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CHAPTER VL —CONTINUKD.

Sarah, however, responded in her
fanereal way, and thinking it an excellent
opportunity for forcing her comparion to
gpeak—Rachel had not said a word ve-
yond herdieappointed, “Oh Sarah!"” when
ghe saw the woman waiting for her—she

gaid :

“Them two yonng ladies is Miss Ged-
ding and Miss Fairfax,” and as it had
been the fif.h attempt since leaving the
school that Sarab had made to draw the
child into conversation, she was hardly
disappointed when she received no an-
swer, At the high, narrow gate which
opened on the footpath that led to Miss

arram's house, Sarah imparted the only

jece of information that Rachel cared to
ﬂenv; it wao that Miss Barram had gone
to the city—the city meaning the nearest
one, which was fifieen miles distant—gone
in ner carriage; that accounted to Rachel
for Saral’'s having been st the school in-
gtead of Jim, and Sarah added that she
gneseed Miss Barram's journey was all
»long of a letter—a let.ier which Jim
bronght down from the post-cffice after
he drove Miss Barram home in the morn-
ing.
""Becaus* ' as Sarah asserted, “the
carriage was pat away, and Miss Barram
had & sort of settled down for the day, like
ghe always does when ghe ain't a-goin’
ont, whei Jim comes back from the pnst-
office with a letter for her. And when I
tskes it to her and she reads if, she just
gays for mo to tell Jim to have the car-
riage ready, and ghe's gone nOw Near &n
honr.”

Her acconnt was rewarded by one ques-
tion from Rachel:

“ When will they be back?"’ not that
she carad aboutthe time cf Miss Barram’s
return, but -she wanted to tell Hardman
abont, her achool exjerience.

“(ouldn't say,” replied Sarah; “ neither
of them left any word.”

It was ¢vaning when they returnad, and
long ufter the dinner hour. Rachel had
rafused to dine, since Miss Barram had
left mo word for her to do 89, and Sarah,
who was prepared to serve the meal at
the ugnal hour, was, a8 she told Mrs, Me-
2 vain,that dumb struck she didn’t know
where she was standing, when the child
said t) her:

“Miss Burram didn’t say 1 was to have
dinper withoat her, so I won't have any
till she comes back.”

“And then. Mra. McElvain,” Sarah
went on, “#8 soon ag 1 got the use of my
tongue [ thought to meself 1'd jast try
her a little, and 1 says, ‘Bat, Mies, maybe
M 8 Barram’d have business that’d keep
Ler in the city till morn, and may I
, wver be burned 4or drowned alive, Mrs,

VicKivaie, bat vhat dbes she say to me
at that—'1'hen, Sarah, 'll go to bed with-
ut aoy dinner,’

« And there she is, Mra, McE vain, a-

gittivg up in the parlor, a-looking out at
tho water for all the world as if she was
expactin’ a ship comin’ over the seas to

her
A a4 looking out on the wdter from one
v} ywwa Rachae! continned,

ol Lhe par

till the light had quite faded and
Sarah came in to light the lampa.

“Don't you think, Mies, you had better
have a little dinner now i” the woman
ventared,

Rachel answered without even tarning
her head:

41 told you Ididn't wani any dinner
till Miss Barram came back."”
At that very moment Miss Barram’s

carriage had entered the gronnds ; Sarah
heard the sonnd of the wheale, and
hastened to meet her mistress. Rachel,
hearing it algo, tarned from the window

and felt in her pocket for Miss Aahton's
nota "

Mias Barram seemed excited unneual
barned on her checks, and there
was a K of dlxpun\wnl temper in her
ayes Without sven waiting to remove
her honnet she entered the dining-room

“Shall I call Miss Ract el 7" asked
Sarah, ‘“because she w yaldn't taks no
dinner as yon hadn't lefo w yrd for her to

red t po

do o, and she said if you didn’t come

she'd go to bed without any, becanse, a8

[ said before, you hadn’t left no word for

her.”

Migs Barram stared, then she said:

“Yea, call her,” and when the wirl

ate said “(ood evening!'' shorlly,

1 to her to take place at the

aaid pot another word till the

.anded her Miss Ashton's note;

y aeked (aickly and vith some

“W ig it from

“Pha Principal of the ¢
“AR!"M Mies Barram 8ald, a
X wed ag she read it and
r cheeks graw redder “|sh

on b

yon the angwer in the mornin

She folded the no's 4l d put it into her
pocket and the m .1 vas finighed in sil-
anee,

Rachel sa'd her cnstomary low “ Good
night, Mias Barram and received the
wastomary cold “ G ol night, Rachel!’
in reply and went wearily ap to bed

Hor lamp was there burning brightls
and from her window 8he ould see the

lights of a pasging vessel ; and this being
a p‘\xll\:xmrly clear night she could ses
with great distinctness the flash light of
the lighthonese five miles distant, The
wash of the waves on the beach was the
only eonnd she heard, and as she listened
to it with her face glued againat the win-
dow pane, she fancied there were voices
in the sound—voices of homesick, heart-
sick children like herself calling for those
they loved. Her miserable foelings were
aggravated by the fact that not once all
day did she have a word with Hardman
~the only day since they had become
anch friends that they had not gome con-

versation, and to-day of all others when
ghe had 8o much to talk to him aboat.
And Miss Buarram's manner seemad
harder to bear fhan usual Wno was
Miss Barram ? Why did she take charge
of her if she cared 80 little for her as she
geemed to do? were questions which
came into the child’s mind with astrength
and peraistency that they never had be-
fore, Mies Ashton's quesiions about her
father and mother arouged etrange
thoughts. While shielded and aatisfied

by “Tom’s'' love and care, Rachel had
little thought or cariosity about her
parenis: but now ghe did wonder, and
wonder & good deal about them-—who
were they? Did Miss Barram know
them, and why ghonld Miss Barram be
willing to take care of her?

¢\ e tnrned in perplexity from the win-

she wanted for nothing, and hersuarround-
ings were very different from thoee she
had in “Tom's’ plain little home. Bat
she would have given them all for that
plain little home with “Tom" again;
then she turned back to the window an
drew from her bosom Tom's keepsake, the
golden hearts, Again and again she
kissed it with the same tenderness with
which she would have kissed * Tom’s "
face, while her tears that she could no
longer keep back rained upon it; then
she sank upon her knees and sald the
prayer which *Tom " had taught her:

“Dear, good God, take care of ‘Tom.’”

After that she left her head fall forward
on the broad ledge of the window and in
a fow minutes she was soundly aeleep,
Thus Sarah found her when she came in
{o take away the lamp, and not being at
heart either ill-natured or hard, she was
touched almost to tears herself when she
saw the traces of tears on the face of the
little sleeper.

“Poor little creatare!” she said to her-
self, “'it's the queer life she has with Misa
Barram anyway ;' and then she ventared
to take her np and undress her, half fear
ing, however, that Rachel would awake
aad make one of the speeches which
mace Sarah feel how absolutely she must
maintain her distance from Mies Bar-
ram’s Charge. But Rachel slept tco pro-
foundly to be disturbed, and beyond an
occasional motion that made Sarah in al-
arm cease all operations for the moment,
the child did not once open her eyes, and
Ssrah having put her into bed, felt so
great a sense of satisfaction that, when
having extingunished the light she left the
room, 8ba a8 obliged to have her usnal
fit of laughter behind her epron; then,
going to the kitchen where she had left
Hardman at his sapper, she told him of
ner most nnwouted experience with
Rachel. He was interested at once, but
when Sarah attempted, as she did direct~
ly after, to win some information from
him of what his mistress had been doing
in the city, Hardman, as he always did,
turned it cff with a langh. Then Sarah
resorted to the tea leaves, insisting that
he shonld toss his cup before she replen-
ighed it ; hecause as she said there was
an nnnsnal amount of leaves in his cup.

“ All right,”" he said, “ I don’t mind 8o
iong a8 you're satisfied to do it; but it
geems to me, Sarah, there can't be much
nee ,in telling & man's fortune every
day.”

¢ Jeem,” replied Sarah, very slowly,
“you don't understand things—oavery
day is a different day ain't it 7"’

Jim nodded.

“ Then it stands to reason that every
day yon can have & different fortune,
don't it ?

“ Yes,” said Jim slowly, as if not gnite
convinced by a logic which asserted that
every day's fortune would be & different
one, and yet professed to tell from the
tog8 of one cop the fature events of a life-
time ; but Saran did not give him time to
reason; for she took up the cup and began
firat holding it very close to her, and then
p itting it at arm’s length from her.

« It's plain that you were in the city to-
day, Jeem ; there's the carriage, right in
the midst of carts and wagons and lots of
people.)”  She stole a glance at him as
she spoke, but his face bore nothing more
than the good.natured look it had from
the beginning.

“ And yon went into a honse, Jaem—a
house with lots of people, dirty people at
that—" Hardman visibly started :
Sarah saw the start but pretended she
didn’t and wenton :

i |g strange business Miss Barram’s
op, Jeem.”

{lardman was bolt upright now, look-
ing at Sarah as if she were some super-
natnral being, but he did not speak,

“ Here! you'll have to toss again—that's
all I can tell oat of that cup,” said Sarah,

“ 1 won't toss it any more,’' replied
Hardman stoatly.

“ Why, ain't I tellin’ the truth ?"

1 gha'n’t eay whether yon are or not,
{ ut when it comes to talking of the mis-
tress’'s private affairs out of a teacup,
fim Hardman ain’t the man to stand by
and see it done,”’

“May I never be burned nor drowned
alive ' ¢jaculated Sarah, but Hardman
ga'd he had finished his supper and he
was going to the stable.

Rachel's sleep having been much dis-
torbed by dreams of ¢ Tom,’”” they brought
her mind when she woke in the morning
all the perplexing thoughts she had jnst
hefore going to sleap, and she remem-
hered she had not undressed herself.
She wondered who had,—certainly not
Miss Barram—Rachel felt Miss Barram
would nevor do that—and somehow there
was reliefin the certainty that she hadn't
done it, for “Tom " having somelimes
performed that motherly office for her, it
geemed to her asif it would have been,
had Miss Barram done it, a painfal usur-
pation of lug rights ; muca more 80 than
had Sarah done it.  To be absolutely cer-
tain, she asked Sarah, and Sarah, fearing
ahe was going to be reprimanded, an-
gwered with gome trepidation :

4 [ done it, Miss, because I fonond yon
asleep and [ thougnt it a pity to waken
yon.

‘Then I'm much obliged to yon,
‘Sarah,” said Rachel, and she turned
and went out of the kitchen as suddenly
as she had entered it.

“ May I never be burned nor drowned
alive I' ¢jaculated Sarah, Later she said
to Mrs. McElvain:

« She's the most onaccountablest child
that ever | see—she flies at you when
you ain’t done nothin’only on the best of
intentions, and when you've done some-
thin’ on uo intentions at all, ehe comes to
yon and thanks you.”

Bat Mre. McElyain had no remark to
make, other than the one she had made
a good many times before : thatthere was
no understanding the rich people or their
children. Sarah however, took her np:

“ Rich people, Mrs, McElvain? who
knows whether Miss Burram's Charge
comes of rich people, or not—I just have
my own idea about that”

“Oh, well! Sarah,” replied Mrs, Me-

1
|

dow, her eyes falling upon the ditferent,

articlos of comfort and luxury; certainly,

Elvain in her hoarge voice and her easy-
going manner, * sure it makes no d'fler-
ones to us 8o long a8 we're paid for what
we does,”

Bat Sarah, though shesaid no more just
then, resentsd in her own mind all the
geeming mystery about Miss Barram'’s
Charge,

To Rachel's great delight it was Jim
who took her to school that morning,
Miss Barram having ordered that when
ghe did not reqnire the coachman's at.
tandance he should drive her Charge to
school, but that it wonld be Sarah's duty
to bring her home. The Charge herself
longed to ask if she might not come home
withont Sarah ; she knew the way, but, as
she had not asked Miss Barram for a
favor of any kind she did not dream of
asking this, In the buggy with Jim she

talked so fast, that before tho{l had gone
halfthe distance she had told him every-
thing that had hspgoned the day before,

roducing even the sealed note which

jss Barram had given her, thinking
that Jim might be able to guess what
conld makethe ladies write to each other.
But Jim said if he was thinking forever,
he * conldn’t come to no sort of an indee
about it.

« Of course it's abont me,’’ said Rachel,
turning the note that she held into various

itions, " and I guess it's because I
don’t know what my father and mother's
gilmou were—maybe Miss Barram knows,

m,"

“ Maybe she doos,” he answered.

“nen why doesn’t she tell me some-
thing about them ?” burst out Rachel.
Hardman pulled up the horse to & walk,
and thed he turned to ber with a more
golemn air than he nsually wore.

« 1f I were you, Mise, I wouldn't bother
about it ; Miss Barram 18 kind in her own
fashion, and to take ber all in al), she's &
good deal better than folks gives her
credit for ; she's & providing for you, Miss
—she don't let you want for nothing, and
if she knows something about you that
she wants to keep herself it ain’t nobody
else's business. If 1 was you, Mies, I'd
just quit having all them kind of
thoughts "

Rachel, child as she was, had sense
enough to see the wisdom of Jim’s reason-
ing, and to show him that she was even
then taking his advice, she began to tell
him how kind Sarab had been in the mat-
tfer of putting her to bed the night be-
ore,

Beyond one conversation in the begin-
ning of their acquaintance about Barah,
when Rachel very freely expressed her
opinion of the woman’s oddities, and her
dislike of her, Sarah’s name had been
mentioned very rarely by either Rachel
orJim. Oa that solitary occasion he had
defended Sarah, not denying she was odd,
but insisting that she was good at bottom,
with “ no snags,’ 88 he expreseed it;
now, it gave him much patisfaction to
find that he had not been wrong in his
declaration of Sarah's hidden virtues ;
here was an instance of them.

«Couldn’t you, Jim,” prompted by &

very sndden thought, give Sarah a eail
in the little new boat? I guess she'd
likeit.”'
«1 npever thonght of anything like
that,”” replied Jim, ‘1 only thought of
that boat as belonging to you, and it
wouldn't seem kind of right to put any-
body else in it."”

They were at the school then, and there
was no time for farther discuesion ;
Rachel sprang out of the buggy the mo-
ment it stopped, waved her hand to Jim,
smiled and nodded to some of her class-
mates who were standing by, and took
her way into the gchoolyard with an
erect, self-possessed carriage that filled
Hardman with admiration.

He said to himself as he drove cff :

« W hoever she comes from there's good
blood in her; she just carried herself like
a little queen ana this only her second
day among them.”

His solilcqny was interrapted by hear-
ing just betiund him in Herrick’s bland
voice ©

¢ Good morning, Mr, Hardman "’

It was part of Herrick's policy to be a8
polite to domestics as to their employers;
it cost him nothing and it brought him
custom j to Miss Barram’s coachman he
was alwaye particularly polite.

Hardman stopped his horse and ina
moment Herrick wae beside the buggy.

“ Good morning !”’ repeated the store-
keeper as blandly as before.

“(ood morning!” responded Hard-
man, fixing Herrick’'s eyes with the
steady, searching look of his own.

“Baen leaviog Miss Barram’s Charge
at school, I see ; Iam glad Miss Barram
iz so seusible se to send her Charge to
achool right here in. Rentonville—it will
help to make the town feel more kindly
to her.”

Hardman did not reply.

« Migs Barram is a fine woman, and it
is & pity her admirable qnalities are not
better known by the residents of Ren-
tonville ; but, to my way of thinking, she
has too much on her mind, as for in-
stance the business she went to the city
on yesterday.”

Jim near'y dropped the reins in his
amszament, which Herrick observing, he
gaid in & lower and a very confidential
toue:

“ You needn’t be afraid, Mr, Hardman;
what I know I keep to myself ; and I have
80 great & regard for Miss Burram, that
auything which relates to her ia sacred
with me ; but I honor you, Mr. Hardman,
for the silence which you preserve on
evervthing that pertains to your mis-
tress’s affairs.”

By this time Jim was flushed fr
honest senge of indignation.

“] ain’t got no commiesion to answer
vou, Mr, 11arrick, butit seems to ms Miss
Barram’s affairs hadn't ought to troable
people so much.”’

The shopkeeper gave one of his little
faminine langhs.

“ You don't nnderstand human nature,
Mr, Hardman; and not nnderstanding
human npature, you cannot understand
how & whole town will talk when it hae
guch a mystery as Miss Burram is. Bat,
passing all that over, Mr. Hardman, 1
ghould like Miss Barram to fgnow that I
I am in possession of every ot relating
to Khett's sale to Renton’s agents, and I
shonld like to communicate those factsto
her; perhaps yon might incidentally men-
tion this to Miss Barram.”

“]1 don’t go on no incidentals,” said
Hardman bluntly, “ Ieithergive my mes-
gage, or I don't give it."”’

“Never mind, then, Mr. Hardman ; 1
I shall communicate directly with your
mistress; good morning!” And Herrick
was a8 bland in his departing salntation
aa ha had been in his greeting.

Hardman was mad; his temper be-
trayed itgelf in the vehemence with
which he urged his horse—it kept pace
with his desire to lay the whip on Her-
rick. His indignation would have been
greater had he known that Herrick had
gone purposely to school that morning to
gee for himself Miss Barram’s Charge.

His danghters had told him the afternoon

before that Miss Burram had brought
her Charge to echool, for, though not in
‘(hu game class with Rachel, they had
i heard of her coming, a8 indeed had near-
{1y every pupil in the school, and when
| Herrick,somewhat to his little daughters’
| surprise, proposed walking to school with
| them that morning they did not guees
| his object ; not even when seeing Rachel
jamp from the buggy he bade his daagh-
ters & hasty good-by and hurried after

Hardman.

But Hardman speedily suspected the
gonrce of the shopkeeper’s knowledge of

n an

buggy he went to Sarah. That peculiar
woman was jast finishing to Mrs, McEl-
vain an accoant of her visit to Herrick's
store the day before, and her goesip with
Mr. Herrick himself.

“He's very polite as you know, Mrs.
McElvain, and he always has something
to eay about Mise Burram "

“ And I suppose ﬁ)u also have some-
thing to eay to r. Herrick about
Miss Burram,” put in Hardman, who was
just entering the kitchen and overheard
her last remark. “ You told him Miss
Bun"?t'tlm went to the city yesterday, didn’t
you

“Of course 1 did, why shouldn’t I,
when he asked me abont her, and I told
bim she took the carriage just like ghe
always does the first of every month
when she always goes to the city.”
u“t}'on're a fool, Sarab,” said Hardman

1tly.

o I never be burned nor drowned
alive |” ejaculated Sarab, aghast at such
a speech from sober, even-going Jim
Hardman.

«] pay again you're a fool, Sarah ;
what bnsiness is it of yours to tell that
sueak Herrick anything about Miss Bar-
ram ?”

“ And I say, Jim, you're a-losin’ your
genses ; and it's all along o' Miss Bar-
ram’s Charge; yon ain't acted like your-
selfsence she come.”

Mrs. McElvain, who was constitution-
ally oppozed to discord, interposed :

@ Don’t mind, Jim; sure a woman has
to talk,she can’t belpit ; as my good man
nsed to eay, that's oue of the things & wo-
man was made for.”

Hardman, feeling unequal to an arga-
ment with two of the sex, left the kitchen
without answering.

“Tpere's for you, Mrs, McE!vain,”
burst ont Sarah, “ he calls me a fool for
not doing things on the bias the way he
does them himself; but 1'll make him
take back taem words,”’ and as an outlet
for her feelings Sarah rattled about the
kitchen range till the noise was deafen-
ing.

Ractel presented Miss Barram's note

to Miss Ashton, and a8 that lady read it
her cheeks reddened. The note said:

“In intrcducing Rachel Minturn as my
Charge 1 deemed that sufficient credentials had
been preseated with her to satisfy the require
ments of even soelect an establishment as the
Pablic 8chool of Rentonville, The Christian
names of her parents being not of concern to
the school authorities. and still less of concern
to you, Madam, Bor of moment as an indorse
ment to any certificate of the character of my
Charge, I exercise my right of citizenship in &
free country to withhold those names. 1n in-
scribing ‘ Rachel Minturn’ ugon your beoks
as my Charge, the rule which governs your
schoul In shat respect will be eutirely kept.

YV BEDILLA BURRAM."

As Miss Ashton had told Rachel she
need not wait, when the latter presented
the note, Rachel was not there to see its
effect. It made the Principal indignant
for a moment, then it amuosed her, and
when Mr. Hubrey, one of the trustrees,
came in, she showed it to him.

Hubrey had been a echool trustee jnet
six months, having been elected to cffice
through his wife's efforta. He had been
& grocer in an adjoining city until five
years before, when his wife’s rich bache-
lor uncle died and left to the Hubreys two
hundred thoueand dollars. Mrs. Huabrey
had no children, but she had geveral am-
bitions deeires, the chief or whicir, when
ghe came into possession of her fortune,
wag toshinein society, This she thought
she conld best do in a foreign country
where her grocery antecedents would be
entirely nnknown, but to that proposition
her hnsband, with the only determination
his wife had ever known him to have out-
side of his businees, stubbornly objected,
and silenced, but by no means conqaered,
she turned her efforts to achieving what
gocial enccess she might in her own coun-
try.

She made her husband giveuphis busi-
ness—his tastes and inclinations would
have led him to keep iton a large seale—
and purchase a fine houss in New Urter-
ton. Then she used all her wits to win
political influence for him, feeling that
with such influence, backed by their
money, both he and ehe must become a
kind of power in the township While
Habrey's vanity was great enough to
make him as desirous ag his wife of the
glowing fators which she painted, his
stupidity and ignorance of everything
save his own long-followed line of busi-
ness freques t'y came near spoiling all
her plans. When he was finally elected
she made certain laws for him—the prim-
ary one, that he must make no ¢ peech in
the school unless she prepared it, and
that he must give no vote in tbe School
Board that was not subject to her appro-
val, llabrey consented, deeming such
matters of little moment 8o long as he
was actually a member of the School
Board. but when he became familiar with
the Board meeotinge, and listened from
the school platform to speeches made by
his fellow trnstees, his vanity cauged
bim to feel that he could and should do
likewise, independently of his wife’s dic-
tation. 8> far, she had not permitted
him to make more than the one brief ad-
dress which he delivered on theday of
his introduction to the scholars, but she
had told him frequently that she was
preparing & spesch which she confidently
asserted would be better than anything
ever delivered in the Rentonville school-
house.

Now, as he read Miss B irram’s note, it
ocenrred to him that here was an oppor-
tunity to act for once without his wife's
dictation, and successfully to do that, he
must act without her knowledge. He
wondered why Mies Ashton laughed ; be
gaw no humor in Miss Barram’s com-
munication and he looked very gravely
at the Principale Then he put his plamp
hands grimly on his knees and pushed
himself forward till his short round figure
geemed to poige itself on the extreme
end of the chair, and his round clean-
shaven face was brought almost within
touching distence of Miss Ashton's.

“Miss Ashton, a proceeding ought to be
entered into against Miss Burram."

The Principal did mot reply; sarprise
at such a ludicrons proposition,and amnge-
ment at the earnestness with which it
was uttered, leaving her nothing to say.

“Miss Barram ought to be bronght up
before a Committee,”’ resumed Hubrey
o show cause why she refuses to abide
by the regulations of the school, and I'm
going to propose that step to-night at the
meeting. Just let me have that note,
Miss Aghton, please.”

Miss Ashton gave up the note, a slight
gmile the only evidence of her inward
convulsion of mirth at the idea of sum-
moning Miss Burram.

Hubrey had never felt so important; he
steppad along the Rantonville streets
with an unusual authoritative energy in
his manner, and when he reached home
his wife saw at once that he had some-
thing on his mind.

soon a8 he had put up the horse

Miss Barram’s visit to the city, anfi a8
)nnd

the old grocery days she always called
him Bill. To her amazement he an-
swered :

«]'m preparing, Mrs, Habrey, for a duty
I have to perform to-night at the meeting
of the trustees of the School Board.”

“What daty 2

#Mra, Huobrey, there are times when &
man has to make his J:replntionl with-
out his wife’s knowle ge—this is one of
them, Mrs. Hubrey, this is one of them.”

“William!" Mrs, Hubrey found voice
enough to eay, “have you forgotten your
compact with me when 1 got you elected
to that School Board ?”

No, Mrs. Habrey, Lhave not forgotten ;
bnt this is & time when compacts don't
count, Mrs. Hubrey—don't count ”’

“Don't count?’ she repeated, her voice
pow shrill with anger; “I think, Mr.
Hubrey, you are reckoning without
your wife;" and she went out of the
Joom with a toss of her head, ard &
slam of the door that seemed to make the
house shake, and that certainly made the
little man quiver. ;

Mrs. Hubrey was iroubled; this sur-
prising conduct of her huubnngl was
exactly like his stubborn determination
not to go to Earope, and knowing how
little capable he was of any ideas outside
of groceries, she feared he was about to
make some blunder that might cauge
them both to appear ridiculous. In the
evening when hs was about to depart,she
made another effort:

“William, if you make & fool of your-
self, it will be all over Rentonville to-
morrow.”

For answer, he waved hislittle fat hand
and went his way.

CHAPTER VIL

The trustees’' meeting was held in an
upper room of the Town Hall, and Hab-
rey was the first one to arrive ; ten mina-
tes later, the Presidentof the Board, Amos
Dickel, the Sacretary, Jeremiah Round-
right, and two othe:s had arrived.

The fifth and last to enter was Simon
Ruasel), a small slim man with the voice
of & woman and the tongue of & Wag. All
but Russell were solemn-looking and
pondetous, a8 befitted men who felt in &
wooden-headed way the responsibility of
their position. Whenever Rnssell arose
to debate a motion it was difficult for his
associates to tell whether he were in
earnest or only facetious, and most fre-
quently they mistook his facetiousness
for eloquent earnestness.

When, after the preliminaries of the
meeting, Huabrey, who had never done
more than second & motion or vote“aye,”
or “nay,” rose, and demanded the floor,
Ruesell’s little black eyes twinkled,

Mr. Habrey began:

«)Mr, President, snd Chairman, and
Gentlemen,”’ and Ruseell had an inward
gpaAsI,

«] have here a note,” Hubrey contin-
ved, the perspiration starting npon his
face, and his voice guttaral from the com-
bined ¢ffscts of natural throatiness and
excitement, “an epistle from a lady in
this community, an epigtle which is a re-
flection upon the spirit of public justice in
this community—"

Here Rassell, despite & guccession of
inward spasms, managed to cry: “ Hear,
hear!” bat the other trustees sat like
wooden images.

“Au epist'e,’ Hnbrey weunt on,
calls for us in our maunhood and our spirit,
ag citizeus of this communily, to answer,
by calling the writer of it before a com-
mittee of these gentlemen’’—waviog his
hand to the wooden images—'‘to 8nswer
to the charges herein contained.,” He
sat down, the perspiration DOw rolling
from his face, Oae of the images rounsed
himsse!f.!

#Will Mr, Haobrey inform us of the
nature of the charges he speaks of ?”

Ruagell sprang to hisfeet with a motion
to have the note read, and that seconded,
and carried, Hubrey read the note.

“Why ivs about Miss Barram,”' said
one of the trustees involuntarily, and as if
he were trying to hold hisbreath, while the
President and the Chairman loocked more
solemn than ever. Russell again asked
for the floor.

TO BE CONTINUED
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A CAUTION.

Very many of our young womsan are
affecting & prevailing fashion in their
cusward garb that is slmply suggestive
of indecancy. We do not need to be
more explicit, for the attire has be-
come the euvject of common talk. It
wonld hard!ly seem mnecessary in these
pages to mentlon the matter for we
would fain believe that no Catholic
mald or matron would give cause in
her dress for the offensive leer or the
loathsome comment of the street
Fashion is not to be condemned, nay,
it deserves praise, but that is not fash
ion which is the immediate cause of
dlssoluteness and an incentive to sin
Then it becomes & scandal, and 1t is in
this day and generation what the ger-
pent was to Eve in the garden, the
tempter to evil, and its frults are the
natural results of that evil. Through
all the ramifications of soclety does this
gelnn of the bane of paradise draw its
gy form.— Pittsbarg Catholle,
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Acute and Chronic Rhenmatism
are equally influenced by the almost magical
pain subduing power o Polson’s Nerviline,
equal in medicinal value to five times the
quantity of any other rheumatic remedy.
Nerviline cures because it reaches the source
of the disease and drives it out of the system.
Nerviline is an unusually good rheumatic
cure, and makes many unusual cures, Just
rub it in the next time you have an attack,

The immediate result will surprise you, 25e.

So rapidly does lung irritati.n spread and
deepea, that often in a few weeks a simple
cough calminates in tubercnlar consumption,
Give head to a cough, thore is always danger
indelay, get a bottle of Bickle's Anti-Con-
sumptive Syrup, and cure yourself, Itis a
medicine unsurpassed for all throat and lung
troubles. It is compounded from several
herbs, each one of which stands at the head
of the list as exerting a wonderful iufluence
in caring consumption and all lung diseases

Had La Grippe—Mr, A, Nickerson, far-
mer, Datton, writes : ** Liast winter I had La
Grippe and it left me with a severe pain in
the small of my back and hip that used to
catch me whenever I tried to climb a fence,
This lasted for about two months when I
bought & bottla of Dr, Thomas' Eclectric
0il and used it both internally and extern-
ally, morning and evening, for three days,
at the expiration of which time I was com-
pletely cured.”

NERVOUS troubles are cured by Hood's
Sarsaparilla, which enriches and purifies the
blood. It is the best medicine for nervous

«What is it, William?"” she asked: in |
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THE SCULPTOR'S STORY,

Marie Dongan Walsh in
for August,

CONTINUED FROM LAST WEEK

It must have been long th

there, calling him by f.ma'.t.fhﬁe"
the marble-cold hands fast stlﬁ’euul:‘
in death—whose icy touch brough;‘
co'd thrill of horror through ever.
nerve of my body—and striving by
every means in my power to restorg
life to the inanimate frame frg

which it had fled. -

The moonlight had faded into tp

black darkness which precedes th:
dawning ; and presently mornip

would break in cheerful suushlne‘
when they would find me here kee %
ing a vigil by the dead ; the mul;.
derer and the victim, with the ham.
mer and the mutilated siatue to act ag
witnesses of my crime. Then the

weuld take me and lead me to :h{,
prisons by the river, stigmatized aga
base, foul murderer, & monster of vil.
lany and blackest ingratitude. Angd
for ever, between me and the eternity
of misery awaiting me, would arige
that pale, horror-stricken face in the
moonlight, and the bitter cry of mor-
tal anguish ring unendingly in my
ears! Again the imstinct of self pre.
servation asserted itself, too strong to
be resisted ; and without one look
backward i rose and fled swiftly like
one already pursued.

No one detained me, no one wit.
nessed my rapid flight, as I scaled the
wall, drcpping into the street again,
But ccld drops of sweat stood on my
forehead, and my heart beat wildly
and tumultously, loud as if it its ham.
mer-beats would rcuse the echoes of
the stony street. Strange, jsering
volces sounded in my ears, and pursu.
ing footsteps rushed along beside me
in the shadows.
till I reached my humble lodging, I
locked myself eafely in : to pass
through long days and sleepless
nights of mental torture, to which
death would have come as a welcome
relief. Nor could the old reckless un-
belief, the scepticism of all things in
heaven and earth, be called in to ald
me in this refined torment of remorse.
It, too, had falled me. My unwilling
« Credo ” had been sald the instant
after the consummation of my crime ;
for a8 I knelt by my friend's mur-
dered body I knew once and for ever
that there was & God whose infallivle
justice would pursue me beyond the
grave.

Weeks elapsed bafore 1 ventured
abroad again, pleading iliness as an
excuse for abgence from the studio;
and indeed my &ppearance cubstan
tiated the statement to the comrades
who forced their way into my retire-
ment, anxious to be the first to tell of
the tragedy with which the art-quar
ters of Rome were ringing. And for
fear of thelr susplcions I dared not
deny them admittance. No exagger-
ation is it to say that mine was the
toriure of the rack —the inward gailt
and the endsavor to keep an outward
calm so strangely at variance with my
pussionate, impetuous nature, &s oné
after another came to relate with
morbid avidity and interest every
detall of the mysterious story : which
alas ! [-—the only witnesg—knew too
well : how Francesco Lorenzl (who
had staved late at the Palace Morosini
on the night of the murder) had been
found lylng dead inthe studio, by the
fragments of his ruined statue, &
hammer by his slde. Then they
would argue and discues the subject
from every point of view, till I felt
my brain reeling with the gtrain.
Some opined that the sculptor de
stroyed the statue himeelf ina fit of
morbid discouragement ; then dled
with grief at the result, O.hers as-
gerted it was & deed of vengeance—a
deltberate murder ; though no signs
of violence (beyond a blow on the
head which might have been caused
by the fall) hed been found on the
body. But one and all agreed in
wondering what hidden enemy & mad
like Francesco Lorepzi could have
had. Afterwards followed unending
speculation as to the possible capturd
of the murderer and his identity.
Strange to say, suspicion never for
one instant fell on ma ; even though
they knew of my erstwhile friendship
with Lorenz! and its subsequent rup-
ture, for fortunately my brooding
jealously about his statue had been
kept to myself. Indeed, they won-
dered that I took the thing so hardly,
when I could not keep the horror out
of my face; for sometimes they
looked at me curiouely, till I won-
dered if the deep furrowed lines in
my face, and the white threads that
came into my hair after that night of
horror, had not betrayed my secret o
the worli,

Butno : thoughtless and unseeing,
the crew of reckless youths mnever
guessed that each carelees word on the
subject cut like a stab ; each conjec:
ture and repetition smarted like 8
touch on the raw wound of my
quivering sensibiiities. But with the
first resolution and endurance of my
life I forced myself to go through it
all—the torture of the day in public,
and the unspeakabls solitary nights,
till, in sheer desperation, I would
rush into the streets and pace them
incessantly till morning—anything,
everything, to save me from the one
torment of the lost—thought. A4S I
pagsed old Tiber in these midnight
vigils, its dark turbid depths appesled
tome to end the struggle ; but like
all murderers I was a coward. Each
time I essayed it Lorenzli’s white3face
sesmed to rise from ‘the river's misty
surface to warn me back, till I fled in
cold horror from that vision which 80
haunted my waking and sleeping
hours ; but most of all, mark you
when I contemplated any degperata
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deed, o B8V myself over to darkest
despair. i
ay I heard a man saying,
u(")'::n:ozso Lorenzl’s de-th' was
oing to make & 1080 of that ne'er-do-
sell Guildi ; 1t made such an impres-
on on him that he sowed the last of
pls wild oats the day he heard of this
terrible deed " (which, little though
they knew 1t was ,indeed the truth)’
But it would have taken keener
minds and more observing than those
of the artist fraternity to penetrate the
mask of iron 1 learned to Wear.

And with that strange human CApa:
clty for forgetfulness,
wonder over the tragedy passed. Be
it saint or emperor or best beloved —
those whom W6 deemed mMOBt NECESSArY
and powerml are alike forgotten.
Bofore the summer heate poured
plindingly on the streets, driving
Rome panting to the shadowed by-
ways, the world had ceased to com-
ment oD Lorenzi's fate. He had

assed into the dim region of immor-
tal shadows, whose work only lives
after their personality {s forgotten.

AndI? . . After a long sum-
mer spent in the mountains, where I
carried my dark burden with me into
the solitudes, alone with God and
pature, fighting the battle with des-

alr, 1 returned to the city, and did
what I thought never to have done
.‘.{n—plunged into genuine hard
work, My old baunts knew me no
more, Bstween them and me there
was an {mpassible gulf of distance
like that of years—my crime and my
newly-nwnkened conscience

This new attitude cansed much
amusement to my cynical friends of
the past, Who nicknamed me *' S\moz‘)‘
Stylites " and the ‘' S:ulptor-S;l‘nt 3
taunting me that the ** claricals " had
got hold of me and made me a coward.
In the old days ridicule instantly
aroused me to shamefacedness or re-
geniment, but now I purcued my way
heedless alike of sneers or laughter ;
for nelther geemed to touch me. Oc
caslonally I felt as i¢ 1 illustrated one
of those strangeé psychological prob-
Jems one hears of, in which a man's
whole personality has been changed
{nto that of another ! The reckless,

passionate youth, 8o fall of the pride
of life, had gone for ever, a8 wpll a8
the boyish scapegrace Lorenz! had
once loved ; and in their place wasa
gombre, silent man whom I myself
scarcely recognized, with & grim
gecret darkening his life with an
gver-present shadow. Oh, it was
strange, strange 1 I the uncontrolled,
the passionate, t0 becoms impassive to
gternness, possessing & gelf control
geldom to be met with in our southern
land, where storm and laughter are
ever near the surface. Sometimes,
but seldom, the old fits of sudden
anger welled up and would almost
overflow, over 8Some wilful carelees-
ness of the scarpeliini or a more than
usually bitter taunt of my comradss ;
but I had but to glance at the gesso

model of the renegade monk, kept a8
a ‘' memento homo " in a corner of
Then my hand would fall
at my side and the fierce words die
away unuttered on my lips, to be in-
stantly replaced by the stony calm
which had become gecond nature ; the
habitual feeling that I had done with

the studlo.
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my own account.

Oaly one touch of humsan comfort
that period of
] was talking to
friend and
doctor with the brave faca 1 showed
the event,
th.ugh even yot the mere mention of
it sufficed to drive the very life-blocd
After many
friend’'s un
man ended :
they may 8a)

came to me during
poignant remorse
Francesco Lorenzl’s old

the world In discussing

from my gullty heart.
lamentations Over his
timely fate the old
‘' Wall, poor fellew,

what they will; for my own part

hold it was no murder but disease tha
Aye, dis
Guido, wit

brought him to his death.
eage | stare a8 you will,
those great gombre eyes of yours
Some one may have ruined his statu
out of jealousy or pureé wickedne:
(for that galantuome had no enemies
or even he himeelf may have d
stroyed it in a fit of discouragemen
such as you artistic goniuses are ca
able of ; but. Diclo sa ! it wasn't 1i]
the man.” . . I, the silent 1
tener, winced a8 if he had plerced 1
armor with a sword thrust, and I
lips and hands clinched in a supre
effort for self-control. But the g
old man noticed nothing. He was |
of his subject and went oD, med!
tively : ** Yes, his death wag bound
come suddenly gooner 0T later ; 80
logs of his statue wasnot altogethe
blame, though the ghock may b
hastened it. For years he suffe
from heart disease, and suspecte
himeelf too, even before 1 told |
Quel povero Francesco | gver thou
ful for others even in his own trou!
Methinks I can bear him DOw,
tried to break the fact to him ge
saylng in that cheery WAj§
his: ' Thank you, old friend, for
ing to spare me: 1 have guesse
much for years. Gecd has been
to me in this a8 always; for it i
death I would have chosen. The
gering agonies of & mortal sickn
a helpless old age areé things
dreaded ; and besides this, men
heart-disease often outlive the
Anyhow, He knows best for us &l
Vi But the agony, the BOrrow,
his beautiful creation ruined
him ?” I queried. ‘' Surely to
was the agony and pangs of dea
“ Figlio mio, it was but ©
tary,” sald the old physiclan,
his hand on my shoulder and 8p
gently and reverentially, *' tha
shock of horror ; then the insta
ization of the 'One perfect ]
opening before the eyes of t
who 80 loved the pure and bea
earth! Nay, Guidi, donot thi!




