.,

- don -Quaricrly Review forever disposed of Mrs!

- .#he. world; for :Crampa- In: the Stomach, and

\.4..-

wlly Bitters ‘or. p}f{ﬂﬁﬁﬂons with the word
Rer o Hors in-their nani¢ or connected
sharewith, ‘that' s intended to mislead and
wbeat tho'public, or for any prepsration put
n asy form, pretendlng to. be’ the same as
Hev Brrrius, The genulne have cluster of
gumes. Hora (notlce- this) :printed on - the
-while labe), andare the purest and best medi-
eine on sarth, espaclally-for Kidney, Liver
and Necvous Disenses. Beware of all others,
and of a1l pretended formulas or reclepts of
Hor Birrers published in papers or for sale

‘a8 they ars fraunds and swindles. Whoever
deals In any but the genuine will ba prose-
-guted.

Hor Brrrzas Mra. Co,
. Roohester, N. Y.

-
LORD BYRON'S PHYSICIAN.
. ‘The death of Lord Byron's physician, Dr.
Breiber, who attended him in his last illnees
and who had rerided at Athens sver sinoe the
death of hia illustrious pstlent, closes the
sompauy of the personal friends of the poet.
Newstead Abbey bas passed into the posdes-
slon of nnother branch of the Byron family.
Trelawney, the companion of Byron and Shiel-
ey, and who was present, with Lieigh'Hunt,
mt the cremation of the latler on the shore of
the Gulf of SBpezzla, is dead. Leigh Hunt Is
dead, and so is Lady Byron, who depurted in
Hime to be bapplly uocoonscious of the mis-
chlef ber rambling talk wonid have done' to
the memory of her husbaud hnd nat the Lon-

Harrtet Beacher Stowe's impoesible but hor-’
rible revelatione: .

For the last thirty yeats of his life Dr.
Treiber hud lived in Athens the life of a re-
<lase and aecetic, never mingling in social
sircles or active life. K He was remarkable ns
being the last foreigner, remaining in Athens
whe had been:connected. with :the war. of
Greek'-independence. ' *Hib"death,) - therefors,
vooalls tho enthusiasm of Lgrd-Byron. for the
struggle of 1the Greeks. He was first brought
jato contact with it, when his growing tadl-
callson was fust meking bim uvpopular ia
Eoagland. Fifty-nine years ago this coming
May he was appolnted a member of the Greek
©ommittes in London. Hlis spirit was kin-
dled in the cause. Ralsing fifty thousand
pgrowns, he bought an English brig of one
hundred and twenty tons, and sailed from
ddenoa and the fascinations of the Countess
Quiccioll. Bat his ardor soon spent itself
gthrongh disappointment. He {ound the
Grecke wholly destitute of plans and method.
He was compelled to pass flve months of in-
ackivity at Cepkalonin. TReaching Mlsso-
lomghi In December, 1823, after a bard chase
by Turkish croigers, he fourd dissensfon
among the Greek leaders, and insubordina-
tion amorng their followera. He was ap-
poiated commander-in-chief of au expedition
wgainst Lepanto; but before anytbing couid
do done be was suized with faver, and died on
the 19th of April, 1824, It was during this
3ast ilIness that Dr. Trelber was constantly at
his bedelde.

Byron’s enthusiasm for the cause of Greek
independence has been embalmed in some cf
his best known lines, especlally in that fine
paseage in the «Gisour” :

He who hath bent him o'er the dead
‘Ere the firat day of death {8 tied,
The first dark day of nothingness,
The last of danger and distress,
{Baloie Decay's effacing fingers

Have swept Lhe 1ines where beauty lingers,)
Axnd mark’d the mild, angelic atr,

That fires not, wins not, weeps not, now,

Axnd but for that chill, ohnngolens brow,
X;ﬂ igld Ob?trucuon'u [3 a;i v N

pals the gazlpg mourner's hear
AbS if 4o him it could impart
The dvom he dreads, yet dwells upon ;
Yes, bat for thess, and these nlone,
Some moments, ay, one treacherous hour
£¥l]l might doubt the tyraut's power;
falr, 80 cAlm, 50 saftly seal'd
frsl, last look by death reveal'd !

i the aspect of this shore:
eocs, but living Greece no morse!
y aweet, 0 deadly fair,
1, for soul 18 wanting {here.
the Jovelinesa in death,
uite with parting brealh ;

p
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Rxpreasion’s |ast receding ray,

A gilded halo hovering round decay,

The Iarewsll beam of Feoling pass'd away !
Spark of that flamne, perchance of heavenly

Wirth
Whieh h'aams. pnt WArms no more its cherish'd

Phis is confessedly a true though melan-
eholy picture of the degeneracy of modern
Greece compared with ita ancient glories: in
Miterature, art and war. The passage @which
would not bear mutilation 18 not only the
most exquisite gem in all Byron's postry, but
d0rd Jeffrey declared that its imsgery was
more exqulsitely finlshed than any in the
whole compasa of literature. It is free, too,
from Byron's besetting sin ot inharmounicus
meters. No great poet had ever 80 bad an
a7 a8 Byron. Our ownlamented Longiellow
has been compared with him for universality
of infinence and bold upon the human heart,
Ybut there are no wrong keys or falso notes in
Longfellow. It isall true music.

Byron’s love for Greece finds expression in
mwany others of his poews. Hlis ¢ Maid of
Athens” has become a popular melody wher-
ever the Epglish lunguage is spoken, Many
leea well remembered poems of his are iz-
spired by Greek aesoclations, and his “Slege of
Corinth” 1s among the finest of his epre

poems.
Now that the last companion ot his Greek

adventures has passed away it svemed not in.
appropriate to recall the cleslng and crown.
ing, though ueeless, enthuelaem of Byron’s
1life, As he says himselt,“We were a gallant
ompany,” but—

Some are dead and sorme are qone,

And gome are scattered and alone,

And some are in & far countree,

Angd some are restlessly at home;

But never more, oh ! never, we
Shall meet to revel and to roam.

. FEAR NOT. -
. All kidney and urinary compiaints, especi-
ally Bright's Disease, Diabetes and liver
troubles Hop Bltters will surely aad lasting-
Jy enre. Uases exactly like your own have
been cured In your own neighborhood, azd
wou can find rellable picof at home of what
Hop Bitters has and can do. .
| emya——r i A ——— e
REST AND COMFORT TO THE
SUFFERING. ,
« BROWN'B HOQUSEHOLD PANACEA
has vo equal tor relleving paln, both internal
and external., It cures Pain in the Sife
Back or Bowels, tore Throat, Rheumatism,
“Foothache, Lumbago and any kind of a Pals
or Ache. It will most surely quicken the
Blood apd Hen), a8 its acting power is won-
derful.” ¢ Brown’s Housebold Panacea,”
-being acknowledged as the great Pain Re-
Hever, and of double the strength of any
other Elixir or Liniment in the world, should
be in every family haudy for use when
wantod, ¢ ag- It.-zeelly.is-the best remedy in

Paing and Aches of .all kinds,” ‘aud is for sale

"1 are held over the-purifying ~pans to breathe

{8 now un eight psge paper:. Col
The Toronto Afail-has taken to the! Legal
column ‘b_u‘ainenls.- ..;.,APbm‘i‘;s_l' 1 my - psgftg_n.
‘When you want to sbusea man n0y-a-days.
don't call him ascoundrel, or a thief, ora liar,
gimply call hima doc?lqn!:p: AN
 The people of Fririce ‘Arthurd Lauding,
Canads, are accused of mild -disloyalty "be.
cause they wish to drop that name -and oail
the place Shuniah, an Indian, word for sllver.,
In the legal contedtibetwéen Judge Arnoux
and Richard 0'Gorman; as to who should be
Judge of the Snperlor Court, tbe jury bas
decided that Arnoux not belng—as alleged—
over 70 years, the position belongs to him.
It is probable, however, that O'Gorman will
obtain the place at the next electien.
It 18 & common practice in Philadelphia to
take chilcren to the gas works to be treated
for whooping cough, There the little ones

the mingled fumes of smmonia and gulphur.
Tois aftords rellef by clearing the air pas-
sages, and the physicianes recommend it. -

- A disease.called anthracosis is giving much
trouble to miners, It is‘'caused by the con-
stant inhallng of coal dust. The fine parti-
cles, being rounded, do not for a considerable
time give great inconvenience. Finally cor-
taln portions ot the lunga become 8o loadsd
with the conl dust that they break down, and
the victim dies of marasmus.

the world. Tbe elugle item of sxwed lumber
received - there in 1831 wonld lay an inch
flooring fourteen feet wide round the earth at
tho cquator. The amouat of lJumber manu-
factured In the thres States of Michigan,
Wisconaln and ‘Minnesota during 1881 would
luy such a flcor fifty fest wido.

The corporation ¢f Loundon bas exchanged
50 acres ot Epping Forest for $40,000 and 184
ncres, formerly the plesturo grounds of Wan-
stead House, adjolning the forest,'now a pab-
lic pledsure ‘ground of over 6,000 acres..
Wanstead was bailt 150 yeara ago by Sir J.
Chuild,; a millionaire banker merchant, and’
was 'one of the dozen forest houses'in Eng-
land. ) ‘
This Chinese are helplog the Methodists:in
Chicago. A cburch was in Cebt, and an
orchestra of converted thnamen volunteered
to give aconcert. The entertainment drew
$260, and the musicians refosed with gcorn
to evep accupt payment 3f thelr car fares.
Nor war the music altogether an infliction,
for a plauo and flute were used,as well a8
one-string fiddles and gongs.

———rett R e

Robert Lubbuck, Cedar Rapids, writes: I
hava used Dr. Thomss’ Eclectric Oil both for
myselt and family for dyphtherls, with the
very bost results. I regard it as the best
remedy for this disease, and would use no

other.

wio .6 A Wonderfal Woman,” ¢ A Mad

- | more—sha falls -headlong on the eoft, turfy

-and Iles panting and stiil. Is she dylng, she

BorTy,

.by.. She lifts hergelf silently, too utterly ex-

Chicago is the greatént lumber market in |

- i Marxisge,”- ¢ Redmond
_O'Donnell,” otc. -

. | CHAPTEB 1V.—-Coxmxuzo.
At last—overtasked mature ‘can bear. no

ground, her eyes closed, her hands clenchéd, |

‘wonders ; she feels dizay and siok~—1is shego-
fng to, dle far from ‘papa and mamma, and
Fjank, alone 1o this"lonesome place? How
{they will all feel to-morrow; when -they
come upou her lying like this, all cold.and
dead. She thinks of tbe Babes in the Wood.
and wonders if the robins will coyer her with
leaves.

« Hallo I

It i no volce of ghost or goblin, It is
uoumistakably a humen salute, and very close

bausted to reply,and sees standing beside her
in the dusk of the warm night, the figure of—
agirl? I8 it a, girl? 8he puts back the
tangled golden:locke, and gazes up in a dazed,
bewildereéd way-at-this apparition.

“ Hullo!" says the volco sgatn, 1tis not
a pleasant voice; the face that looks down
ot her Is not a pleasant face. It isa girl, of
twalve or 80, In a scant skirk, a boy's blouse
bolted with a strap of leather, a shaggy bhend
of unkempt reddish halir, a thin, esge?, old-
young face, long bare legs, and bare foer,

-t Hullo!

For the third time she halls the prostrate
Olgs with the salute, In a high-pitched, barsh
tons, and for the third {ime recelving no re-
ply, vories it;

«I gay youl Yeain't dasf, are ye? Can't
ye speak ? Who .are..you? What are you
doln’ bero this time of the night ?"

8till no'replv. The rasping voice, the
scowling look, the wild air of the unexpocted
figure, hove stricken Olga mute with o noew
terror. No ome haod ever ldoked at'her or
‘gpoken to herlike tbis, in all her lifo before.
"« Deef aré ye or snlky—which? Git ap—
git up, 1 sdy, or 'l makeo ye! Bay you! who
are you? What are ye about here, Iyinz on
the gronnd? Why-lor! ef itain’t the Vent-
norgal " o

She has tiken a stride toward Olgs, whe
springs to her feet {nstantly. They stand
confronting one another in thedim light, the
little white heiress sbaking with fatigne und
fear, the fisrce looking, wild croatures glancing
at her with eyes Itke a cat.,

«8ayl If ye don't spesk I’ll scratch you,
T'l1 bite ye— X’ll pull your ugly long hair out
by the roots! Ain’t you the VWentnor gal?
Come now-—say

She makes o threatening stop near. The
poor little princess puts uwptwo Imploring
banda.

¢Oh1! please, please don’t bite me ? I don't
mean any harm. lam only lost, and fell
down here?” A great sob, I am Olga
Yentnor, and I want to go boms—oh ! I want

———— @ - — et

THE ASSABSINATION OF LORD
CAVENDISH AND UNDER-
SECRETARY BURKE.

There 1s no intelligent friend of 1reland by
whom the horrld crime commitied in Phoanix
Park, Dublin, yesterday afternoon will not
be profoundly deplored. The assassination
of Lord Cavendish, the new Chief Bacretary,
and Mr. Burke, the Under-Secretary, will
not, ot course, be ascribed by well ordered
minds to any inflnence for which the peo-
ple of Ireland ars in the remotest degree
responsible. To do so would be to pro-
ceed as did the demagogues and unrsazoning

fanastics who unmdertock to Interpret
Guiteau’s infernal deed Into an act
stimulated, If not approved and abet-

ted, by.a considerable number of Republican
politiclans, It is, however, o be remem-
bered that at the beat of timea the Kng-
lish masses are prone to put the werst possi-
ble construction on every crime committed
in Ireland, and when their passions are
aroused, part company with reason alto-
gether, Long tralned by a bedotled presa
and a Toryism entrenched behind the preju-
dices of centuries to exaggerate the mlsdeeda
of individusl Irishmen up to the magnitude
of national events, while ignoring the gen-
erosity of character common to the peopls,
they will exhibit an exceptions! degree of
thoughtininess if they do not for a time fall
under the domiolon of Irrational feeling.
The opponents ot the Liberals will, after
the mapner of public tricksters the world

over, seize upon the occurrence s3 @
politicat godsend. In no - other country
in the world should the possibilities

of such distortion be better underatood than
in the United States. So long a8 the people
of the Northemn States were In 8 mood to be
played upon by the purveyors of revolting
tales, the inhabitants of the Soath wers pic-
tured to them as little better than fiends,
and every bar room bdrawl waes clothed in
the colors of a State transuction. Ia Eng-
land te-day there sre great Jand owners, men
of long degcent, smbitious cundidates for
government preferment, who have selflsh
interesta of the most urgent nature, which
incline them to misrepresent whatever con-
cerns Ireland. 'Chese are the men to whom
ths Land Act was hateful in the first
place, because it seemed likuly to promots
the proaperity and independence ot the
tenant farmer at the expense of those to
whow, with both mind and body, he and his
ancestors have since time out of mind paid
tribute. ‘Their historic remedy jor discontent
is the sword, their cure for agitation the dun-
geon. To intimate that the cultivator of the
toll may poesibly be sufferlng wrong sppears
to them little short of treasom, sva to sug-
geet as & meana of placation the estab-
lishment of just laws and a rscogni-
tion of & rigbt in the soll other than
cau be transmitted by anclent deeds appeara
ke the sin sagainst the Xloly Ghost,
Their ontery against the abandonment of the
polley of coerclon has been almost loud
enough to be heard on thia side of the Atlan-
tic. We have had soms of the comments
made by their chosen newspaper organs
transmitted to us, and they bear all the evi-
dence of frreaponsible frenzy, It will indeed
be marvellous if the assassinntions be not
held np by these peisons a8 the first and legi-
timate frults of restraint removed, and as an
all-sufticient condemnation ot what they will
doubtless .call the weak sentlmentalism of
the Gladstone Minlstry.—DBrookiyn Eagle.

to go home” .

She breaks down in a great paaston of sobs.
Thbe impleh-looking child before her breaks
fnto a discordont jeering laugh.

«She wants to go home! Oh, she wants
to go home! Ob! please scmebedy come
and take this youog lady home! Iookat
her! Ain’t she putty with her odd white
dress, and muddy sboes, and shiny beada.
Bay, you ! give me them beads this very min-
ute, or I'll spatch 'em off your neck.”

With rapid, trembling fingers, the child un-
fastens the necklace, and holds it out to her
lormentor.

¢« What business have you, yor stuck up lit.
tls peacook 7" continues the imp, wrenching,
savagely, the costly trinkets asunder, ¢ with
bair down to your waist, yellow halr too, the
color of your beads, and ell innasty ringlets!
Ob, lordy! we think ourselves handsome,
don't we! And embroidery and lace on our
frooks, and pink, and blne, and white button-
ed boots, with ribbon bows! I'ye seen yom.
And a French servant gal to wait en us, in a
white cap and apron! And a kerzldge to
ride In! And white feathers in our hair, and
kid glover, and silk etocken’s! We're a great
lady, we are, till we get lost In the woods,
and then we can't do notbin] bat sit down
and blubber like a great calf! Why, you lit-
tle devil !” she tskesa step nearer, snd her
tone and look grow feroclous, % do you know
that I hate you, that I would like to tramp
or. you, that I spit at you!” which she
does, *that I would like to pull out every
one of thum long curls by the roots! And I'll
do it, too, before I let you go!’

The child is deadly white, deadly still with
fear. She does not speak or move, cry out or
turn to run—some terrible fascination holds
her there breathless and spell-bound.

# What buginess bave you,” cries the crea-
ture, with ever-increasing ferocity, with curls,
and silk dresses, and gold beads, and servants,
and kenidges, while your better: are trtamp-
ing about barefooted, and beat, and abosed,
and starved ? You ain’t no better mor me!
You ain’t 80 ood, for you'ra a coward, and a
cry-baby, and a little fool! AndI'm goin’to
hev them curis! And if yon screech I'll kill
you! I willl I hate you—I've hated you
ever since Isaw you firat!”

She darta n stap nearer, Olgarecoils a
stop backwsrd. Still she makes o oatory,
no attempt to run. The fascination of in-
tense tarror holds her fast.

« [ know you, and I koow all about you”
goes on the goblin. '*1 know your consin,
Frank Livingston; he comes to our house---
he gives presents to Lora and Liz Sleaford.
He's sweet on Lors, he. She wears long
curls, Lor' bless you, ton. Like tar ropes they
are, over her shoulders, 1'm Sleaford’s Jo-
anna; if 1 don't kill you, you'll Enow me next
time, won't you? And I hate you because
yotu're & youbg lady, with kerridges, and ger-
vants, and nothin’ to do, and long yellow
risglets down your stuck-up back.

The rioglets seem to bhe the one unforgiven
gin; she glares at them vengelully ns she
apeaka.

Pm goin' to pull them out. L mnsver
thought I'd hev the chance. Thers ain't no-
body bere to Lelp or come ifyou yell. 1
don't care if they beat me to death for it, or
hang me---I'll pull 'em out!”

She springs upon her victim with the leap
of a wild-cat, and burries her claw-1ike fingers
in the pale-gold of of the clusteripg hair.
There i3 no mistaking her meaning--ghe fally
intends it ; her fierce eyes blaze with a bale-
ful fire. And now, indeed, Olga finda her
volce, and it rings out shrill, pealing, agon-

s e ey e——es

Mr. H. F. MacQarthy, Chemist, Ottawa,
writes: 41 bave been dispenslog and jobbing
Northrop & Lynwan's Emulson of Cod Liver
Ol and Hypophosphites of Lime and Soda for
the past two years, and consider that there is
no better preparation of the same kind 1n the
market. It is very palatabls, and for chronio
coughs it has no equal.”

——— A =P
INSTRUCTIONS FROM THE VATIOAN,
Rous, May 10.—1It is sfated that the Vati-
can has Inatructed Cardinal McOabe to oall

upon all Irlah Cathollcs to declare in public
by document, that their cause 1s distinctly

ized.

 Papa! papa! OL, papa!”

«Hif™ answers a sharp voice. Then a
sharper whistle cuts the air. ¢HI! Who's
that? Call again !’

#Papal papa! papal”

There {8 a crashing among the trees, and
not a second too soon, With a violent push,
and---an oath--this diabolical Little Barafoot
flings her victim from her,and leaps away in-
to the darkness with the fleetness of s
fawn,

CHAPTER V.
. ‘ SLEAFORD'S,
= 1t is nol papa who comes rushing to the

: "It_loof:rl_ike'ﬁ.-

1t loo] -/ Shie lies acroes hig arm, a
lmp and fnert little form, all white drapery,
blonde ¢urls,. sud pale, still face. . Themoon |

tisltig now, the big white ehield of the July

night,; and hetakes off the crughed Leghorn .. -Jt seems ._;liéf:";nnut,g!f,or:jnhe-"doea. " Lora

bat the better-to behold;his prize, °

"By thunder ¥ ke cxolaims, aloud, ¢ it'a the
little Ventnor. . The little great lady, the li*-
tle helcess. Now, then, here's a go, and-no
mistake SEERN P . o

Ho stands at a loss, utterly surprised. She
bas heen a small Nultana in: the eyes-of all
Brightbrook ; everyone knows her; and to
and her like this, dead to all seeming, mur.
dered, it may be, apalls him.

" She wasn't dead a minute ago; sho was
screeching for her papa like a good ’un. Per-
haps she ain't dead yet. - Maybe she's fainted
or that, frightened at something. Don't eeem
to be anybody here to frighten ' her, nuther.
Wonder what’s gone with the French ma'am-
gell? Waell, I'll tote her to the bouse, any-
how; ifshe'salive at all, the gals il fetch her
round.”

de swings her a3 he might a ‘kitten over
his shoulder. He is a long-limbed, brown-
skinned young fellow of twenty, whistles to
bis dogs, and starts over the starlit fields at a
gwloging pace. All the way he whistles, afl
the way bie keen black eyes keep a bright
look-ont for any one who may be in hiding.
No one seems to be, for he reaches his destln-
ation, a solitary red farm house standing
smong snme arid-looking meadows. A field
of corn at one side locks, in the shine of the
moon, lize a goblin plsy-ground, bat the
house itself sseme cheery enough. DMany
lights twinkle along its low front, and the
livaly straivs ofa fiddlegreet him a8 he opena
the door. - :

The interior is & remarkable one enough,
The room is long and ldw, the celling quite

black with smoke, as are alao the walls; the|.

broad floor a trifle blacker, if possible, than
either; the furniture, some yellow wooden
chairs, two dea! tables, a wooden sofs, and a
cupboard well stocked with coarse blue delf
It fs, in fact, the farm-house kitchem, and in
the wide fire-place, desplte the warmth of the
night, a fire 18 burning. Over it hangs a
large pot, iz whick the tamily supper is sim-
mering and sending forth savory odors.

‘The occupants of rhe room are four. Oa
one of the tables i8 perched a youth of eigh-
teen, black-eyed, black-haired, swarthy ekin-
ned playing the Virginia red with vigor and
skill, '

Two gitls, young women, as far as size and
development make women, though evidently
not more than sixteen, are dancing with
might and main, their hands on their sides,
their heads well up, their cheeks flushed crim-
son, their blick eyes alight, their black hair
unbound—two wild young Bacchanti.

The .one epectator of the reel sits crouched
in the chimney-corner, her knees drawn up,
her elbows on them, her chin fn her palms—
s singularly witch-like sattitnde, barefooted,
ghockneaded, with gleamivg, derisive dark
eyes.

The door {8 flung wide, and enters the
young man of the wocds, with his burden, his
zun, and his dogs. 1'he reel comes to a sud-
den stop, and six big black eyes atare in wild
wonder at this unexpected sight.

i Why—what s it ?”” one of the girla cries
—ug dead child, Dan? What for the Lord’s
sake bave you got there 7"’ ;

#“ Ah! what?" eays Dan. “ Here, take her,
and see il she's liviog or dead. I can tell
yout who she is, fast enough or who she wag,
rather, for she looks as dead as a door nall
now, blessed if she don’t Iere! fetch her
to if you can, you, Lora; it will ba worth
while, let me tell you.

He lays the limp child in the arms of one
of the girls. The firelight falls full upon the
waxen face as they all crowd aronnd. Oaly
the crouching figure In the ingle nook stirs
not. There ia a simultaneous eutcry of recog-
nition and dismay.

« It's little Missy Ventnor !”

« It's the kernal's little gal !”

«It's Frank Liviogston’s cousin!”

«It'g the little heiress!”

Then there is a pause, an open-mouthed,
round-eyed pause, and gasp of aastonishment,
1t requires & moment to take thia in.

« And while you're starlng there like stuck
pige,” says the sarcastic voice of brother Dan,
irthe young 'un stands a good chance of be-
coming a atift un’ in reality, if she aln't now.
Can't you sprinkle her with water, you fools,
or unhook her clothes, or do whatever ought
to be dome. You, Lora, tots ber into the
next 100m, #ad briog her round ; and you,
Liz, dish up that hasb, for I'm as hubngry ag &
huater,”

Issuing these commands, he draws up a
chalr to the tire as though 1t were December,
proceeds to load a little black pipe to the
muzzle. ‘Thus engaged, hia eyes fall on the
buddled up figure opposite.

« Qh!" he growls, % you're there, Miss Flery
Head, layin' in the chimuney corner, as usual.
Git np and getthe table. D’ye hear?*

She does not seem to; ehe blinks up at
bim ltke a toad, and dees not stir. With an
oath he seizss a billet of wood, and bhurls it
at her, but she ducks with & mocking laugh,
and it goes over her head, As he stoops for
another, she springa to her feet nnd sets to
work to do his bidding.

Meanwhile, ic the next room, the two
sisters are doing their unskilled best to bring
Aiss Ventoor *round.’ It isthe parlour of
the establishment, has a carpet on the floor,
cane-sented ohairs arranged primly around,
a rocker to match, sundry gay and
gaudy chromos on the wallg, china dogs and
cats on the mantle, green boughs in the fire-
place, und a ciimson lounge under the win-
dows. On this lonuge ihey lay her, they
sprinkle her plentifally with water, torce a
little whiskey ioto her month, slap her
palms, undo her dress, and after rome ten
minutes of this manipulation there is a long-
drawn eigh and shiver, the eyslids fintter
open,’ sbut, open agalp, and two blue eyes
lcok up inte the gray faces bending over her.

«Therel’’ says one of the sisters, with a
long breath of aatisfaction, ¥ you're all right
now, ain’t you? Gracious! how white and
limpsey you was, to be sure. First time 1
ever saw anybody in a faint before in my life.
Drlak a little drop of this, it's whiskey and
water.”

Buat Olga pushes away the naunseous beve-
rage with disgust.

«] don’t like it,” she says faintly; «the
smell makes me siock, Pleage take it away.”
She pushes back her taugled hair and looks
vaguely nbout her. #Where am 17" she
ashg, beglnning ic tremble. & What placals
this ?"

# Oh, you're all right ; don't be scared, deary,
says the slater called Lora ; ¢ thisis Sleaford’s.
I'm Lora Slealord; thiz is my sister, Liz,
Biess us what a pretty little thing yoa are, ns
fair asa lly, I dodeclare! I wishl was;
but Iam a3 black a3 a orow,

We all are, father and all, even ourJoanna
in spite of her horrid red hair. Don't be
friphtened, little missy; we knuw who you
are, and you are all safe, And we know your

i liznrd in the beat.
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 When /you know very well she wou't it
ghe'fakes-the.notion,” seturns Lors, angrily;
“there ] there’s father ca'llipg you., Now you

must go.”

turns back again ‘to her fhatge. There's not

much difference in theise :two slsters, and na-

turally, for they are twins, but Lora ia ratber.
thebetter Iooking, and decidedly the better-
natared of the pair.” - . .
“wHow did you come to be with our -Dau,

anyhow 77 she asks, cutlously. # Whers did

he find you? and shat 'on earth made you

{aint away 1"

The question arouses memory. Olga shuts
ber eves with a shudder, and turns so white
thet Lora thinks she is going to faint again.

«Qh! that dreadful girl! that dreadfal,
girlI' she says, with a shuddering gasp.

4 What dreadfal girl? What do you mean ?
Did you get lost, and did acmebody fcare you
in the woods? What was she like?” de-
mands Lors, sharply.

But Olga cannot tell. She trembles, and
shivers, and covers her éyes with her hands,
.as if to sbut out some dreadful viaion.

« She said she would pull my hair out, and
then—and then I got diezy, and it got dark,
and—and that, thst is all,” she replies, Inco-
herently. . ) .

« Now 1 wonder if it wasn't our Joanna?”
Miss Sleaford says, musingly. «It would bo
jus$ like her—1little imp! If I thoughtit was
—but no, Joanna was in the house ever: 80
long before they came, . Well, don’t you cry,
little deary. Frank Livingston will be here
pretty soon, and he'll take yon home. Now
I'll.go and get you something to eat. You'fe
hungry, ain't you, and wonld like some tea?’

uOh, I only want papal—nothing but
popa !’ sobs the child, quivering with nervous
excitement. © Ob, papa, papa, papal’.

# Well, there, don’t makea fase ; your papa
will come directly, I tell you: .And youare
all safe here, and needn’t be afrald. Now I'lL
go and get you something, toast and tea, if
there iz any tea. So stop crying, or yowll
make yourself eick.” . L

Miss Sleaford's departs. Ic tho kitchen
the two youog men, and their father, Giles
Sleaford, are seated at one of the deal tables,
partaking of steaming bash with the appe-
tites of huaters and constitutionally. hungry
men, . The father is like the sons,a powerfal,
black-bearded, sullen-looking man. Evi-
dent{y ho has heard the story, for he looks up
with a glower ag his danghter enters.

# Well,’ he rays, in a growling sort of voice ;
¢ how 18 she 7"

«Qh, sall right” Lora responds. «Crylog
for her paps of course. She won't take any of
that stoff, pointing to the greasy dish of hash
with some disdain ; ¢I must make her some
toast, if there is any raised bread.’ i

«There ain't any raised bresd,” says Liz,

u Make her tea.” suggests Dau; ¢ that's the
stuff they drink. Store tes, and some ghort-
cake."”

« There ain’t no tea,” says Liz again.

« Get Bome then,” growla the master of the
house; % Bhe's worth taking care on. BSead
to Brick’s and get some,”

 Joanna!” calls Liz gharply; ¢d'ye hear?
Gol"”

She tumms to the ihimney-corner, whete,
crouched again, like a small salamander, in
her former attitude, iz Joanns, basking llke n

# Won't, returns Joanna, briefly ; go your-
gelt,”

4 What |’ crles Qiles Sleaford, turnlug in
gudden ferocity from the table—! what 1”

«Says she won't” says Liz, maliciously—
¢ gays go myself.”

Herises and takes down a horsewhip from
a slelf near, without a word. ‘The dark, gitt-
‘tering eyes of the girl follow him, butshe does
not stir, co

« Won't, won't she?" says Mr. Sleaford.
«'We'll see if she won’t. You little——!"—
two oaths and a hisaing blow. «You won't
go, won't you, you little foxy——1"

With each imprecation, & cut of the whip
fulls across the shouldera of the crouching
child. Two or three she bears in sllencs,
then with a flerce scream of paln and passion,
she leaps to her feet, darta across the room,
and spits at him like a mad cat.

4 No, I won't, 1 won't, I won't!—not if you
cut me in pleces with your whip! I won't go
for tea for her! I won’t go for nothin’ for her |
I won’t go for you—not If you whip me to
death! I won't go! I won't, won't, I
won't!?

The man pauges ; used a8 he 18 to her par-
oxysms of fury, she looks so like a mad tking,
ja ber rage at tbis moment, that he actually
holds bis brutal hand.

«Qh! come dad, you let her alone,” re,
monstrated bis younger son ; - don’t cut her
up like that.”

But recovering from his momentary check,
Giles Sleaford lays hold of her to renew his
ottack. As he does.so, Joanns, stoops aud
buries her sharp white teeth in his hand.
And at that same iastant a small white figure
with blanched face and dllated eyes glides
forward and stands before bim.

¥ Don't! Oh, don’t!” Olga Ventnor iays.
“Qh, pray don't beat her lke that!”

She holds up her clasped hands to Giles
Sleaford, who partly from pain of the bite
partly from surprise, recoils and lets go hia
hold. Inatantly Joanna darts away, opsns
the door and disappears.

« That's the lust of her till dinner-time to-
morrow,” says the younger Sleaford, with o
laugh. ¢« She'll roost with the blue-birds to-
night. Dad msyn’t think so,but he'll drive
that little devil to run a knife into him yet.”

There i3 mauny a trua word spoken in j:st,
tays the adage. In the dark and tragical
ufter davs thet sombre speech comes back to
young Jadson Sleaford like a pradiction.

CHAPTER VI.
A DEEBP OF DARKNES3,

So it befalls, that in spite of threats and
horsswhip, Joanna bas her own way, and does
not go for the tea. Giles Sleaford retires to
the chimney-corner, grumbling intercally, as
{3 hiseullen woant, and looking darkly askance
at the small jotruder, . Ho mshkes nneasy
figns ut hLis davghters to take her back
whence she came, as he fills hia aftersupper
pipe. Both his sons are already smoking,
and the tobacco-laden atmosphere hall chokes
the child.

% Jome, dear,” says Lora, taking her by the
hand. N

“ But what ia she to have to eat ?” queries
Liz, +I suppose, Jud, you wouldn’t go for
thetea?”

“No, I wouldn't,’” answera Jud, promptly.
#I'm dead tired, I don't stir out o’ this cor-
ner, ‘cept to go to bunk, to-night. Besides,
she says she don’t drink it—heerd her your-
gelf, didn't yer

“Perhaps she'll take milk,” sngeats Dan.
% Agk her, Lormry.” :

#Ohl yes, please, I will take milk’ Olga
responds, shrinking Into heraelf; #anything.
Indeed I am not in the least hungry.” .

# And I'll. poach her an.egg," eays Liz,

‘please. I must go home.”

« But, ' 1ittle ‘inisay, you.can't go home to- !
night. See, it 18 eleven o'clock now, and
even if Frank Livingston does come, which
ain’t likely (though what keeps him I can't
think), it will be too Iate for you to go back
to;your home with him. It is aigood three
miles if itis an inch.”

«Oh! what shall I do?” poer little Olga
sobs, *and papa will ba frightened to deatb,

and mamima will worry herself sick. Ohl I

wish consin Frank would come. But he wilt
not—I know he will not. 1 made him pro-
mise this afternoon,”

« What !" says Lora Sleaford, blankly.

uI made him promise. -He stays out so
late, you know, and I made him promise he
would not any mora. .And that is why he
has not come,” explains Olga, with s sob. ‘
« Well, I do declare!” cries Miss Bleaford,
looking aunything but pleaged. “ You made -
him promise! A bitot dolly like you! Well
—you sgee ita yourself you have punished,
after all. Ifyou bad let him alone he would
have been here two hours ago, and you might
have bgen home by this.”

Mias Ventnor covers her face with her mite
‘of a pocket handkerchief, and sobs within its
folds. Sheistoo much alittlelady todo her .
waeping or anything eles, loudly or uaurace-
{nily, but none theless they are very red tears
tae cobweb cambric guenches. . '

u50 you didn't want Mr. Frank £ .come
here,’ goes on-Lora, still sulkily; ®how did
you know he came ?”

«] did—didn’t know. Ionly knew he—ho
stopped out late. And ke said—said—it was
up the village. Aud [ madehim proni—pro-
wise He ‘Wwouldn’t do any more. Oh, deas,
dear, déar "' . o

« There, there, stop crying,” says Lors, re-
lenting ; “you'll certainly make yourself sick. .
Here's Liz with something to eat. It aint |
what you're used to, I dare say, but yon must
take something, you know, or.you won't be
able to go home to~-morrow either.”

This argumunt effectually rouses the child, -
She dries ber tears, and remembers suddenly
ghe {8 huagry. Lia comes forward witha biy
black tray, which i3 found to contain a glass
of milk, a poached egg, eome raspberries, a hit
of batter, and s triapgular wedge of short °
cake. : ' N

# Now," she says, ¢ that’s the best we can do -
for you. So eat something and go to bed. '

She places the tray belore the ohild, and -
Lora draws her to 8 window, whera s wkispor-
ed conference takes place, :

#“Well, I never!” says Miss Sleaford the
second, in bigh dudgeon; “tha idea! Gra-
clous me! a chit like that, tooI”

It Is evident Lora is retailing the embarge
laid on Master Frank's visits. :

«It is lucky she dossn’t know about the §
preaents, the jewsllery and things. What an
old-faghioned little puss!”

There is mors whispering, some giggling, E
prd Olga feels in every shrinking little nerve §
that it i3 al! about her. She drinks themilk H
and eats the froit, essays the erg, and mingles &
her tears with her meat, Oh! how alarmed [
paps and mamma will be, and what a dread- §
ful place this ia to spend a whole long night, &
Will they leave her alone In this room 7 will {3}
they leave her {n the dark— R

« Now then!" exclaims Liz, briskly. “1|
sen you've done, 8o I'll jnat take the things,
and go to bed. Father and the boys hawe |
gons already, and I'm as blinky as an owl. 3
Lora—" g

 I'|1 stay for a bit,” says Lora. She lsno! |
an ill-natured girl, and she sees the dpeech.
less terror in the child's eyes. *You go to ]
:md." I can sleep it out to~morrow morn- &

ng. B

Liz goes without more ado. Lura sits down

bealde the little girl, and begins to unbutton :3
ker bootsg L
- «You know you can't go home to-night,”
she says, soothingly, #and you are sieepy and -
nearly tired to death. Now you must just let
me fix you up a bed hera on the lounge, and'
I'll only take off your dress, because you‘vo";‘
no night-gown to put on. D’ll stay here with 4
you, and to-morrow the first thing my brother 3
Judson will go over to your cottage, and tell §
your folks, Now be good; don't look 5o &
pale and scary ; there's nothing to be afraid of §
here, and I'm going to stay with you ali
night.”

wAll night?” questions Olga, lifting her k
two large sarnest eyes.

& Oh, yes, all night,” savs Lora, who differs }
from George Washington, and can tell a lie.

«Now, I'll fix your bed, and sing youn to ¥
sleep, and you will be at home to.morrow §
morning before you know it." 1

She produces shests and a quilt, and im-}§
proviees a bed, lays Olga In it, and takes a’}
seat by her side. i

«I will sing for you” she says. * Yoop3
shut those pretty blue peepers right awsy;}
and doo’t open them till breakfast time to :§
morrow,

She begins in a sweet, crooning voice &
camp-tneeting bymn. The low einging
sound soothes the child's still quivering
nervas. Gradually her eyelids sway heavily,
close, open again, shut once more, and she i3
fast asleep. Then Miss Sleaford rises with s |§
great yawn,

% Off at last,and a tough job it was. Hush
twelve o'clock! 1 thonght It was twenty.
I wonder if that young limb, Joanus, i back?
Most likely not, though. It's queer she dont
take ber death o’ fever in agne, slesping out-
doors.” ’

She gives a last look at the sleeper

% ¥'ast a8 a church,” she whispers.

She takes the lamp, leaves the room, shat?
tbe door rofily, and goes up staire under the J
rafters to join her sleeping slster. :

The old red farm-house is very still. Iz 3
the kitchen black heetles hold high carnival ;{
in the parlor the moonlight streams inon the'¥
pale bair and guiet face of the little lost heir- ji
ess. Outside the trees sway sand rustle in the 3
night breeze, and the stars burning and bright
in the mysterious gilence of early morning.

One! two three ,

With & start Olga Ventnor awakea. Itis
the wooden Connscticut olock in the kitches
loudly .proclaiming the hour, Awakes wilh
a- chill and a thrill of terror, to find bLersell
quite alons, Lota gone, the light fled, the pale
solemn shine of the moen filling the place
and that loud strident clock atriking three.

Oh, to hear cousin Frank's footsteps no¥
stealing up and onto his room! Ob, for Jeal- g
nette—Lora—anyone—anything but thie sil- §
ent, speotral, moonlit room !

Btay | what {s that?

She Is not alone. Yonder In the corné’
under the chimney-plece, crouches a fignre all X
huddled iz a heap, kuess drawn up, and arms §
clasped around them. With appalltng dis-
tinctness she sees it, the shook head of half
the thim, fierce face, the baro feet and legs. §
8he has seen it betors. The moonlight ¥
full upon it, the eyes are wide open and glea®
like a cat's. The creature sits perfectly mo-
tionleas, and stares beforeker, Parfectly mo g
tionless, aleo, Olga Mes. in a tranoe of terrct J
scarcely breathlng, feeling numb and frozed
with deadly fear. .. o

-
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cousin, Fiank Liviogston; hels a right .ailce

Dy all Drogglest at 25 cents a bottle. [G26

separate from that of Sectarles,

rescue, but it is a8 man whe stoops and picks

fellow, comes here most every night. zSLike-

brightening, now that thia difficult question
of the commissariat is settfed. «I'I1 fetch it

The thing stirs at laet, shakes itaelf, tuios §
(Continued on Third Page)  [lls: ||




