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notlev, until three persona appeared who at
tracted his attention. These were an old 
rentteman in a light overcoat, with a stolid 
English face, white whiskers of old-fashioned 
mt, and silvery hair ; a lady of middle height, 
ïloeely veiled, and dressed in mourning ; and 
s young, frank-looking, dark-haired boy, in a 
velvet suit, who clung to bis mother’s skirts 
—for they were evidently mother and ohüd.

It was the first child of that age and condi
tion whom Colonel Wolcott had happened to 
see since the startling news, a few hours be
fore, of his own paternity ; and he looked at 
the little fellow with a lively interest. He 
was evidently a gentleman’s son. From the 
boy, Cplonel Wolcott glanced at the mother. 
She wore a travelling wrap of light stuff, 
which concealed her figure ; but he was 
■truck by the dainty neatness of her gloves 
end boots, the elasticity of her walk, and the 
whole pot of her person. He had been used 
to watch veiled, shrouded females in Moham
medan lands, and could discern a woman’s 
points "under her muffler.” There was some
thing about this woman, little as he could see 
ef her, that attracted him—a dignified lady- 
likeness, a “ cultured grace,” which marked 
her one who differed from the common crowd 
of travellers.

A» he watched the group, a man who was 
selling railway literature came up to offer 
them an illustrated Turner.

“Portrait of Colonel Wolcott, the dis
tinguished traveller, sir I Here you have 
him!”

The old gentleman pushed him roughly on 
one side, and became fussy in his search after 
a carriage.

To the colonel’s satisfaction, they stopped 
before the door of the one which he occupied, 
and in a few momenta they were seated in his 
eepany. The lady seated herself by a win
dow, on the same side with himself ; the little 
boy climbed into a place beside her, a vacant 
seat being 'eft between himself and Colonel 
Wolcott The old gentleman sat opposite the 
lady.

“Mammal mamma I” cried the boy,push
ing her and pointing to something in the 
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“ Indeed, Lance, I cannot see. I am too 
lhorteighted."

These were the first words Colonel Wolcott 
heard, and the tone thrilled him. He drew 
back into his corner of the carriage, and 
■touched his hat over his brows, looking 
teadily at her ss she unpinned her veil and 

1 to make herself comfortable for theprepared to ma

it he Adels ? Could that he—his 
hoy T She had called him Lance ! As his 
•res rested on her features, he began to reeog- 
anethem, hut how changed since he last saw 
her I The unformed, over-dressed young 
girl of his remembrance had ripened into a
-------*"-*"*"" -{tuneful and distinguished-looking

i said to himself that perhaps she 
1 him because he was entire- 

o cultivated women. Bat no'! 
at the Minister’s the night be- 

d seen European ladies at Cairo, 
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■ head and the curve of her cheek 
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"Wolcott sat as If stunned by the
“Who,” he
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account 
only in a foreign t 
gives a foreign modulation to 
Evidently she was wholly unaware so far that 
the husband of her youth eat beside her.

The bustle which accompanied 
at tiie first station, and the arrival 
passengers, gave Lance another 0{ 
of returning to the window, where 
himself opposite his new acquaintance, who 
seemed to attract him. He appeared to have 
no fancy for the third member of his own 
party—the old gentleman.

“Ishe your grandfather 1” asked Colonel 
Wolcott, with a view of leading to the ques
tion, Who is he Î

“ No, indeed. He’s no relation at all—not 
my uncle or anybody,” replied Lance. “Mam
ma and I have just come over from New 
York. He’s English. Mamma went to -his 
ugly dark office, in London, and asked him to 
come with us. I wish she hadn’t. Do you 
like him ? I don’t. I wish he’d stayed away. ”

“Not particularly,” answered the uoloùel, 
dryly. “ I’m glad of that, "'said Lance, put
ting his little fiat confidingly into his father’s 
hand.

Passing Ms arm around the boy, whom he 
drew beside his knee to watch the English 
landscape. Colonel Wolcott pressed him to" his 
heart, and laid his cheek down li 
the dark curls.

“ Lancey, ” said he in a whisper, “ do you 
sometimes think of your papa ?” "

“Yea,”replied Lance, also in an under
tone, and with a glance at the old gentleman, 
“ I always say, * God bless papa !’ every 
night and morning. Oh ! see what a splendid 
big horse that man there has got. ”

So Adels had taught her child to breathe his 
name in prayer I “ Prier c’est dire que 
l’on aime,” says a French poet. He dared not 
take for granted so much, yet surely her 
heart must be tender towards the man lor 
whom she taught her little son to pray.

“My mamma,” went on Lance, after the 
big horse had been left a mil» behind, “ says 
that maybe, when my papa was in danger 
among the Afghans—she read about it to me 
in a hook he has been making—my little 
prayer may have come just in time to help 
him. Did you know about that ? Did he 
tell about it Mmself ? You were there at the 
same time with him, were you not ?”

The colonel nodded, but was silent—silent 
as a convicted Sadducee might have found 
himself if suddenly brought face to face with 
his -own guardian angel.

“Well, then, please tell it me all ovea 
again. I want to hear it very much. Mam 
ma does not road to me any more in that 
book. She says she has forgotten all it tells 
about. When I was good she used to rend it 
to me at night, but since we came away she 
keeps saying she has forgotten ; and she has 
left the book in America. ~ 
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CHAPTER IV.

HIS WEDDED WIR
So husband and wife sat opposite to egoh 

other in the railway carriage, outwardly, 
visibly, bodily united by their child, a firing 
link ; invisibly and actually set asunder by à 
chasm in their married lira filled by hitter- - _ » »- X- -- ■ l - f---dus, misinterpretations, 

i other fissures in which 
i broods.

Their child—his child as well as hers—lay 
with his dewy curls upon his father’s heart, 
one sturdy leg thrown up upon his mother’s 
lap, and all the time she talked she stroked it 
tenderly.

How rarely, under ordinary rircumstiyioes, 
husband and wife converse 1 They tsifl^gto
gether about matters of mutual concern -and 
interest, discuss, agree or disagree, differ, find 
fault or praise, but that is all It seems im
possible for partners in the married state, un
ies» helped out by the presence of a third per
son, to enjoy between themselves the pleasures 
of conversation. It it one of the delights of 
courtship that married people virtually re
nounce when they assume the marriage vows. 
The Frenchman was not so far wrong a ho 
complained that if he married the lady whom 
it had been his chief pleasure to visit, he 
should have nowhere to spend his leisure 
tinqe. In this case it was easipr for the wife 
to talk, who had not yet recognized her hus
band, than for the husband, conscious that 
the woman whose presence was now agitating 
his whole being was the wife whom he had so 
lately been-minded to “put away.”

They had taken on the yoke of marriage 
carelessly, they had thrown it off recklessly. 
Each had supposed that life, after they parted, 
would no longer be influenced by their dis
carded vows ; each had forgotteh that when 
the chain uniting them was snapped, its bro
ken links would still cling to them. The 
man, in the excitement of war and travel, had 
ceased to feel the weight of these broken fet
ters until he returned, older and more matur
ed, to European civilization ; but the woman, 
ripening amid the checks of modern life, and 
acquiring a deeper sense of the obligations of 
religion, bad come to recognize her true posi
tion : across the gulf her spirit had been 
yearning towards her boy’s lost father»—to
wards the husband in whom only, as a Chris
tian woman, she could seek the completion of 
herself.

Doubtless they had oome together under a 
mistake, but they were wife and husband. 
That relation was as fixed as if they had been 
parent and child, or brother and sister. Adela 
fully understood what many husbands and 
wives fail to recognize, that once married, no 
matter bow the marriage came about, there is 
no going behind the marriage vow, no release 
from the marriage obligation.

In her work-basket at home lay half a pair 
of scissors. The scissors had been part of the 
fittings of a little Franchira» that her husband 
làd given her soon after their marriage. She 
kept the unices fragment, and took a lesson 
trom it daily. She looked at it with sympathy 
and with regret. It was herself in symbol. 
In her day-dreams she had long thought of 
him as coining back to her with some adapta-

he Prodigal, 
repentance, 
and stifled
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. able to ask 
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of travelling. She was 
. , -eller, having never been

abroad before, but she was so " 
fitted to be oheef those to a 
souls all Europe- would become “* 
pleasure-house,*that a thrill . 
his heart as hd detected in himself s 
bribe her back by offering her that feaatof 
delights which to an American of eoltivated 
tastes is found in journeying at leisure in the 
Old World. -,

After a time the conversation drifted to 
America, whither it seemed Sir George was 
also bound, having a passage engaged m the 
Crimea. To Cotohel Woloott's istonishment, 
he heard his wife discussing American politics 
with a thorough appreciation of the details of 
tiie war, the condition of the South, and "the 
future policy t6 be pursued towards

"You" will be surprised, "she Said tp the 
Englishman, “ to find so few traces of popular 
exultation it the North over its victory. 
There ft no disposition to be vainglorious. 
The triumphs 'of file war were Mùd-won and 
very costly ; but,1 politics apart, there il an 
almost universal national disposition to shake 
himifi and be friends. ”

“ Did you see Anything of the war while it 
was going on ?” etid the young Englishman.
’ “ I had no personal experience of actual 
warfare,” she replied, “ but there was war in 
every breath *e drew, and perpetual war ex
citement in ohr cities—the movement of 
troops, the procurement of substitutes, the 
regulation of hospitals, the trains of sick and 
wounded, families bereaved, the women con
stantly at work for the Sanitaiy Commission. 
I had a good deal to do with the Elmira and 
Fort Dataware prisoners, however, particular
ly Georgians, from whom 1 used to receive a 
dozen or more letters every day. They ad
dressed me always as ‘ Dear Aunt’ or ‘ Dear

as coming back to her with son 
of the pleading words of the 
a, before he could utter hie re

She used to know
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tion 
when,
she would have fallen on his 
his confession with her tears and 

Instead of this, hie lawyer had paid a visit 
to her father in business hours, to state that 
“ be had been commissioned by Colonel Wol-

any

----- „------------- . —i would make the voyage
»n that ship. He would persuade some other 
passenger to give him up his berth—bribe, if 
seed be ; pay anything : but go to New. York 
in the Crimea, at all hazards. He would not 
•gain lose sight of Adela until their relations 
to each other were defined. What possibilities 
sf explanation, of reconciliation, might not 

l on shipboard in a twelve days’ voyage ! 
alas ! he knew her mind, through

--------- me, concerning their relations to each
stiker. That thought, like a chill, sudden 
wave, swept over his visions and blotted

“HowCar is she still hound tome?” he 
raked himself. “She has accepted—with 
willingness, the lawyer rays—the prospect of 
a divorce. She is to lend me her assistance 
to dissolve our marriage. She never sent me 
news of my "hoy’s birth, die ottered no re
monstrances against our separation. She is 
nrjT rich, and I am very poor. I will not put 
my neck again under the yoke other family. 
Perhaps we are divorced already—Indiana 
law is swift, they say—who knows ? Good 
heaven 1 how could I nave guessed what time - 
would make of her ? I see a likeness to her 
former self ; but she gave no promise in her 
ymth of such perfection. What chance have 
I to win her heck, if die is free to choose 
another husband? Would she choose me, 
from all men, after what has passed ? And 
would it be desirable that I should succeed 
in winning her if I could ? And yet I am 
Ihe father of her child. She has called him 
Lança, it seems—Lancelot, after me”

His mind dwelt with complacency upon

The old gentle-

not,

this thought. He was grateful that lus own 
name had been remembered, and that it did 
not happen to be Thomaa or John.

Before he could recover his self-possession, 
the train started, and the boy moved to the 
■eat opposite him, to be near the window. 
Colonel Wolcott made way with a sort of ten
der awe. He would not give np this “ de
lightful child.” Sach was his matant reso
lution. And yet his new sense of the inesti
mable value of such a child to any parent, 
awakened a new sympathy for her who 
■hared with him the claim of parentage.

Another moment, and the train waa'in 
rapid motion.

“May I look at your picture-paper, if you 
please, sir ?” said Lance.

The wondering father placed it in his hand. 
It was the picture of a man in an Oriental 
uniform, with a full beard and bald forehead, 
that little Lancey turned. Under it was 
printed

“ Colo nil Lancelot Wolcott, The Dis- 
■XKomsHXD Traveller. ”

“That’s my name,” said Lance, in a confi
dential whisper, after spelling ont the letters 
tinder the woodcut. “ That’s my name, and 
this picture is like the likeness of my papa. 
It dimt look like him, though. It’s not like 
mamma’s photograph that she used to wear. 
This soldier has an olfi bald head. It is not 
like my papa a bit. But what a big, long, 
splendid beard he has got, hasn’t he !”

" Do you like long beards ? His beard is no 
than mine.”

ly, where did yon get that 
beard, though ? Did AT * da"
to grow ?”

"It took nine years, and it grew in the 
East, as your papa’s did.”

“ 0 mamma, ” cried little Lance, “ here’s a 
gentleman cotoe from the East, and I think 
perhaps he knew papa !” /

‘Oome here, Lance ; let the gentleman 
in a sharp

point
of adventure led"to _ _
man leaned over and evidently whispered 
monstrances to the mother, but she did 
call away her child.

By degrees the motion of the carriage, the 
morning of excitement, the strain on his at
tention, and the summer heat, overcame the 
little fellow. He dropped asleep upon his 
father’s breast The white-haired gentleman 
seemed affronted that his wards had no ef
fect He became silent, and wore the air of 
a person who washed his hands of the resuit 
whatever it might be. He got eut, with 
other passengers, to refresh Mmaelf, at Birm
ingham. Adela moved to the seat opposite 
her child and husband.

‘ He tires you, I am afraid,” she raid gent
ly, ss she did so.

“ Oh, no! pray permit me,” said Colonel 
Wolcotffi pleadingly. He almost betrayed 
himself by the earnestness of his tones.

“I presume,” she said nervously,“that I 
address the friend of Colonel Wolcott, Mr. 
A. who wss with Mm in his imprisonment ?”

Her husband bowed. “I was there,” he 
said indistinctly. .

But Adela was toonervoastoobeerve his agita
tion. She went on breathlessly : I have a re
quest to make of you. You may think it 
strange. Perhaps it is imprudent. I am 
sure that Mr. Smith would not approve. 
But I think you will feel for me. Colonel 
Wolcott is now on his way back—to England^ 
Do not mention to Mm that you hare seen 
ns—me and mv hoy.”

“ Why not ?” said Colonel Wolcott. “ Sure
ly, you cannot think it just to keep a father 
from all knowledge of his own child ?”

‘You naturally sympathize with your 
friend. You take a man’s view of the situa
tion. How should the law know what 
beet for a child ? Mine has never, since he 
was born, been away from me—not for a 
night la i tjust to take him from me now, 
and to give Mm over to a man who has never 
written to ns since his birth—who has never

P»t in I

been grow-

River had, 
purchased 
With him

think I may

longer
“No ! hut I

rpaps !”
Lance ; let 

alone, ” said their elderly escort

A sadden impulse seized him. If 
- to detect Mm, he Would take ad- 
of the position little Lance bad made 

It might help him during the voy-

you like the paper, i 
ewhat muffled ton 
it out to her. He

i ?” he

taken the trouble even to acknowledge him ?”
“ Never even to acknowledge him ?” re

peated Colonel Wolcott, in 'a low voice. It 
was the preface to something more he would 
fain have asked. But tears werh gathering 
in Adela’s eyes. She was so anxious to com
plete what she wished to say herself that she 
did not remark the interruption.

“Do me this kindness,” she said. “Acci
dent alone has made ns meet. Do not take 
advantage of it to bring me into trouble. I 
only ask your silence a few weeks. I ask you 
because frankness seems but right since Lance 
has told fan who we are. I thii 
trust you. ”

“ Yes, you may trust me, and have no 
fears. But,” added Colonel Wolcott, makini 
a sudden decision, “ may I take it on mysel 
to say that when your husband was in the 
East, and long after, he knew nothing of the 
existence of this beautiful boy ? You must 
remember how few letters got safely through 
the lines in the days of the Confederacy—” 

At this moment the other passengers who 
had left the train came back from the refresh
ment tables. Adela made no reply. Colonel 
Wolcott sank back into his seat, with hie 
boy’s bead closely pressed against his bosom. 
Soft yearnings, such as he had never before 
felt, were stirring in his soul. Instincts that 
he had not comprehended were making them
selves felt within him. The ice and snow 
about his heart were melting into fertilizing 
drops of tender feeling.

There lay the boy in all the flush and red
ness of health—no longer a mere infant, in
comprehensible and uninteresting to a be
wildered father, but a boy, 
a boy’s thoughts, a boy's 
things and 
to be mouli
tie manhood, old enough to know that be 
ought to have two parents—to wonder and 
enquire why he had only one.

Colonel Wolcott’s own affections, during 
his roving, busy life, had been happily Un
spoiled by waste or desecration.

“ He sought
(For his loet heart was tender) things to love."

with a boy’» will,
thoughts, a boy’s distinct views of 
1 people round him ; a boy old enough 
tided by a doable influence into gen-

Cousin,’ not being permitted to correspond 
with anyone not related to them ; but the 
United'States commanding officers winked at 
such temporary relationship#. I supplied 
their wants, from * a prayer-book, Monte 
Cristo, and a bottle of Sozodont—requested 
by one yonng dandy—to loaves of soft bread, 
chewing tobacco, Bologna sausages, cheese, 
cast-off clothing, old novels, periodicals, and 
religious literature.” '

She went on to relate some amusing ex
perience in hertntercourse with her “cousins” 
in the rebel array, adding, “Permission to 
write letters was a very great boon to them. 
Men who had not handled a pen for years 
embraced every opportunity of writing half a 
sheet to somebody. They used to send rife 
tokens of their gratitude—fans carved out of 
•tingles, watoh-chains made from knitting- 
pins, and black rihjjs made out of their gutta
percha buttons.”

She drew off one as she spoke, to show it to 
Sir George ; and Colonel Wolcott saw, with 
satisfaction and delight, that it was worn as 
theguard of her wedding ring.

He sat by almost silent, and watched her 
A she talked to the young Englishman. He 
dared not, of course, exhibit* any knowledge 
of tiie war or of the Southern Confederacy. 
Was it for his sake that she, all those years, 
had been good to the rebel prisoners ? Had 
she identified herself with those from Ms own 
State, had she provided for them for his sake, 
correspondedSrith them, while he had only 
thought of lier as a “ Union-shrieking” 
virago ?

Hie impulse was to fall down at her knees, 
to sue for forgiveness, to humble himself ; to 
do any other ifiaane thing ; but here little 
Lance roused' up; and struggled to look out 
of the, wipdow..1

at full speed. It 
' -tet potted the

i which
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Wolcott ran back into the 
own traps and belong-

what might not lawyers say of M 
all, herChristian faith, which had 
mg in breadth, fervency, and knowledge* 
brought into collision with her womanly’pride 
and delicacy. The one enjoined her to de 
everything to defeat the intentions of her 
husband ; the other revolted against asserting 

1 claims upon a man who professed 
to be anxious to get rid of her.

the conversation between herself 
and the dark stranger, who had been, as she 
believed, imprisoned in the Afghan hill-fort 
with her husband, flowed on agreeably. She 

i desirous to impress hi» favourably, and 
exerted herself to please.

This was net difficult, for she was a charm
ing talker. Circumstances had led to her 
cultivating a natural gift for social inter
course, though she had never cared to take a 
leading part in faaMonable society. The 
Wolcott property on the North Rive 
after Mrs. Wolcott’s death, been 
by a well-known American artist, 
and with his family Adela had lived ever 
since on terms of great intimacy and affec
tion. In their house, during the summer 
and autumn months, which the fierce heat of 
the American continent converts into a long 
national holiday, she met the people worthiest 
to be known from all parts of America ; a 
class who, joining native originality to Euro
pean culture, are perhaps the most delightful 
companions in the world. In their homes 
their work-a-day occupations absorb them ; 
bat in the holiday life of the summer months 
they enjoy leisure and collect inspiration for 
coming literary and artistic campaigns. Then 
they shake off their retired habita, live gre
gariously, and are the very cream of intel
lectual society, with a soupçon of native 
flavour to distinguish them from cultivated 
foreigners, like their mongrel geese, wild 
turkeys, celery-fed canvas-becks, and prairie 
hens.

In this school Adela had learned to listen 
and to talk, and to exercise a subtle influence 
over men of cultivation. Not the influence 
of a woman oaring for vain homage—for she 
was free from arty tinge of coquetry—but that 
of one who, having accepted her own destiny 
in life, cares not to discuss it or to quest" 
but finds a cMef interest in other people, 
delights to minister to the amusement, the 
improvement, and the happiness of all around 
her.

Wherever Mrs. Wolcott went she waa 
welcomed, and the certainty of giving plea
sure breeds a thousand charms. Men luted to 
oome under her influence. She generated an 
atmosphere more full of oxygen thim-Aat 
wMch is ordinarily breathed in good society. 
Good men found inspiration in ner talk, and 
carried back her influence to their atndioe 
and libraries.

To please was her aim in social life 
dangerous aim, of course, unless we restore 
to the word “ please” its rightful meaning. It 

lmeans, not “ to attract love,” “ bat to give 
pleasure.” How charming, how invaluable 
she might have been to society, in itahighest 
sense, had she occupied her true place in her 
husband’s household I But fasMonable eoeial 

r life in her position of “ deserted wife” waa 
painful and embarrassing, and she was rarely 
seen except in the limited field of North 
River summer society.

Thus the beautiful woman, with soft, short
sighted eyes, and clear, bright skin, through 
which the warm blood showed itself in sud
den flushes, was no novice in the art of en
tertaining men ; and she did her best to 
please and win this stranger, whom she sup
posed might harve influence with her husband.

He, on the contrary, was glowing with ex
citement and suppressed emotion as they flew 
past towns and lovely landscapes, gey with 
English green, past English rectories and 
country-seats, nestling in trees and shrubbery, 
past peasants’ cottages, picturesque and full 
of rheumatism, through Staffordshire, where 
fires glint and shoot up from grimy wattes, 
and Nature, elsewhere prodigal, died .in". to 
aid in rectifying the ugliness which man has

At a 
north a

with a railroad from the 
got Into their carriage.

■________
The carriage gave

_ a snap, and was off the 
rails. It had broken its coupling. The pas
sengers were thrown forward. A shrill shriek 
came from little Lance, a prayer from the lips 
of hie mother. But the danger end the shock 
were over together. Everybody scrambled 
back into Ms seat, and looked for explana
tion into his heigh hour’s eyes. In the crash 
Adela Wokxrtt had been thrown forward, 
with her head uripn the shoulder of her hus- 

Even in that supreme moment it had 
thrilled Mm Ip hive her lying for an instant 

hie breast1 But Lance’s cnee recalled Mm 
to himself, end Aoela recovered her seat with
out perceiving hie emotion.

Lanoey’s face had been badly ont by the 
broken window-glass. He had a gash across 
his pretty upper lip, another oto his forehead. 
His mqther tamed as pale as death. She 

ithered her boy into her arms, while Colonel 
foloott endeavoured to pick away the mor

sels of glass which adhered to the two

Don’t cry, my boy !” he said. “ See how 
your crying distresses poor mamma.”

Lanoe looked up into hie mother’s face, and 
bravely tried to check hie so be, while blood 
ran over hie pretty velvet drees, and his little 
arms clung to his mother’s neck with a con
vulsive strain.

Colonel Wolcott, as soon as he could get a 
guard to let Mm out, sprang from the train, 
and brought water in his hat from ; 
them. He felt indignant with Sir 
Unwarrantable interference with his pri 
when he found, on coming back, that he 
opened his dressing-case and produced some 
toilette essence, with wMch Adela was already 
washing the wounds. ,

“Cold water is much the beet for it,” he. 
raid, with authority in his voice, though hé' 
knew nothing about the matter. She assent
ed. Together they proceeded to wash and 
dress the face of their little boy.

“ Perhaps there is a surgeon pn the train,” 
raid Colonel Wolcott, looking at good-natured 
Sir George, who immediately set out in quest 
of one. He found a medical student, who 
drew together the cute with some plaster from 
hie pocket-book, and put a bandage of hand
kerchiefs over the child’s forehead.

“ Will it make him ill, doctor ?” raid 
Adela, With anxious eyes.

“ OK, no ! A trifle feverish for a few days, 
perhaps, but a little oare will set him all to 
rights. Let |he wound» heal by first inten
tion. ” ,

And the doctor departed to the wounded in 
other carriages, who really needed his profes
sional skill.

Sir George, too, disappeared, to be of use 
if possible. Not so, however, the old gentle
man. He h*d been sulky all thaqjnurney, 
and had taken no part in the conversation. 
He seemed to have some mistrust of Mrs. 
Wolcott, and to feel it his duty never to lose 
sight of her er of her son. But for his pre
sence, Colonel Wolcott might have broken Ms 
resolution to* avoid all explanation with his 
wife until they »et on sMpboard.

Adela, however, no longer seemed mindful 
of his mesenqe, or of things around her. She 
said that she had not been hart, but' she 
seemed stunned, And drew forth several anx
ious questions from her escort. Alarmed, 
surprised, discomfited, she rat silent, for in 
the midst of the Confusion she had recognized 
her husband. His hat had been taken off to 
bring water i from the pool. He had stood 
close to her.* She knew Mm by his brow, 
his eyes, M». hands, an ornament on his 
watch-chain^nr < a green seal-ring on one of 
his fingers, tier nerves were in no state to 
bear another shook. She kept thinking of 
the warnings of Mr. Smith, and reproaching 
herself for not having left the tram at Bir
mingham, as he desired. And now that the 
accident had roused her fears for Lance, a 
worse danger than a railway smash had open
ed upon her like a masked battery. It was a 
danger brought upon them by her own im
prudence. The, mother-heart within her con
jured up visions of all possible diffiooltitt and 
disasters which might arise ont of the compli
cation. She reproached herself with having 
delivered her child into the hands of his 
enemy ; with having compassed, almost plot
ted, his separation from herself. Her mother-

) next ? He had raid
ThT^animation 

Yet he’had“re°“ 
me" ; he had told Lance not to 

Me crying “distressed poor 
; he had taken oare to let her know 

bad been ignorant of the child’s birth. 
Nevertheless, she oould not control her ap

prehensions. Terrified and excited, she re
membered that he had occupied himself al
most wholly about Lance. Waa she, then, 
nothing but the wife whom he was anxious to 
divorce—the woman who, in the hour of Ms 
humiliation, had sided with her family ?. The 
tables were now turned. He had the upper 
hand with her. The powers of the law were 
in his favour. She had expected to confront 
his power in America, and had brought her 
boy to England to place Mm beyond reach of 
any judicial decision. Her own imprudence 
had thrown the child into the very hands 
from wMoh she hoped to save him.

Before this anguish passed, another wave 
of bitterness swelled over her.

lancey, with the customary self-absorption 
of a child, felt it to be Ms right, since he was 
hurt, to be humoured by everybody. He 
took a whim to change his place bom hit mo
ther’s arms to those of the stranger.

"He holds me beet," he fretted. “I want 
to go to him. You pram me too tight, mam
ma."

On hearing this, the flattered father took 
back hi» wounded child, unconscious of the 
pang that wrungthe heart of the deserted*mo-

“ He ia glad to go ! He is glad to leave 
me ! O God ! I never expected this !” she 
thought. “I always thought his little heart 
would break. I had fancied he would "cling 
to me as the poor DaupMn did tp Marie An
toinette, and that they would hare to force 
Mm from his mother. He goes of Ms own 
accord ! This is too bitter, O my God !”

Her own exclamation, “0 my God !”brought 
her thoughts back to patience and prayer." Jt 
would not do to part with trure and don-' 
fidence in God, her only friend, and to drift 
off; without hold or hope, she knew not 
where. ’

So little Lancey lay before her hungry, 
eager eyes, and cooed Ms confidences into the 
ear of Ms strange father, played with Ms 
watch-chain, stroked his beard, and permitted 
Ms caresses ; while in Ms mother’s heart rang 
a verse out of Isaiah—averse of which shebad 
never thought before, but which now seemed 
“ driven in upon her” : “ Two things have 
oome upon thee in one day : loss of children, 
and widowhood. Who shall he sorry for 
thee ?”

Should she pray that her own death might 
leave them to each other ? Should she break 
the commandment women hold most sacred, 
and give np opposition to his wish for a 
divorce from her ? Must she consent to let 
him make a second marriage ? Her treatment 
had driven him to court “battle, and murder, 
and sudden death,” in savage lands. Had 
she not better now make up to him for what 
he had for nine long years suffered because 
of her ? f

At tMs moment she perceived that he was 
unobtrusively making some small arrange
ments with the shawls and bags for her com- 
iort. She lifted up her eyes and fixed them 
for the first time on his face ; for the gloom 
of the twilight made it almost dark now in 
the carriage. As she scanned his features, 
thoughts of the pride that she had felt in his 
manly beauty during her few brief, happy 
days of courtship and of hope, rushed like a 
flood over her memory. Of late years he had 
occupied a little shrine set up in her secret 
heart, where she had worshipped him, at first 
with repentance and with pi tv, but recently, 
under the influence of his book, with that en
thusiasm with wMch women bow down be
fore heroes.

Some of the travellers on the train had left 
their carriages, and were walking beside the 
track. One of them, an elderly man, dressed 
like,a clergyman, stopped at the window as 
he passed.

“ Why Mrs. Wolcott I—you here ? I had 
no idea yon were in England How long since 
yon left home ?”

“ Not long, doctor.™
“ Going back ?” - <
“Yew*
“I hope in the Crimea?”
Her answer was inaudible to Colonel Wol

cott, bat he heard the doctor ray something 
about “ other passengers. ” At that she lean
ed oat of the window and asked him a ques
tion. The doctor answered it by turning to
ward a group of people who were talking with 
load voices at the door of another carriage.

“ Yea, indeed ; she is going with us. Yon 
know Mrs. Tontine, of course ; or shall I in
troduce her to you ?”

“ Oh, we shall meet on board. I know her 
very well,” said Adela.

“ Can I do anything for you ? Who is with 
you ?" I" suppose you are not travelling 
alone ?”

“No ; Mr. Smith, my lawyer, from Lon
don, ia taking care of me.”

The doctor lifted his hat, and walked on. 
After a little pease, Adela addressed her 

husband for the first time since she had dis
covered Mm.

“ Are yon going to America ?”
“ Yea; in the Crimea.”
She held her peace. If that were so, one 

anxiety was over. He would not probably 
attempt to take her boy from her before they 

"sd, even if he had made arrangements to 
get possession of him as soon as they should 
be in American waters. “The slaves of the 
law” might oome in the pilot-boot to “ rend 
him away” from her, at Sandy Hook. She 
did not know the ways of American juris
prudence, and all dangers are moat terrible 
when we meet them in the dark. Nor did 
Mr. Smith know much about United States 
law. Probably he could not have answered 
her, had she been willing to lay before him 
her consciousness of being out of her depth 
in a new sea of troubles. He bad already 
admonished her about holding any intercourse 
with a gentleman who was Colonel \Voleott’s 
friend. What would he say if she confessed
she had committed herself to her husband ? 
She had taken her own wav. and naturally 
dreaded to let Mm know the mistake into 
wMch it had landed her.

But Cora Noble—Mrs. Tontine—waa she 
going home in the Crimea ? Above all, waa 
it coUusion ? At this thought, all pity for 
her husband, all desire of self-effacement, fell 
away from her.

“If it ia to be a contest between her and 
me, ’’ she thought, *' if he has to make a 
choice again between us—I accept the chal
lenge I I have God upon my aide, and my 
claims as the joint parent of his son. I will 
make my child all safe before we leave Eng
land ; and then, God help me I God defend 
the right ! I feel as if I were drawing a 
•word, and crying, ' Dieu et mon droit !’ as I 
go into the battle.”

They remained two hours on the spot 
where the accident had taken place, and little 
further passed between the wife and husband. 
To waton her waa to Colonel Wolcott les 
berrassmg than to converse with her. What 
the nature of tiie accident was that detained 
them he never enquired. At last they were 
transferred to another train, and, after a good 
many brief delays, reached Liverpool about 
nightfall

The young surgeon, on the arrival at the 
station, came to toe door of the carriage to 
enquire after Ms little patient Colonel Wol
cott had the satisfaction of privately pressing 
a fee into his hand, whispering, " TMs is for 
my son” ; and heard Adela ask him the ad
dress of the principal physician in Liverpool 

When they got out of the train, he entreat
ed her permission still to carry Lance. It 
was granted ; but the mother walked beside 
him. Bolding the skirt of her oMld’a little 
cost, as though she dared not trust him quite 
out of her hands.

Mr. Smith found a hackney ooach, and as
sisted Mrs. Wolcott to enter it Colonel 
Wolcott pressed a last kirn on his boy’s fore
head, and then laid him on the knees of his 
mother. He heard the order given to drive 
to the house of an eminent Liverpool practi
tioner. "1

Cat off from all expression of an anxiety m 
legitimate as Was her own for the welfare of

W.____
in the street till the hall-door reopened, 
Adela, with her veil over her "face, came out 
supported by Mr. Smith, and leading little 

r the hand. She started when she 
her husband on the doorstep, and 

thought tint both she and her eldferi^

£££& 
he thought
guardian looked confused aa well as annoy*

“ I waited," he raid pleadingly, “ to h* 
what the doctor said ofLanoe, If you v 
let me know, I shall be deeply obliged to 
you. Will it be long before it gets well ? 
Will it leave a scar ?”

“ He thinks very little of the cuts. He 
say)they will soon heal” she raid hurriedly, 
as she passed him. “Thank you, and good 
night.”

In a few moments they were in their car
riage. He watched it as it -rattled along the 
silent street, end felt more lonely than he had 
ever frit before. He ctdered the dab to drive 
to the office of the Bine Crescent Une of 
steamers, hoping to make arrangements for 
his passage in the Crimea. The office had 
been closed for some hours.
^“Could he get on board the Crimea ?” he

“ Not until the morning ; she was in the 
stream off Birkenhead.”

There was nothing left to do but to drive to 
a hotel and go to bed-*-* very different man 
from toe lion tn posse ot the London season, 
who, twenty-four hours before, had congratu
lated himself upon his freedom from family 
incumbrances, and on being “ light-hearted 
and content,” like a homeless Arab.

All Might he tossed in uneasy slumbers. 
Sleeping or Asking, he was haunted by one 
Vision—a woman, sad and beautiful, with that 
firm step by wMch his eyes had been first 
•truck when he saw her on the platform of 
the station. “ A perfect woman, nobly plan
ned,” were words that rang their changes in 
Ms memory. This waa no woman of worldly 
proclivities, as he had always fancied his wile 
to be, no fashionable lady, enervated by busy 
idleness or by aimless efforts at activity, but 
a creature “nobly planned,” with vigour, self- 
possession, and the beauty of strength. Yet 
there was delicacy and refinement in each 
Outline and curve of her expressive face, 
showing that heart and mind were in har
mony with her physical organization.

Sometimes during that uneasy night he 
saw her pleading with him not to take away 
her child. Once in his dreams he clasped 
her to his heart, and she melted like a snow- 
wraith. Once he was floating out to sea, 
stretching his arms towards her. At times 
he saw her face, and saw her turn it from him 
with repulsion. Again she sank into Me arms 
and yielded herself up to his embrace, all was 
rapture. And then, across these visions 
bathed with golden light, passed a dark cloud 
of vulgarizing thoughts. He beheld Mmself, 
with proud disgust, in the character of a 
ruined Southern gentleman, repairing Ms 
broken fortunes with his father-in-law’s 
wealth—and all was dark once more.

(To be continued.)

Peculiar Divorce Case.
Judge Barnard of the U. 8. Supreme Court 

has granted a divorce to Miss Elizabeth Anne 
Hennlon in an action brought by her against 
Rev. Luther A. Burrell, a Lutheran clergy
man, both of Rockland County. From the 
evidence before the court it appears that the 
lady, who is described as seventeen years old, 
“with a pleasant face, agreeable manners, 
And a soft, winning voice,” attended with her 
parents and grandparents toe Rev. Mr. Bur
rell’s church at Masonicus. On the 24th of 
May last the clergyman stopped at the Hen 

' niou residence and asked Elizabeth Ann to 
take a carriage ride with Mm, to which she 
consented with alacrity. They drove to 
Myack, and when near that city Rev. Mr. 
Burrell drew from his pocket a pistol and 
told the young lady that unless she consented 
to marry him as soon as he could procure a 
minister she should never reach home alive. 
At Myack they stopped at a hotel, when Mr. 
Burrell went to a minister, made arrange-
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swore that he performed a legal marriage. 
Burrell took the yonng lady home, but then 
and subsequently she refused to live with 
him. Judge Barnard granted the petition for 
a divorce without hesitation, saying that it 
was plain to him that the marriage had in 
reality been no marriage at all. 'file perfor
mance of a ceremony was net absolute evi
dence that the minds of the parties had met 
in a binding contract. In this case the con
duct of the parties was so extraordinary and 
unnatural as to be inconsistentwiththe theory 
of a valid marriage. And all the circumstan
ces pointed to the conclusion that Miss Hen- 
nion was under duress at the time of the mar
riage.

Polygamy as an Investment.
We halted at a way station for dinner, 

white-haired but not very sanctimonious saint 
occupied the chair next to me.

" A resident of the country ?” I asked.
Oh, yea ; for twenty-five years.” 
Married?”
Some.”
More than one wife ?”
I think so. I’ve got a few scattered 

about here and there.”
“ Believe in polygamy, I presume ?”
“ Certainly ; I’d never have made a living 

if I hadn’t”
“ How’s that ?"
“ Well, you see, stranger, I used to think 

a good deal as you do. I had 160 acres of 
land and one wife, but didn’t make much 
headway. There was too much work for one 
man to attend to. Finally I froze to a second 
wife. She took her share of the burdens like 
* perfect brick, and affairs moved on in better 

Then I got to thinking that if two 
were better than one, three would be 

better than two ; consequently, I took a 
third, and my affaire improved still more. I 
mapped out the business of the ranche, and 
gave No. 1 her part, and gave a part to No. 

and a'part to No. 3, and took a part my- 
If. Everything went on like clockwork. 

Our little community was thoroughly organ
ized. Finally I concluded that a fourth wife 
would be quite - an advantage, and I looked 
around and secured her. 1 found that the more 
wives I had the more land I could work. I 
now operate 840 acres of one kind and 
another, and have six wives to assist me, and 
I’ve got tMngs so systematized down that 

thing goes quite lovely, and I don’t have 
to do myself. Polygamy is a great in

stitution, my friend, and you’ll never succeed 
in the world until you marry a few times. 
Sometimes one of my wives gets a little offish 
like ; but instead of makings great row 4k>ut 
it and getting a divorce, as you do in Cali
fornia, I simply stay away from her for a day 
or two, and then whan I do happen around, 
she smiles all over her face and loves me in a 
desperate fasMon. Oh, yes, I may marry 
several times yet before I die, and the more 
women I marry the richer I expect to get.” 
This talk was by no means sophistry, as I 
afterwards ascertained. A large portion of 
the women of Utah are slaves.—Utah iMer 
in San Francisco Chronicle.

Young lady—“ Very changeable weather, 
Mrs. Wiggins, isn’t it?” Mrs. Wiggins— 
“ ’Ees, miss, it be. Frist ’ot, yer see ; then 
cold, then ’ot agin ; but it’s a bleesin’, ’cos if 
the weather wasn’t s little wariable there 
wouldn’t be no variety in some folk’s con
versations.’’

The Paris Figaro tells a story wMch Sara 
Bernhrrdt tells of herself. When playing 
once in “ Buy Bias,” at the Odéon theatre, a 
fellow threw a loaf of bread at her from tiie 
peanut gallery with the remark that he hoped 
she’d eat it and get a little fatter. The story 
now circulating about her is that an empty 
cab drove up to the stage door of Booth’s 
theatre and Sara Bernhardt got out.

It was his first appearance at church, and 
in order that he might sit perfectly still and 
keep his little chatter between his teeth, he 
was told that a big dog would bite him if he 
didn’t keep that quiet. The little fellow cast 
several glances up and down the aisle, and at 
bat, just in the most interesting part of the 
minister’s prayer, startled the congregation by 
piping up, “ Mamma, where is the dog ?”

)

a young lawyer, shot and 
• Mary Sigerson, a lady 

. .... ...**** «S1* because she
refused his hand m marriage. The tragedy 
took place at the threshold of the door which 
separates the parlour from a rear room on the 
second floor of the little house No. 38 Lewis 
street, New York. The deceased lady, who 
waa the only daughter of the late Thomas 
Sigerson, lived with her aged mother and 
brother, Michael H. Sigerson, Assistant Cor- 

nation Attorney, at the above number 
er Mother, John Sigerson, has represented 

that district several times in the Assembly 
Michael, a lawyer and politician, is a staunch 
supporter of Tammany Hill. The family 
is well known to residents of tiie east 
side, and they have hosts of friends. Five 

s ago the latter introduced to the several 
ibers of the family the young man Gillen, 

who was at that time studying law in an 
office down town. Although but seventeen 
years of age the student looked much older 
He was tall and slim. Hia features and hands 
were well formed, and from his appearance 
one would readily suppose that he bad been 
well reared. Hê was poor, but ambitious, 
and because he was unfortunate Michael h! 
Sigerson pitied him. Gillen soon became à 
favourite in the household. Mrs. Sigerson 
looked upon Mm as a son, and Mary treated 
Mm as she would a brother. The 
student undoubtedly appreciated their 
kindness, and frequently spoke to ac
quaintances of the good treatment he 
had received at their hands. He could oome 
and go when be pleased, Sind the Assistant 
Corporation attorney was always willing to 
fully explain puzzling law questions to him. 
For years Gillen waa a welcome visitor at the 
Lewis street dwelling, and when he waa ad
mitted to the Bar three months ago he openly 
acknowledged that Mr. Sigerson was desirons 
of pushing Mm on in the world. In the late 
election yonng Gillen wae an active worker, 
and while in the company of the different 
ward politicians he frequently became in
toxicated. On several occasions he was seen 
staggering through the streets of the Thir
teenth ward, and the news soon reached 
Sigerson that his proUgt had turned out a 
drunkard.

A LAMB FROM VIRTUE.
It is said that this information came to 

Michael in such a way that it stung him to 
the core, and he therefore determined never 
to qjlow Gillen to enter his house again. 
When Sigerson met Gillen again he upbraided 
him for his conduct and informed him of his 
resolve. Gillen, ashamed of himself and hia 
actions, slunk away, and entering the nearest 
saloon drowned Ms sorrows in drink. While 
a visitor apd a friend at the house of the 
Sigersons, Gillen had become greatly at
tached to Mary. It is not known that she 
encouraged his attentions, but it is said that 
they were on good terms. Mary, who was 
seven years older than her admirer, was a 
lady of education and refinement. She was 
a brunette, remarkably pretty, of medium 
height and shapely figure. No attention was 
paid to Gillen’s conduct while he was a fa
vourite of thy household, but after he was 
banished from the place he often re
marked to acquaintances that he loved 
the yonng woman. For hours he has watched 
for her to leave the house, and would 
follow her about town. Latterly the lady 
noticed Ms actions and frequently chastised 
him for “ dogging ” her from place to place. 
Her words were, however, of no avail and a 
few days ago when she left the house she 
found him at her heels. Within a week the 
youngjawyer had changed considerably. It 
was plain from his appearance that he had be
come the slave of drink. People who were at 
one time interested in his welfare spurned 
hie^Ebd he found but little sympathy with 
ft* professional bar-room, lounger. He neg- 
leoWdehis office, which was at No. 115 Broad- 
way, and hia clients deserted him. \ ester- 
day morning he sot at a table in the rear of 
Hall's saloon, at the corner of Tompkins and 
Grand ptreets. He was half drunk, and was 
in a melancholy mood. It was noticed that 
he was examining a pistol very carefully, 

was thought of it, hoNothing 
eral weeks

it, however, as for sev- 
past he had been frequently 

brandishing about the same weapon, and 
while in a drunken stupor had threatened 
to kill everybody because he was not 
nominated as the candidate for Assembly by 
the Democratic party. Between three and 
four o’clock he left the liquor store and re
tired to his room in the upper part of the 
same building. He did not sleep long, and 
before noon was noticed moving around the 
ward in company with a' barkeeper. Hit 
movements during the day are unknown as 
yet, but at half-past two o’clock he accosted 
James Van Raust, a boy of thirteen, at the 
corner of Lewis and Grand streets, and asked 
him to carry a letter to a lady at No. 38 
Lewis street. The youth said that he wnuld, 
and Gillen then handed Mm an open not»

place, (
be particular and pot give tiie letter to any 
one but tp the person addressed. The boy 
carried the noté to Miss Sigerson, and after 
reading it she wrote an answer on the back of 
the paper, and pinning the envelope."sent it 
backjGillen received the message, and without 
opening it, hurried away toward Brome 
street. It is supposed that in the note Gillen 
had requested an interview with Miss Siger- 
son, and her answer was a refusal to meet 
Mm.

THE TRAOBDT.
At a few minutes to five o’clock Wednesday 

ivening, the door bell at No. 38- Lewis street 
vas jerked violently by a man in aMgh state of 
nervous excitement. It waa Gillen, and when 
the door was opened he rushed up stairs to 
the front parlour, where Mrs. Sigerson and 
her daughter were sitting. Without knock
ing at the door, the young lawyer entered the 
apartment, but at once excused Mmself for 
intruding upon thedr privacy. He was asked 
to sit down, and after talking on different 
matters, politely asked ’Miss Sigerson if she 
would give him a drink of water. She went 
into a rear room to get it for him, and as she 
wss returning with the tumbler in her hand 
he met her at the threshold of the door, and 
whispered something fii her ear. She shook 
her head, and then he threw his left arm 
around her nook, and at the same time he said

1 you marry me 7 
,ye the house. Good

in a loud tone, “ Mary, will 
She replied, “No. Leavet 
night. ” The next Mrs. Sigerson, who 
was but a-few feet awhy from the pair, heard 
waa her daughter exclaim, “ Mother, catch 
hia arm.” Aa the old lady waa moving toward 
the door to ascertain the cause of the excla
mation, she Waa startled by the report of a 
pistol, and a second after her daughter fell 
dead at her feet, the bullet having entered her 
brain and caused her instant death. Horri
fied at the sight, the aged lady was unable to 
raise an outcry.

THE ASSASSIN’S ESCAPE.
In the mean time the assassin pushed her 

aside and ran down stairs, and, jumping oyer 
a fence, made Ms way to the street. He 
went to No. 28, and, entering the rear tene
ment, jumped from one of the windows to the 
roof of a soap factory shed. He then passed 
through an alleyway" to Goerck street, where 
he met a woman. He told her, wheu she 
asked Mm what was the matter, that he 
“ had shot hia girl, arid would be dead before 
nine o’clock.” He ran towards Broome 
street, into which ha turned, and was lost 
sight of along th# piers. When the police 
learned of the mnrder, they caused the neigh
bourhood to be scoured, but were unable to 
get any clue to the whereabouts of the mur
derer. The residence ot Gillen’s parents, »t 
No. 720 East Ninth street, was also searched, 
and ra he could not be traced, the police ars 
inclined to think that be hia carried out his 
threat, and that his body is at present Mdden 
in the waters of the East river. Coroner 
Brady has assumed charge of tiie case, and 
has examined the friends, whose statements 
substantiate fagts al' narrated above.—

, Jfcw'Tmëi
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