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X Lo=CONTINUED,

She seemed to spesk with the energy of
despair, and ouly that her 8ob8 choked
her, 8he would have continued. g

Bat Alan, thongh Lis heart and his llnve
pleaiea for Ler, could not believe her.
Mackay'e letiers were such overwhelming
proof; then, she had not once writlen
while on Ler reputed visit to Albany,
another suspicione fact. He mentioned

it

“ Bocanse | was taken ill 8o eoon after
reaching there,” ahe replied between her
sobs, “and when I recovered I was
deemed too weak to do 8o, and told that 1
could make all explanutiond when | re-
tarped.” ;

“Bat some one conld have written for

" he persisted. e
yo‘?‘) Mnlu! can’t yon unde:stand ? They
were all more or less illiterate people, and
1 did not have the heart (0 ask any of
shem to underiake the task of writing to
a lady like Mrs. Doloran.”

“But the minister, Ned; how could he
mistake you for another "'

«1 don't kuow; such things have hap-
pened—I have read of them. O Alanlif
I eonid only tell you, bat my oath, my
oath.” 3

Her face was buried on his knee, and
she wae sobbing passionately.

He looked down at her; down at the
lovely head with its loosely coiled masa
of soft, dark hair; down &t the slight,
willowy, quivering form, and he thought
of her resemblance to Kdna, of her own
words, uitered & moment 8go, “Mr. Hay-
man may confound me with some one
who resembles me,” but, in & moment he
rejected as absurd the suspicion, the half
hope which had come to him. The re-
semblance between the two girls, while
it was certainly singularly mnrk_ed, did
ot go to the extent of making their faces
exactly alike; and the reverend gentle-
man had stated distinctly that he saw
Ned's face. Also, it was impossible
that Mackay conld be so deceived: no;
Carnew was certain, much @8 e iried W
struggle against it, that his wife was
gnilty ; there was even atealing upon him
a horrible conviction that Ned's friends
in Albany, if, indeed, she had any there,
knew her secret, and would perjare them-
selves to save her; that this mysterious
oath of which she spoke was only & sub-
serfoge to explain her position ; in short,
that she had been playing & part ever
since she came to Rihandabed, that she
was acting now, and that her present grief
was only a part of her clever role.

He stood up, and partly shook her from
him; in a helpless, suppliant way, she
atill endeavored to cling, but he stooped,
unawound her hands, and went from her,
went to his own room, and locked him-
solf in,
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Neod dragged herself ap also, and al-
most fell into the chair her husband had
vacated. What should she do? Her
brain seemed too much on fire to think,
and her temples throbbed so violently, it
was a relief to hold them. To whom
shonld she go? How shonid she act?
Apain and again she asked these ques-
tions of herself in a renseless sort of way,
much as a demented parson might inco-
herently repeat a certain form of words:
hat at length, when mora than an hour
had passed, and another huarat of tears
had come to her relief, making her eyes
fool as if they were only burnel balls
moving in & painful way in their sockels,
her thonghts became a little clearer.
fomething she must do, and do im-
mediately; she would go mad if she re-
mained in that inaction. She would go
to Mr. Edgar and demand to be informed
whers a letter could find his davghter,

W @ i write
her to release ber from her oath, or to be
Christian enough to undo herself the
horrible wrongshe had done. She would
%o to Meg, and bring her to corroborate
her story of her Albany visit. She would
summon Dyke, and at that stage of her
feelinge gave way again, and she was sob-
bing once more

Dyke, ‘and Meg, and the litt'e moun-
wain home, and her happy childhood—ohi !
how in this hour of bitter angnish she
Jonged for them all! but more than all for
troe, tender Dyke, who always loved her,
and who, somohow, in this dreadful time,
she felt would not have doubted her, in
the face of a thousand such accusations,

Her bruiged heart tarned to him; he
wonld nnderstand her, and pity her as no
one elge conld do; he would advise her,
he would help her. Insiantly her reso'u-
tion wae taken : she would go to Dy ke—
ahe wonld go that very evening., Ior-
tunately, there was & late train. The
neceasity for immediate exertion lent her
plrangth,

She summoned her maid and sent for
Macgilivray, meating the man in the cor-
ridor when he came.

Impeturable as his Scoleh face always
geemed to be to any amotion, it now
ghowed an involuntary concern for the
pallor and sadnese of Ned's appearance.
Bat, without noticing his expression, she
said rapidly, and in a whisper

“Ba ready to drive me to the station
n & quarter of an hoar. [ shall meet
you a little beyond the entranca to the
gronnds.”

A8 Carnew, esteaming the &otchman
for his honesty and prudence, had taken
him into his own apecial service, Mac-
gilivray, thoogh wondering and having
his own fears at such a slrauge request,
wia obliged to obay; so he bowed, and
angwered

“All right, me leddy," since Ned's
marriage he wounld 8o distingunish hor.

Bhe knew it was unnecessary to caution
bim to silence about her joarney; the
Neotchman was proverbial for his retic.
snce on the most trivial atfairs Bat
Ned forgot her maid, whom she had sent
for the coschman and who was not so
proverbial for her reticonce.,

Mra. Carnew went to her room. With
foverish haste, ahe thraw ofl her hand-
some drees, and put on one that she had
~orn when she was only the “compan-
on.’  Ofevery jewel on her person which
had been Carnew's giftahe divestad her-
gelf; her por.emonnaie, filled with his
nands, she placed on her dressing-table
beaide the jawels, and, going to her trunk,
ahe took from it wnat little had remained
{rom her earnings with Mrs. Doloran,
after she had sent a handsome present to
Meg. There was suffizient to defrav her
exponses antil she snoald reach Dyke,
Inen, when she was apparelled for the
rond, she went and listened at her hus-
pand’s door. There was a hope that he
would hear her; that he might even tue-
pect her |purpose and come forth, when

a won! to Bdna, adinring

she conld once more re-iterate her inno-
cence before she left him. Bot every-
thing was gilent ; not even & faint moan
came to her ear; and in that grave-like
stillness she went back to her room, and
wrote & nota to him-—a note that she

| gaulod and left on her dressing table he-

gide his gifta—her jewels and porlemon-
nale, She stole out then, paesing by his
door again, and stopping to kiss one of the
panels, 88 if to delude herself into the be-
Lief that it was a kies wafred to him, and
then she went on. But Jane saw her—
Jane, who was supposed to be in her own
apartment until sammoned to assiat her
mistress to retire—and Jane had the
hardihood to follow.

On through the darkened grounds, for
the moon would not rise until nearly
midnight, the young wife flad. Fleeing
from husband and bome; that was the
thought in her mind as she hurried to
where Macgilivray waited; but it wag
from & husband who believed her un-
worthy of his love, and & home that had
ceased to be such when Alan ceased to
love her.

The darknees on the ontskirts of the
grounds was 8o great that it struck a sort
of chill to her, and it brought up, some-
how, the dark night when sghe accom-
panied Edna to look at the dead Mackay.
Again she saw the suicide, and Edna
kneeling beside him, and all the horrible
eventa of that night. Little she dreamed
then that it would cast ita influence so
far ahead upon her own life; that it
would blight and blacken her hopes, her
love, her existence. She drew her cloak
closer about her, and hurried on. .
“By your ain sel’, me leddy?”’ said
the astonished, and now very much con-
cerned Scotchman, as he flashed the car-
riage lamp on Mrs. Carnew’s pale and
somewhat frightened face,

“Yes, Donald; I am going to take the
train op the river. I have left word for
Mr, Carnew. Now drive quick, please.
There i8 no time to lose.””

She stepped 1nto the carriage as she
spoke, and Macgilivray felt impelled to
obey her order. Bat, at the station, when
there were still some minutes to spare,
the honest fellow could not refrain from
Aaving:

i“I'm sair tribbled, me leddy, at your
gang like this ; it's noo me place to speak,
but the leek o' you takin’ sich a journey
at this time o' the night, and with none
bat your ain sel’, it's—"

The train was shrieking its near ap-
proach, and Nad stopped him by saying:
“Thank you, my good fellow, for your
concern abont me; but it is quite right
for ma to take this journey unattended,
and I have travelled before, you know."

She smiled and wavoed her hand to him
from the platform of the car which she
had ascended, but it was too dark for him
to discern either very plainly.

“Right for her to tae the journey,” he
muttered to himself; “aye, an’ right for
the folks that came to-day to break her
heart. She's gang awa’ her ain sel’, be-
canse she’s noo her husband’s love any
more, an' it'e plain eneuch that she's
gang frae his hame an’ his heart.”

But the honest Scotchman kept his own
counsel, little dreaming that before Car-
new himself should be apprised from Ned's
note, of her departure, the whole gervants’
hall, throagh Jane's account of all that
ghe accidentally (?) eaw, would be discuss-
ing his wife's flight.

Carnew, absorbed in his agony, hardly
noted the flight of the night. When the
garich dawn of the morning looked in
through his windows, it fonnd him in the
game position, flang across his bed, on
which he had thrown himse!f after enter-
ing his room and locking his door.

l'lvoryl.hiuzpmsulinrevi«wbefnrahim,
from the moment that he saw her first, to
the day of his marriage ; every euspicion,
every doubt that he had entertained of
her, returned to him with a sort of new
and horrible significance; even the for-
gotten fact of Mr. Kdgar's coldness to her
—Mr. Kdgar who had been her educator,
her benefactor—there certainly musi e
grave reason for the withdrawal of hisin-
terest, and perhaps even graver Cauge for
the departare of Ned from Weewald
Place to earn her own living And yet,
throngh it all, throngh his doubt and
suepicion, through his grief and indigna-
tion, throngh every outraged feeling that
seemed to be mastering him like 8o many
demons, the pale, tearful, reproachful,
beautiful face of his wife appeared, and he
found himself clasping it in imagination
to his heart, and letting fall upon it the
unmanly tears wrang from him by his
tiarce sorrow.

Like a drowning man clatching at
gtrawa, he cast abont him for some help,
some hope; his great love was desporate-
ly pleading for her, and desperately
stroggling with the stern passions which
rent him, and it won a sort of victory at
last. e wounld hold in abeyance his ea-
tire conviction of her guilt until he saw
Mr. 1dgar. That gent'eman would be
Whle to throw gome lightoa all which was
now 80 dark ; he could at least tell what
Nad's conduct had been while she lived
in his house, and whether he thought it
probable that she could be guity of so
mach duplicity. Having coms to this
conelasion, and being wearied in body
and soul by his long hours of fevered
thonght, he droppad at last into a heavy
glamber. Bat atill his thoughts were
busy with Ned. Itseemed as ifshe came
to him, softly, for fear of awaking him,
and dropped a light kisa upon his fora-
head, that he opened his eyes and smiled
at her, tha. he extended his arms to in-
vite her to his embrace, but she glided
from him, wearing the sad, reproachfal
look he had seen last upon her face, and
then, as she disappeared entirely, not
going throngh any door, but vanishing in
that impalpable way in which paopls do
in dreams, he saw that she was dressed
for & journey; that she even carried a
little travelling riticule, Hs tried to call
her back, bat his tongne refused to move,
and his agonizing effort to produce some
sonnd awoke him.

It was fnll day; the sun was shining
brightly through his open windows, and
thare came faintly to him the sound of
voices from the garden below. 1l start-
od up, still under the influencs of his
dream, and unlocking his door, staxgered
forth into the adjoining apartment.
Tunere he was met by Jane,

“ O Mr. Carnew! 1 was just going to
ask your valvet to waken you. Ithoaght
I heard Mrs. Carnew ring for me, and |
went to har room, but she is not taere,
As ! am always sammoned to go to her
before this hour of the morn ng, I conldn't
help being a little uneasy, somehow."”
@Sue told the truth in some measure ;
she was uneasy, but from carioeity, for all
night she had kept herself awake to learn
if Mrs. Carnew returned: she had even
the hardihood to prowl abont in the vicin-
ity of her master's room to discover

whether he were really in his own room

and ignorant of his wife's proceeding.
With the firgt light of the morning, she
had stolen to Ned's private dressing
chamber. She saw the jswels, and the
porte-monnaie, and the note beside them
addressed to Alan, and shedrew her own
inference—an inference that made her
company qnite agreeable at the servants’
breakfast table,

Carnew did not angwer her ; he hardly
looked at her, but went to fiad Ned. ;

He was yearoing for her preseace, as it |
geemed to him he had never yearped for
it before. He eutered her room, and he
saw her portemonnaie, and her jewels,
and the note. With a hand that
trembled 8o he could scarcely steady it
to break the seal, he opened it.

“Myg Darling Husband:—I am going
to Dyke; he will help and advise me.
He i8 the only friend to whowm I can turn
now, for were a thousand vile accusations
brought agaiust me, hie love for, and
trust in me would cast them all aside.
And he may be able to devise some
means of proving to you my innocence
Until that time, until you can hold me to
your heart again, feeling that I am as
worthy of your love a8 you thought me
on our wedding morn, I think it is better
that I should remain away from you.
Bat you will be with me always, Alan;
my heart holds only you, and it never,
never held any oue else in the relation
ycu bear and have borne to me. I kies
yon, my own, & thousand times, and may
(God bless you and keep you.

“ Your loving and innocent wife,
“ Nep CarNEw."

The letter fell from his grasp, and he
sank with a groan into a chair, Instead
of softening and winning him, the little,
pathetic note only cloged the tender
springs of his heart that had been opened
despite himeelf daring his vigil of the
night, and that had been made to flow
even more plentifully by his dream of the
morning. She had chosen to flee from
hie howe, his protection, and to Dyke, of
whom she spoke even in her note in
terms of endearment only befitting 8
lover, or & husband. With strange incon-
sistency he became violently jealous of
D,ke. He called to mind all Ned’s fond-
ness for Digiton, ile very kiss she bad
8o openly given him in the office in New
York, her solicitude for him on all occa-
sions, and at the same time he quite for-
got the right, the duty which was hers to
love him.

He quite forgot that he himself had
thought that very affsction & noble trait
in his wife's character, and that he had
even loved Dyke, because the latter was
go fond of Ned.

As men violently disturbed by passions
of their own rouging are seldem capable
of seeing, even in an indistinct way, an
unbiased side of the case,so Carnew drove
on to another rock that threatened the
destruction of his happiness.

Ned had deserted him! He wonld not
lift a finger to bring her back, but he
wonld go that very day to Kdgar and
patisfy himself npon the point he had
raised the previous night. Ah, down in
h1s secret heart were the hope, the wish,
the pessionate yearning, that, in gpite ot
what Eipa had once told him regarding
her fathera's little regard for Ned, in epite
of what his owa eyes had witnessed of
Mr KEdgar's coldness to Ned, in spite of
the fact that Ned had always been
atrangely silent upon the subjsct, Mr,
Eigar woald say something that would
imply his own doubi of Ned’s guilt. If
Esgar doubted, could not he, ber hus-
band, doubt also? And if he doubted,
conld he not take her to his heart, to his
love again?

0 Ned, how hard your sweet face
fonght for the victory!
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Mrs. Carnew slept no more upon her
night jonrney than did her husband in
his bitter vigil. So impnlsive had been
her aciion, And 5O ALBUILEG w A8 BLD i
the emotion by which her very soul was
torn, that she never thought of the diffi-
culties to be encountered in & journey to
her mountain home at that unseasonable
time.

The train deposited her in a village
opposite Saugerties, at a late hour, and
then there was the river to be crossed,
and a twelve-mile drive that led up the
mountaing.

For the firat time ghe realizad her awk-
ward situation, an unprotected young
woman out at that hour of the night, and
her heart beat violently. Still, she as.
sured herself somewhat by remembering
that she was very plainly and darkly
dressed, and that her veil concealed as
mnch of her face ag was possible without
obscuring her vision. And, as she looked
about her in the little waiting-room, she
had some thought of seating herself
quietly in a corner uuntil morning, The
impracticability of that idea, however,
ghowed itself iu & moment, for a conple of
loungers ssated themselves at no great
distance from her, and thongh the light
in the place was too feeble to discern
their faces plainly, she felt they were
looking at her, Noteven daring to hazard
a question of them, ahe left her seat and
went forth, She knew that hotel facili-
ties were much greater than when she
was a child,and she hoped that that there
might be something of the sort conven-
jent. She had not walked long before the
appearance of a certain bnilding seemed
to promise a faltilment of her hope, and
to her satisfaction she found it was so,
Bat the accommodations were most rade,
only intended for railroad employees the
people told her civilly enough, aud then
they as civilly added that, as she had
been belated, and knew not where to go
nntil morning, they would try to accom-
modate her, which accommodation not
only furnighed her lodging, but inclnded
her breakfast for what seemed to be a
very moderate sum. She had some de-
lay in crossing the river, the rude boat
nged for the transportation of passengers
being slow in crossing the stream, and
not over-prompt in starting; but that
baing at length accomplished, she had
only to hire a conveyance for the moun-
tain drive. At the place where she de-
cided to apply, the man looked hard at
her, when she said she wanted to go to
Mr. Duatton’s; but he made no remark
farther than to tell her the prics of the
driva, and how long it would take to reach
her destination.

How the lumbering ride and the scenes

painted houses, at such long distances
apart, and even the the very same roomy,
open, shaky-looking barns belonging to
the uppainted houses, but situated from
thema the length of a field, Even the
mountain road, which the horee 6o slowly
and laborionsly ascended that the sleepy
driver seemed to awake a little to the
difficulty, and to sympathize with the
beast to the extent of panting somewhat
on his own account, was apparently the
game she had driven along 1n her child
hood. There were the siately treas that
once to her had such hnman significarce,
and now they were passing the ravine
which she used te people with the elves
that Dyke told her abont. Again, they
came in sight of the gorge, with its un-
known and dreaded depths, and then
some grand old peak of a mejestic moun-
tain came in sight, with the sunlight gild-
ing it, and the light blue sky kissing it,
and all natare about it shronding it in
golitude and sublimity. Not a sound dis-
tarbed the stillness save the creaking of
the wagon and the occasional paffing of
driver andbeast, but to Ned it seemed a8
if the solitude was peopled with voices—
voices that cried * lost,” to satisfy that all
she was leaving was lost to her forever.
She tried not to look about her, so that
the voices might cease, and she tried, by
thinking alone of what Dyke would say
when he saw her, to shat oat the memor-
jes of herchildhood. Batthey only came
the more, making her heart and her head
ache; and for the last hour of the ride,she
held her clasped hands on her forehead,
to endeavor to lessen the violent throb-
bing of her templea.

At length they came in sight of the
dear old dwelling. It had the same mot-
tled appearance she remembered 8o well.
True to his promise to Meg, Dyke had not
altered an iota of its old, simple fashion.
Sne stopped the sleepy driver and told
him he need come no farther. She would
alight and walk the rest of the distance.
She wanted no stranger's eye on her
meeting with Dyke, and she waited until
the vehicle had turned about and was
proceeding down the road before she went
on. Then, thongh she had been 80 im
patient to reach her journey's end, she
walked very slowly. Her heart was beat-
ing aa if it wonld harat from her trambl-
ing frame, and the color was going and
coming in her face with fitful rapidity.

Syme one came out of the little dwelling
-—some one who walked slowly also, as if
grief or care might have weighted his
steps. ln a moment, she saw it was
Dyke, and he was coming toward her;
but he did not see her, for his head was
down She threw her vall far back and
quickened her steps. He raised his eyes
on the sound. Oa she came, opening her
arms to him, and with a cry of strangely
mingled joy, and sorrow, and relief, she
threw herself upon his breast.

He pat out his hands and held her
there, .00 much astounded to utter a single
wjord, and.yet somehow divining that her
singnlar visit was not made in pieasure.

Tears came to her relief, and she sob-
bed upon his bosom, ag she had sobbed
the night before on her husband’'s knee,
He knew now that she had come to him
in trouble, and he did not ask a single
qnestion while her burst ofgrief continued.
Ha only held her to Lis heart as if, despite
what terrors, wuat troubles might men-
ace her, he would shield her from them
all. Bat his face had grown very pale,
and his heart was beating almost as vio-
lently as her own was doing.

When her tears had ceased, and she
ba.di lifted her head from his breast, he
gald:

“Now, Ned; what to the matter? And
how have you come all this distance
alone?”

“Come off the road somewhere, where
we can talk,” she answered, continuing
a8 she took his arm, “not into the house,
I don’t want to go there yet; [ want to
gee Meg until I have told all to you, I
am so glad that I met you.”

“Yes, Noad; 1 also am glad that I met

OrG you saw Jieg

_There was a strange and sorrowfual
significance in his tones, buat she did not
notice it.

“Come to the wood,” she said, “I can
tell you all there.”

And to the wood they went; the old
beloved wood of her childhood, with its
serried ranks of trees, now somewhat
thinner, for the age of progress had pene-
trated there in the shape of greater fre-
qaency of the woodman's axe. They
seated themselves beneath one of the
stately trees, she with her hands clasped
upon his knee, and her anxious, tear-
stained face lified to his own ; he, stooped
forward in his eagerness to hear, and his
mouth compressed and rigid as it always
became when his heart was stirred.

She told her pitifal story; from the
firat to the last of all that had happened,
save that she did not break her oath to
E ina, but she said as she had said to har
husband, that she was bound by an oath,
which, 1f she could only divalge, would
immediately prove her innocence.

* Bat don’t ask me where, nor to whom
I gave the oath,” she added, “for I can-
not tell you.”

Dyke did not answer that plea, but he
gaid, while the rigidity about his mouth
became more marked ;

“And yonr husband did not believe
you? He believed instead what these
people said.”
~ “But Dyke, how could he do otherwise
in the face of 8o much against me? These
letters of Mackay, the minister's asser.
tion, all that I have told you? How can
we blame him for thinking me guilty "'

“1le love for you, Nad, should have
been stronger than all that.”

He arose then, a8 if to shake from him
some painful fesling, and he walked away
a fewsteps. Then he returned and seated
himself again:

“1 want a liftle time, Ned, to think
what is best to be done for you; aund you,
afier your long journey, and all that you
have endared, sadly need rest; so, when
you have had some refreshment, and
hiave gone to bed, I shall try to form some
plan for ua.”

She rose at once, but he gently pualled
her back :

_ *I have something else to say. There
is a change in Meg; she is not quite her-
gelf. [ do not mean thatshe 1s insane,
or yet idiotic, but there is a sort of
strange dotage upon her which might
shock and pain you if you came upon her
suddenly. Sne has lost her memory to a
great extent, and while she will know you

about her, the familiar aspect of which !
came back with a suddenness that |
seemed to bridge over at once the gap of
years intervening since she passed
throagh them last, brought to remind the
old, happy days!

Changes in those times were not quite
8o rapid as in those days of scientific

speed, and Ned recognizad, or at least
thought she recogaizad, the same un-

and greet you with affaction, she will
have forgotten those things that it might
be your delight to have her remember.
When I went to Albany for her, I no-
:;cad the change, but it was very slight

1en

bat that she would never recover. I
found a good honest woman who was
willing to accompany
not tell you abont this change when I
wrote, because I could not bear to gadden
youar anticipations of yoar visit to your
old home,

us here, and I did

Bat I waa glad to meet yon
to-day in order to prepare you hefora I
brought youn into the house, Now, Ned,
we shall go,”

He gave her his hand to assist her, and
with the other hand broshed away
the tears his recital had caused. How
everything that she loved was changiog!
Would Dyke change too? In appear-
ance he had changed, and eadly so. He
was slightly stooped, he who had been go
erect; and his face was lined, and his
hair was slightly gray, and his whole
manner was touchingly indicative of
gilentsuffering. Even in herown sorrows
Ned sadly noted all that, but she also
knew that while his heart continuned to
beat, and his intellect remained un-
clouded, he wonld never change to her.
Meg knew Ned, and evinced as many
extravagant sigus of delight at seeing her
as she might have done in the days of
her soundest mind, but her malady was
soon apparent; she remembered nothing
of Nad’s marriage, nor or her visit to Al-
bany where she had seen her last, nor did
she make a simple inquiry about the
cause of Ned's present and unannounced
appearance. S)me indistinct remem-
brances of the young girl’s childhood she
had, and of her school-days, and that she
had gone to live with Mr, Edgar, but
farther than that everything seemed a
blank. She would nod and smile when
reminded of certain incidents, bat
it was evident she did not remem-
ber them, She comprehended per-
fectly when Dyke spoke of refreshment
and rest for their visitor, and she even
busied herself in helping the hired wo-
man to set the repast; afterward, she ac-
companied Ned to the latter's own old
room, and waited until she was comfort-
ably in bed. Then she stooped and
kissed her, and Ned held for a long time
to her own, the precious old face,

Her fatigue caused her to sink at once
into a deep slamber, and when she awoke
the long bright day was nearly done.
For a moment as she looked abont her on
the old, familiar surroundings of her
childhood, it seemed as if all the years
which had intervened were only & dream,
and that she was really a happy child
again. In that one brief, whirling mo-
ment, Rahandabed, Mackay, even her
hasband, were no longer realities, and
under that impreesion she started up;
and then the delusion fled. 'I'ne cruel
weight came back to her neart, the wild,
burning thoughts to her brain. BShe
thought, while she bathed her face, of
Dyke's promise to think out some plan;
in all those bours he surely must have
done 80, and ghe hurried ber toilet in
order to join him. Bat, when she came
ont of her room, Anne McCabe, the strong,
stont, good-natured looking hired woman,
said that Dyke had left a note for her,
and then she got the note, and Ned read .

“Drar NED:—I have been thinking a good
deal while you slept, and I have come at last to
a course of action; but I would rather not tell
you,what it is, until I have tried it. You have
sufficient trust in me to bear with my secreey.
This plan of mine will take me away, for per-
haps some days, buluyou Ned, remain quietl
a8 you are. Anpoe McCabe is quiet ana gooc
bearted, and little given to curiosity. She
will do all she can for your comfort, Itisa
pleasure to Meg to have you, and the quiet
and rest will be baneficial to yourself, HBe as
cheerful aid hopeful a8 you can be, dear Ned,
and He who guides us all wlil steer you also
sately, into light and happiness again. Xou
shall hear from me 8son,

“Dyks,"”

Assbe read it over and over, wondering
what could be the plan that took him
from her side atsuch a time, no inkling
of the truth came to her,

Dyke, with a singular, far-seeing pro-
dence, wonld not spend one night under
the roof thatgave shelter to Ned If her
husband’s love had already succumbed to
accusations against her, might it not
farther yield to suepicion from any

trifling gource? Jizui w0l el very
gecret flight to Dyke, who after
all was no relation, be construed

into something more against her charac-
ter? At least such were the fears that
came to him, and that made him deter-
mine, before he reached any other resolu-
tion, to leave the house while Ned slept,
for he could not explain his motive to
her who was so guileless, 8o unsuspici-
ous. And, when that was settled, he
geemed to see his way clearer.

As he remembered lidna's character,
when she was a child, and a8 from what
little he had managed to glean about her
in her more mature years, that character
did not seem to have lost any of its un-
lovely traits, he did not think it improb-
able that she was in some way the source
of all the mischief. The oath of which
Ned spoke, begzing him not to ask where,
nor to whom she had made it, somehiow
confirmed his suspicion. 7To him, from
the first time the children saw each other,
Eina had been a sort of evil genins to
Ned, and though the letters of the latter,
when ahe was a child at school, never
complained of Eina, still he felt that
every one of her childish troubles there,
were due to her cousin. And the evil
genius possibly had not become less as
the children grew; it had flamed probably
on many occasions, until it had cast this
last blight. Sach were Dyke's thoughts,
and he could not carb them. Ie knew
that Edna had married and gone abroad,
Ned had given him that news in one of
her letters just after the event, and even
those facts somehow convinced him the
more. He was almost prepared to swear
that Elna ~as Mackay's wife and the
mother of the child. And since he was
80 convinced, he determined to repair at
once to Mr. Edgar and confer with that
gentleman, Afterward he would see Car-
new. S, leaving the note for Ned, and
instructing Anne McCabe to be very at-
tentive to the young lady, he packed
what he needed for his journey, kissed
Meg, who, while she retarned his kiss
fondly, expressed no surprise at his
dgpaymre, and taking the hired man with
him in order that the vehicle might be
retarned, he drove rapidly to Saugerties,

TO BE CONTINUED.
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THE CATHOLIC CHURCH.

The Catholic Church is a city to
which avenunes lsad from every 'slde,
toward whith ways of strict iavestiga-
tlon, by the more diversified roads, by

I remained with her in Albany |

afier our relatives had gone to Australia, .

in order to consult a phyeician. He said

it was a gradual softening of the brain; '

that she would probably live a long time,

3

the thorny and rugged ways of strict
investigation, by the more flowery
pathe of sentinient and feeling, but
arrived at its precincts all find that
there {8 but one gate whereby they
may enter, but one door to the sheep
fold—narrow and low, perhaps, and
causing flesh and blood to stoop in

passing in. Men may wander about
fta outskirts, they may admire the
goodliness of its edifices and of its bul
warks, but they cannot ba denlzeng
anvd children if they enter not by ihat
one gate of absolute unconditional gl
mission to the teackings of the Church
_— .

THE MAKING OF JONES.

Porhaps Jones accepted life in too

gerious a spirit ; perhaps he was over-

gensitive and over-mcaest ; perhaps he

attached an undus importance to cer-

taln emotions which in the breast of

ordinary men are transitory, but cer.

tain 13 it that the days of his early

manhood were deeply tinged with blue;
that ha fell backward in the fight for
place and permitted bitterness to enter
his heart, althoagh it passed not hig

lips ; that he loved sincerely and with
a constancy unwavering.

Those who knew Jones In his early
days found in him a& source of merri

ment. Poor chap! Every shaft of
cheap village wit found bim vulner-

able, and when he struck back, wbich
was not often, he did it with such
gentleness and awkwardness that he
appeared quite ridiculouns. His love
affair with Mary Browa furniched
amusement for two summers and two
winters. It was not much of a love
affair. Beyond the fact that he was
smitten by the girl's charms, which
were many, both of mind and body, it
was not outwardly a love affair at all.
There are reasons for thinking that
had the girl not sickened he would
have asked her to marry him and would
have been refused. But the sickness
came while the words were yet un-
spoken, and one day he was missed.
Heo had gone West, his mother sald
vaguely to those who inquired. She
was afraid he would never return, He
was a good boy, she added, her vol@d
breaking slightly, but he had never
seemed able to get along with the
people. He was not understood. bhe
had hoped to see him and Mary Brown
married, but he had spoken to the
doctor about it, and the doctor had dis-
couraged him. It was not right, the
doctor said, for folks with consumption
to marry. She was glad he had not
proposed to the girl; it would have
made it much more painful for the
girl, poor dear !t

More than one young man left the
village that year to seek his fortune,
a8 the saying {8. It was like other vil-
lages—a place to be born in and to be
reared in, that is all. It cffered no
encouragemeut to the ambitions. Oc-
casionally cae of it sons, battered avd
bruised by the outside world, came
back, haitingly and tremblingly, to
die ; but few returned to live. Some
of these young men went into market
places, some into the goid fields, come
here and some there ; but two of them
enlisted in the service of thelr coun
try. And it came to pass, notetrange-
ly at eli, but naturally, that they met
at an ermy post in the far West and
accosted each other fervently and with
joyousuess. Oane of them bore the red
cross on his glesve, &od the other
touched it lightly with his finger when
the long handehake was over.

‘‘How did you come to get into it,
Jones ?"" he asked.

There was the slightest of unip.en
tlonal emphasis upon the pronoun, and
Jones' sensitive iips quivered for an
instant.

“1don't really know,"” he replied ;
““it just nappened so. When i ieil
home seven years ago I went to werk
in & drug store at Davenport. It was
not a very good job. The druggist
laughed when I applied for it. He
said he wanted a boy. Still he would
rather have & big chap llke me if I
would be satisfied with the pay
I didn't promise to be satisfied,
but I took the place. 1 was tired of
looking for work, and the little money
I had was getting alarmingly less.
That was the beginning. In two
years, by hard study, I was a re-
gistered pharmacist and getting fair
wages, but I wasn't happy. I don't
suppose I'll ever be regularly happy,
although I've been nearcr that way
ginze I got!into this than I ever was
before. [ never knew before what it
was to have ove's face light up with
welcome when they saw ms coming.
I never knew before what it was to
kave my fellow-men cling to me and
depend on me ; and it's sweet —
gweet !"

Heo drew a long breath, as if inhsl-
ing a pleasant fragrance, and there
was A far-away look in his eyes akin
to raptare,

‘] studied medicine after I received
my degree in pharmacy,” he went ou,
suddenly recalling himself. *'I cov-
ered the course in two years and got
my permit to practice ; but somehow
—the same old reason, I suppose—no
one geemed to care whether I practised
or not. For a few months I drifted
around looking for a location. Of
course, I didn’t find it. Young doc-
tors have to push in these days, and I
couldn’t push. 1 wanted to settle
down, but I wculdr't settle in any
place where the people weren't glad to
see me. Finally chance took me in
hand. Isaw a placard at the door of
a recraiting office, and I went in. It
was a matter of sheer impulse. There
were vacancies in the medical corps.
My credentials were good. I enlisted.
‘“Iam glad you are here, Jones,"
sald the other, and he looked at the
tall, sunbrowned surgeon admiringly.
This was not the Jones of seven years
ago. The old Jones had shown few
qualities to fospire respect, and this
was & man who had proved himself
worthy of many things. He was not
to be laughed at now.

“Iam glad to have seen you," said
Jones, ‘‘but I leave here to night,
while you "—he glanced rigniticantly
at the law buildings about the parade
ground — *‘ will probably remain for
some time. I am off on special daty.
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