talents, bravery, wers all
nothing when compared to the glory of along
pedigree ; wealth, money had little adtraction
for him. He was anxious to eee his niece, Lady
Grahame, married, provided she espoused a
man of good birth and ample forbune,

When Mr. Fuolton stood before the two
guardisna of his promised bride, he dismissed
one from his mind, and gathered all his re-
sources for n combat with the other. He ap-

ro2ched Lord Hereby with that mixture of de-

erence and admiration that he knew o well
how to assume. ain he almost oursed the
¢‘accidents” of his life.  If he could bave ap-
peared before Lord Hereby as the father of one
of the mosb beautiful and noble women in
England, the young Countess of Bayneham, all
would have been clear ssiling ; as it waw, the
anxious Jlover d his heaviest guns firat,
He doclared the object of his visit, the deep
admiration he felt for Lady Grahame, and the
munificent settlementa ho offered her, and Lord
Hereby listened to him with well-bred indiffer-

ence.
“Lady Grahame is of an age to judge for her-
self what &romises best for her own happinees,”
he eaid. *‘She was young when Sir Wilton died ;
that is'why he left us as her guardians, charging
us, in the event of her second marriage, 0 ach
for her and attend to her inbersst, Your offer
of settlement is, I feel bound to say, a munifi-
cen’ cne, and 6o far everything scems antisfac-
tory; bubt my niece belongs, as perhaps you
know, Mr. Falton, fo a very aristocratic family,
and we should like before making any feal ar-
rangements a few paxticulars of your own.”
en Panl Fulton stood ab iast before the
barrier of his own exection, and knew nob what

tou‘{- . . -
“You do not doubt my claim to_the tiile of
livwnn, I prosuiing o6 seia Lasiily. :

s

‘Hereby, with baughty indifference,. *‘In the

interest of .my niece, 1 merely-ask for some pat-
ticulars of your family.” : P

" Agzin Paul Fulton stopped, hetitating whas
tosay. . .. . .

“f know of no particnlars, my ]ord,“tba!:
oould possibly interest you,” he said; *my
father was simply a quiet_country gentleman,
of no great fortune or standing. I was his only
child, and went sbroad in my emly _yomh to
se%l: my fortiune ; I made it, and there my story
en

““ You have mever beem married before 2"
said Lor¢ Hereby ; ** ab least, I presume so?

¢ No, never,” was the quick, false reply.

*¢ Have you no relations living ¥’ continu
Lorgd Herby, his quick eye reading the confu-

| sion visibl the handsome, bland face before
liked Lady Crahame, and Mr. Fulion was very hi,:.vm 9 on £1e handsome,

' None,” eaid Paul Fulton. “I am quite
alone in the world,” e s

¢ Wa need not rolon:g this interview,” said
Lord Hereby. "E;M[r. eauchamp _seldom ex-
presses any opinion—I give you mins in a few
words. I shail make no opposition to my
nisce’s marrisge with you; she can pleaso her-
gelf ; but I shall adviae ber againss it. Pardon
oy plain speaking, but I do not consider the
son of a simple country gentleman, of no great
forlune or stznding, by any means a desirable
mealch for my netca; still, if she pereists in
wishing it, I shsll make no opposition—she
musb nob, in that cass, look for my countenance.
;[ ;ha,l’l decline any further interest in her af-

airs, , .

Paul Fulton trembled with indignation. He
had to remember thab the nobleman before him
was old and feeble, Bo great was his impulse to
strilce him. He had expected a very different
recaption, armed with those magical settle-
ments. Thia eool, aristccratic hauteur dis-
mayed him. What was his money worth, after
ali? He dared not trust himeelf to epeak; he
left X.ord Hereby’s presence, chafing and foam-
ing with rage. He ulamed himself that he had
not told a different etory, Now, more than ever,
was he at o loas, If his engogement shounld be
broken off, and the world know why, he might
bid farewe!l to all his hopes. Agaim, if he
married and Lord Hereby resolutely eet his
face againet him oo account of his inferior
grade, what might not be discovered? He was
wounded, vexed and annoyed.

As he mounted his horse thers came to him
he memory of a sweet, youne face, with truat-
ng eyes—the memory of one who bad loved
him and believed bim a king amoog men. He
had not been scoffed and sneered ap when he
went wooing in Brynmar woeds,

These thoughts did not calm him, He urged
his horss on at full speed, using spur and whip.
The mettlesome steed did not approve of such
harsh measures. Many people turned to see
who it was that rode so wildly with an angry
face. One or two policemen began to be quite
active ; there was glory to be won, and cheaply,
too, The rider, whoever he was, must be
stopped and puunished for endsngering the
safety of the public.

No one ever knew how it happened, whils
the policemen consulted and angry foot-pas-
gengers turned to look after the foaming steed
and its nder, in one moment the horse shied,
then reared, and Paul Fulton was dashed to
the ground. For several yards he waa dragged
sloog by the frightened, half maddened animal;
then arose from all lookers-on a terrible cry,
and one or two brave men started off, and after
some dangerous efforts succeeded in stopping
the horse and rescuing its bapless rider. They
thought he was dead when he was raised from
the ground, for on the white face there was &
deep, crimson stain, and a wide, gaping wound
on the head—he had fallen on a curbstone.

- In less than three minutes a large crowd had
assembled, “A man killed 1” ‘ Fallen from
his horse !” were the passwords, A doctor
camse up, aud a policeman searched the uncon-
scious man to discover who he was and where
he lived. He found & card-case, and gave iv to
the doctor.

¢ He had better be taken to his own house,”
said the lalter, when he saw it. **I have heard
of him and know where he lives.”

They carried him back to she bouse he had
lefs that morning so full of life and hope ; &0
full of ambitious designs and plans for his
future life ; strange hands carried him up the
broad staircase, and laid him upon hie bed,
strange hands cut the thick black hair where
Magdalen’s fingers had once lingered so loving-
1y ; strange eyes dwelt upon his face, noting ite
changes, There was no one near who loved
him ; he was in the world alone. Hired ser-
vants, who gave their services half grudgingly
for his gold ; doctors who tried, for the sake of
science, to restore him ; nurses who thought
only of whatthey should drink and earn ; these
were the only attendants on Paul Iulton's
death-bed, Never a loviog hand sootbed him;
no gentie livs touched his wounded face: no
sweet worda of comfort were whispered to him ;
23 he had sowed, 8o he reaped. In this, the
hour of bitter pain and coming death, there was
po pity for him,

"Che hopes, the sine, the schemet of that mor-
tal Iife were all ended ; the grand fiat had gone
forth, He had won moaey, he was rich and
popmular ; but the end was come, and he must
die ; a strange doctor, bendirg over bim, saw
there was no hope. He touohed him gently,
an&1 asked him if he had any worldly affairs to
settle,

The haggard eyes opened and glared wildly—
80 wildly that the doctor started, shocked and
half-frightened,

** Do you mean,” said Paul Fulton, in a low,
hoarse voice, ‘“that I am to die ?”

$¢Yes,” said the dootor gently; ‘‘it ia bebter

that you should know the sruth. You will not
see this sun set, Make your peaoce with God
znd msn,”

A moan of unutterable agony came from the
white lips. What should he do? He had lived
a3 though there was no death. He had never
thought of a future state, looking upon all re-
ligion as an old and idle superstition ; and now
in a fow hours he must stand before Him whom
he had persistently ignored, and acswer for
bis sins; no wonder thab farge drops rolled
from his face, Like many another worldling be-
fora him, Paul Falton had not been afraid to
sin, but he was afraid to die. He did no
uvnderstand, at firat, how it was; then the con-
fused thcughts cleared. He remembered he
was rich, wealthy, honored, and about to marry
the fair and fashionable Lady Grahame. But
her gusrdian had taunted bim, had shown by
thé glance of his keen, proud eyes that he dis-
believed his story, e remembered the mad

op when hetried in vain to orrest the course
of his frightensd horee apd ouunld not; now it
was all over, Thers were strange pains thab
pierced him, o strange numbness cams over

| bim, and once—ah, surely his brain must bs

turned—once he saw Magdslen’s aweet face
smiling to bhim from behind the ourtam, and
pointing to the ring upon her hand. ’

It was bat the vision of an excited, bewildered
mind, yeb it turned his thoughts in quite a dif-
ferent direction, He forgot Lady Grahame—
she faded from bis mind like » forgotten dream
—but he remembered Magdalen, who had tried
to make him think of such an hour as this, who
had spoken sweet words of the Judge he trem-
bled to meet, If she were but here now, if she
could bend over him, with her gentle touch and
her loviny heart, he should nob be so frightened.
Aod again he sowed an he reaped, He had
driven his wife frora him in the ‘{n‘oud ATTOZance
of his prosperity, and he would have given all
gp had in the world if ehe could have been with

im,
He remembered hie child, Poor Magdalen
was dead ; he had scen the green grave and she
gimple atone thay bore no name. Bui his child
lived, the child with her mother's voico. Per-
haps she knew the same gensle lessons thab his
wife hnd taught—would she come to him? Ib
mattered litsle about keaping the searet now.

14 fiashed across him that be had eeen Lord
Bayneham in town—bow long rince 1—only yes-
terday. He would send for him and ssk if it
were possible thab he could see his wite. Soi-
ence did wonderful shings—surely it could glve
him a few hours, ‘

“I want to seo Lord Bayneham,® he unid,
tonchin;Dr. Ame's hand ; ** leb him
ab onca, C ’

Lord Bsynebsm at home. He received _the

suiDmons wibh Wohdsy aud surpiise. - -&ix, Lul

~ I netther doubt nor believe,”. reptied. Bord

‘ton dying—and sending for him | Like an eloo-

s

sent foy
It was fortunate that -the messenger fomnd:

“brib shook 'thie , thought struck him it must be |
-something 5bouu‘hm ost wife, ... :

S e . OHAPTER XXXIV, . . )
. Fast as it was possible to go, Liord Bayneham
bastened to the dying man, He heard from the
butlér, when he stood in the ball, every parti-.
cular of the accidént—he saw real, unfeigned
tears shining in the man’a eyea. R

Mr, Fultoo was loved by his inferiors for his
invariable kindness and good bumor. Then he
,entered the luxuriovns chamber, where the maa-
ter of the houee lay, doomed and dying,

“Let him come nenr me,” said Paul Fulton
to Dr. Arne. I have much to say to him.”

The doctor rose from his seatand made way
for Lord Bayneham,
* Claude was inexpressibly shocked. So lately
had he seen Pnul Fulton in the flush and pride
of his manhood, h's handseme face amiling and
careless—conld that pale, haggard man, with
crimson-stained baedapes upon his head, be the
same who had saluted him so gayly a few bours
ggo ? The wild eyes, full of horror, glared upon

im.
*'I am dyiog, they say,” gasped the hoarse
12“;1 yoj’ce. “Y never feared man, but I am afraid

ie.

Lord Bayneham did not know what to say—a
woman in his placs would have uttered the
exact words the dying man wanied to hear—
something of mercy and pardon and hope.
Lord Bayneham looked awkwardly around the
room, sad then murmured something about
reaovery

“No,” said Paul Fulton sorrowiully; “Dr.
Arne tolls me I eshall not see this sun set.
Lord Baypeham, I want to speak to you about
your wife,”

Ths young earl started, In the shock of
seeing that ghastly figure, he bal forgotten
for a moment that he expected to hear of his
lost Jove.

“What of my wife?” he said gently; for
even eupposing that Paul Fulton had cnused
all the sorrow and euspense, it was not poseible
to maintain the faintest glear of apger againat
the shattered, dyini wreck before him.
*“ What of my wife?'! he asked again.

'Y should like to see her,” whispered@ Paul
Falton. *“‘I am dying, they say, and this is my
last prayer. Let me see your wife ouce ; lst
my Iast look be upon her,”

Do you know whera she ia?” atked Lord
Bayueham,

““No,” was the calm reply ; “‘at Baynebam, I
suppose. Itis not too far, my lord. There
will be time if you send ab once”

Ah, thenhe knew nothing of her flight—their
half suspicions had been wrong.

“*Why do you wish to see my wife?’ he asked;
““trust me—teil me.”

I will,” said Paul Fulton. “I do not know
whether you have been told anything of your
wife’s history, I want to ses her—oh, Lord
Bayneham, I want o see her, because she is my
child.”

“Your child !” cried Lord Bayneham, in ua-
utterable wonder.

* Yes,” said Paul, ‘“my child, Her mother
was the fairest and sweetest girl in all Scot-
Iand, and she was my wife, When I saw your
wife, Lord Baynekam, 1 thought my ewn had
returned to me again, young and Jovely as 1
first knew her. he is my daughter. I was
Lord Hutton’s dearest friend; her mother
was Lady Hutton’s foster-sister; Lady Hut-
ton adopted her when my wife joined me over
the reas.”

There was silence for some few moments, and
a thoussnd thoughts flashed through Lord
Bayneham'’s mind. This explained all that had
seemi@] so mysterions—the notea—ah, and per-
haps the interview.

‘"Why was this kept a secret from me ¥’ he
said gadly. *It has caueed bitter rorrow.”

“I will tell you, Lord Bayneham.” said the
dyiog man. My daughter longerd to make her
mecred known to you—it embittered her life. She
knew nothing of it until her poor mother went
to see her, and died at the Xirs cottage. Mer
mother, my poor Magdalen, forced her to take
an cath that she would never reveal it, and that
oath she faithfully kept, It seemed like an
especial decree from Heaven that I should go
to Bayneham, and find there my wife's grave
and my liviog child. I knew she was my
daughter from aring that I had given her
mother, and which she wore, and from her
picture, mf loxd,”

“Yes, 1 remember,” said Lord Baynebham
aad}g ; ""why did you no$ tell me the truth ?”

¢"You will hear,” continued the dying man;
“I dared not, becanss my whole life is a living
lie. She told me so. My name, Lord Bayne-
ham, {s Stephen Hurst—I dare utter it now
that I am dying. My father was a gentleman—
no truer or nobler one ever lived. I was always
wild and wicked. TWhen I had wasted my little
fortune I went with Lord Hutton to visit the
Iady he loved, Miss Erakioe, of Brynmar, and
shere I mes Mfagdalen Burps, the fairest girl I
ever saw,

“I married her, and we went to London. Let
roo tell fmu what I did, Lord Bayneham—yes-
wrday 1 would have died sooner than have told
it; to-day I care not. I committed a forgery,
and wad centenced to transportation, -

h, + o not turn rom me, my lord ; I baxe
suffered for my sins, I lived through a martye-
dom-—no words can tell what my punishmend
waa like, Magdalen came to me like an sngel of
pity and goodnees ; 1 treated her with barbar-
ous cruelty, and drove her from meand broke
ker heart.

*‘When the time of my sentence expired, I
went away to the diggiogs, and there like many
others made & large fortune.

** Lord Bayneham, I am dying here alons,
and every sin of my life seems to recoil upon
my head, I never meant men to know who 1
was, I have kepv my secret, hoping to make
for myeselt & new life from the wreck of the
old one. All things hare prospered with¥me ;
I had wealth and honor—my hearv'a wish—a
marriage with Lady Grahame was toon 2o be
acoomplished, and now it js all over. I have

wasbed my life, and wovld fain have it $0 begin
agsin,” .
**I connot underatand,” =aid Lord Bayns-

ham gently, * why you wished this to be keps
a seoret from me,’

'*I dreaded its being knows,” he replied.
¢ As Stephen Hurat I should have been despised
and outlawed ; as Paul Fulton men have
esteermned me. If Ihad claimed my child; I must
have told who I was. She begred of me with
tears to tell you, but I wenld not.”

Bhe is ancrificed to your pride,” seid Lord
Bayxsham. * Tell me, on the last avening yta
were at Baynsham, did you meot my wifs and
your daughter im the Lady’s Walk? Did yon
talk $o her there ¥

“ Yesn,” raid Stephen Hurst. *‘Ididso;
asked her to meet me thsre, and most unwil-
Imglé ehe complied.”

“You gave two nobes inbo her hands,” con-
¥inned Lord Bayneham sadly,

“ Yer,” replied Stephen; *but how do yon
know and why do you mention these things?”

! Becamse they have helped to destroy my
wife,” cried, the young esrl; “she has been
sacrificed to your sins and your pride. She
was asked 6o explain those notes and refused ;
she was awked why sho was in the Lady’s
Wallk —her bracelet waa found there— she
would mob tell; there was some - terrible
mistake, aud your daughter has left her
home. I know not where ehe has gons ; I can-
not find her, and begin to despair of ever sesing
her again. Oh, if you had but fold me the |
wuth 1 : .

Do nob reproach me,” said the dying man:
* haws not my ain fonnd me ous? I ocould have
died more ensily with my child’s face near me.
Through my own fault this one hope is loas to
me—1I shall never ses her again,” :

He lay there murmuring $o himeelf that his
sin bad found bim out. From that moment,
when he heard that his sln and prida had des-
troyed his child, he seemed to no more hops, A
blanok, awful despair seized him ; the expressien
of hix face alarmed Lord Bayneham. i

'Oan nothing more be dons 7" he-asked of
D¥, Arne: ** bas he seen any one?  Could not.
gome ons pray with' him E

* If ho wishes 1t," eald the doetor, * Lord
anueham,” he ad&ed, *Leao many deathebeds,
and the moxt wretched and dreary daath. is-al-
ways that of the worldling .who has:never
thoughi oi b tinie when Lo inash die.  Tnn-:

didly speeking, my lerd, noshing ean bo done

.
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‘| bam’s _mind, He remembered how h

will kill him.
fatal to ns,

lhlg

‘ Y.
“was nob uitered.elther in love or prairs,: -

.- Bertie Oarlyon had been -uuremittiog in
endeayor - to “asslsb. Lord " Ba )
‘had ‘bben: with hlin“up 'to:the eve of M-
‘departure, " “when'-a’telegram from. Londdn.. .
;obliged: Dim o raiurn wnere.: rundy “Baynensm ' .-
asked o Buynihem whan'hls -, -

g;ﬁig bod'y.f and, I fear, "ib'.n littls !6!_ his.

. . . . . » » .
g .

. We will draw'a curtain over th b

they who wera present mever fc:rgo‘}:e?:h.bed >
awful scene ended auv last, and the man who
reaped;as he bad sown went to his judguent,

. CHAPTER XXXV, -

It was not uantil Stephen
dead for gome hours thss Tharat bad bee
fatal miastake

the myste "
flashed acroes yI‘oz'l.dy %a;l;:.t.

gone into his wile's room and told her

all, meaning that he knew she hadnbeel;ailx‘xnhg

.g;xa;;; :sizg . She ?loglrtlesa thought by thag
9 knew all the a

age and her father’s ain, soret of her parent.

Then Lord Baynehsm xemembered that care-
less conversation, when the poor child askeq
him what he should do, if, after marriage, he
discovered he had made a mistake in his wif
and ke had replied jestingly, *“Sach a one mu:; :
go home to ber friends !” How blind and stupiq
lé% ebag.s pb:;?: n%h tg rn;lneni]ber ?ll this before !

er bands when he to '
allifalx:d ;agegl if she was to go. 4 Ber bo knew
© bad but remained with her ten
longer, all would have been explained | 1:}:;1 bﬁ;
began to despair he shonld never see her agadn
ord Bayneham behaved nobly to hig wife's
father. He kept hia secret. No will was toung
snd he made no claim upon that largy fortung’
For the sake of money, he wonld not begra in
death a secret the unhappy man had aacrigoed
g0 much to keep. As a friend, he attended to
his funeral and wenbt as chief mourner s bug
never, by oue word, did be hint that Paul’ Tal.
tc% wm; othgr thn;:hhe had appeared.
or two days the papers made the mos
that fatal accident, and all fachionable ﬂiﬁé’é
was coucerned for one day and forgot it the
next. Lady Grahame was very sorry and much
distressed. ** [t seamed n 2ad thing,” she said
to everybody ; “ he was a handsome man and
8c Iveryfagr:iaable.I': @ !

n a few days Lady @Grahame recovar
the effects of the shock, and, stran ae 2:;:?
that very year she met the e of
Lalehsm, who was charmed by her map.
ners and love of comfort, in which he
rivalled her. 3ke is now Duchess of Lale.
ham ; and opce, in & confidential maod
v;asgmlgrd P;ot?y to Mies Lowelthst, ““after al]:
she believe ere wai s special Provi i
poor Mr. Fulton’s death.”p dence iy

Lord Bayneham redoubled his efforts to dis

cover his wife, but they were all in vaiq : be
could find uo trace of her ; it reemed as théugh
she had disappeared from the face of the earth,
The detective said b had never been baffied be-
fore, but he was baffled now. From the time
the tickeb collector had seen her in Enston
Square ste disappeared. Peopls began to sple
at the advertisements, they were so common,
But all and everything was in vain ; silence and
mystery dark as night ehrouded the fate of the
young Countess of Bayneham,
Lord Baynebam Teturned home—he was
anxious to clear the memory of hia beloved
wife from even the least cloud of suspicion.
Barbara Earle shed warm tears' of love and
pity when she heard the story. The ccuntess
waa more touched than she cared to own ; both
saw_clearly how the mistake had arizen, Be.
lieving that her busband “‘ knew all ” her secret,
and could not pardon her, Lady Hilds had lefs
the home where she thought herself no longer
loved or esteemed.

They now understood all that eeemed mya-
terious ; the young Lady of Bayneham had stood,
as it wera, between two fires—she counld not
betray her father, and daved not clear herself
from the suspicion that had been arounsed.

““It should be a lesson,” said Barbara Earle
musiogly. *“One ought never to judge from
appearances—]I never will again,”

“What shall you do, Claude?" asked Lady
Bayneham, after a short pause,

“I do not kmow, mother,” he replied ssdly.
“If I pleased myself, I should give up the
search and die, I am worn rut with fatigue and
sorrow ; I see no hope of finding niy dear wife
again, But as you have often reminged
me, the men of my race never despair; 1 must
live on, and bear my life, T suppose.”

Barbara’s eyes filled with tears as she gaz-d
upon vhe sad, worn face. Was it for this she
had sacrificed her love and her happiness? Bet-
ter for her couein if thia 1air-gaired girl had
never crossed hin path. He was fearfully al-
tered ; these fow days of suapense had told upon
him ; there were deep lines of sorrow on the
brow and round the firm lips. There was an
air of depression that contrasted painfully with
his former gay, kindly manner.

‘Do not give up,” Claude,” said Lady Bayne-
ham, layiog her hand lovingly on her son’s
shoulder ; *it ia a great trie], but I have a sare
hope all will yet be well. We must do our best
to find your wife, Remeraber, you do nat live
for yourself.  Your mother, the name avd honor
of your family, the fame of your race—all de-
pended on you. Do not give up. Hard and
bitter sorrows come to uA, one and nll, The
brave fight on, the weak give way. Fight on,
my son; no Bayneham was ever weak or
cowardly.”

“I will do my best, mother,” he said waarily.
‘I think more of Hilda than of my~elf ; she is
80 youcg and gentle, she has no one in the wirld
but me,”

From Baynebar, as from Lnsundon, every
effort was made to discover Lady (1ildn’s place
of refuge, but all in vain. Weeks became
months, but uo trace—not even the slightest—
was found. She never claimed one farthing
of the large sum daily accumulatiug for her.
Lord Dayneham had directed {hat no notice
should be taken of her lettera—thot Brynmar
should be keps. in readiness for her, and the
money carefully saved ; bu' she never wrote for
any, and that added more than anything to
his frochles. If livirg, what waos her fate
withont money or frienas? Lord Basyneham
tried to bear up bravely, but he soon became
exceedingly ill, and in less than aix months after
his wife’s flight, the young eatl lay between lile
end death, fighting & hard battle with the grim
king, and his mother kept watch by him, in
sorrow too deep for words. The detective had
prounised that hs would pot give the caseup,
but it waa evident from his want of zenl that ke
had no longer any hope,

The doctors, eummoned by the unbappy
countesa to her son’s bedside, smd there wasone
chaance for him, and only onoc ; be must heve
entire change of air, and they recomwended s
#tay of some length on the Continent.

e wad most unwilling to go. To leave Eng-

land seemed Jike abandoning his wife; yot to

ramain wan, if wisa men epoke ¢ruly, certain
death. The last sime he left home, a beautiful

young face, glowiog with bappiness and love,

smiled by bis eide ; now he muat go on his jour-
ney alon~, his heart cold and dead to hope, lure
and happiness,

One fine morning there stoed on the pier
cf Dover a group that attracted some atten-
tlon—n tall, stately ' lady, with the look of
one who had once been Lteautifnl, and by
her side a noble girl, whoze face made one the
better for seeing it ; both were davoted to what
seemed at first sight the wreck of a young snd
handsome man, Passers-by svopped bo paze
again ab that white, worn face, with its sad, de-
spairing eyen. Lndy Bayeham and Barbare

would fain have gone with Claude, but he would
not hear of it,

‘* Btay behind, mother,” he said with trem-
bling lips, ‘“and do what you can. My lost
darling may come home; do not let her find it
desolate.” ’

They weut to Dover and watched thelbont
disappear with oyes that were wet with tears, -
In the mother's heart there wis but little hope
of ever seeing her son again. ' -

' Ah, Barbars,” said y Beyneham, as in
the far distance the steamer ssiled ont of sight.
¥ [ wish my eon had married you. This trouhle
Beynmar woods have been very

- But Barbara woald not ;'Ere' o with her ludy-
ip ;' ehe ‘ssw much to admire apd: pity
Hilda, ani she wonld hear no. word “thad

”
.

. Baynecham. Ho -

vist her ot Buy

b




