v

“stable, and taught the pretty creature to

* smile.

.

well. Hugh was verv gentle with her,
and careful to guard he-from all impru-
dence ; but life was very difficult to him
just then, and he could not always restrain
his growing irritability.

He wasill, and yet unwilling to own
anything was amiss. He scoffed at the
idea that his nerves were disorganized ; and
with the utmost recklessness seemed bent
on ruining his fine constitution.

His restlessness and inward struggles
were making him thin and haggard ; still
any fatigue was better than inaction, he
thought. Often, after a long day spent in
riding over the Redmond and ‘Wyngate
estates, he would set out. again, often
fasting, to walk across ploughed lands and
through miry lanes to visit some sick
laborer, and then sit up half the night in
his solitary study.

Years afterwards he owned that he never
looked back on this part of his life without
an inward shudder. What would have
become of him, he said, if the hand of
Providence had not laid him low before he
had succeeded in ruining himself, body
and soul ?

No one but Hugh knew how often he had
yielded to the temptation to drown his
inward miseries in pernicious drugs ; how
in those solitary vigils, while his innocent
child-wife was sleeping peacefully like an
infant, his half-maddened brain conjured
up delirious fancies that seemed to people
the dark library with haunting faces.

But he never meant to harm himself
really ; he would say in his sober daylight
reflections he was only so very wretched.
Margaret’s influence’ had always kept him
pure, and he was not the man to find
pleasure in any dissipation.

No, he would not harm himself ; but he
wanted more to do. If he could represent
his county, for example; but he had lost
his seat last election to his neighbor
Colonel Dacre ! If he could travel ; if Fay
would only spare him ! And then he shook
his head as' he thought of his unborn
child.

* You look so ill, Hugh,” Fay would say
with tears in her eyes when he came up to
wish her good-by, *“ I wish you would stay
with me a little.”

But Hugh would only give a forced augh
and say that his “ Wee Wifie was becom-
ing more fanciful that ever, and that he
should not know what to do with her if
she went on like this:” and then, kissing
her hastily, and unloosening the little
hands from his neck, he would go out of
the room pretending to whistle.

But one evening when they wére together
in the library he fell asleep while she ‘was
talking to him, and looked so strange and
flushed that Fay got frightened and tried
to wake him. d

* Come, Hugh,” she said, softly, * it is
11 o’clock, and I cannot leave you like this,
and I am so tired jand sleepy, dear;” and
she knelt down and put her hand under
his head, and stroked back the hair from
his hot forehead. But Hugh only muttered
something inaudible, and turned his face
away.

And Fay, watching him anxiously, felt
her heart sink with some undefined fear,
and presently rang for his valet.

“Saville,” she said, as the man entered
the room, “I do not know what is the
matter with Sir Hugh to-night, he slecps
80 heavily and looks so strange. If it were
not so late, and I were sure that he would
not mind it, I would send for Dr. Martin.”

S“Nonsense,” exclaimed her husband
drowsily, for this threat of sending for the
doctor had roused him effectually, and he
managed to sit up and-look at them.

** Why, what a white shaking child you
look, you are not fit to be up so late, Fay;
why don’t you take more careof yourself ?”’

I was so frightened, dear,” she whis-
pered ; ““I could not bear to leave youno. I
am sure yot are ill, Hugh; do let Saville
help you to bed.”

“Oh, is that Saville?
thought—wéll never mind.
ing the matter with me, Savi

S T e
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The room was hush@d$and the moonlight fell

In broken bands onfthe garret floor;
8o cold and damp—the shadows of death
Had fallen three hours before,

Oh! she was the child of his 014 age,
And she lay in his arms a-dying;

The night-wind crept up the narrow stair
But fled through the window sighing.

H ellow hair fell in sheaves of gold,
breathing was hurried and low,
Hdr miother had died a night like this,
even long years ago,
Day by day, with a terrible love,
A love that was unavailing,
He had watched the light in her blue eyes,
Steadily, hopelessly failing.
“Spare her, good Lm'd,/for she must not die!”
His words were distracted and wild; "
God help him now—for the old man's life
Is bound up in the life of his child.

“Father,” she cried, with a sudden strength,
“Louk, oh! look at it, sailing there!,

The good Lord has sent His silver boat—
He has héard and answered my prayer.

‘It came last night, but you were asleep,
T'he windows were fastened tight ;
held out my arms but it sailed away,
Sailed far away out of sight.”

The o0ld man's eyes were blinded with tears,
As they followed hers to tha sky,

And he saw only the crescent moon
In a storin of clouds drift by.

But a light not born of earth or sky
Shone now in the eyes ot the den; A
“It comes, dear father, it comes she cried,
“For the weary and heavy-laden.
“I shall sail on through the brilliant stars,
To God’s beautiful home on high,
And He will send it again for you
In alittle while. Good-bye.”

The moonlight strayed from the garret floor,
he erescent moon sailed out of sight;
But the old man knew that his wife and child
Had met in God's home that night.
—T'he Quiver,

SIR HUGH'S LOVES.

Well, it was notsuch a dull evening after
all ; neither of them could tell how the
time had passed when Ellerton came in to
say the last train had been due for some
time, and, as Sir Hugh had not returned,
would my lady have the house shut up ;
could it actually be past eleven, and Erle
and she still talking about this wonderful
story.

Fay’s cheeks were quite pink when she
bade Erle good-night; her eyes shining
like stars” Oh, these dear people, she
thought, how strange and sad it all was,
and yet how interesting ; she had made
Erle describe this Crystal over and over
again. She must be an odd girl, she
thought—so passionate and so undisciplined,
and to think she was living with the other
one, with the fair hair and the pretty
smile ; but when she had ‘said this there
had been no answering smile on Erle's
face.

* Yes,” he had returned, seriously, « I
have often wondered to see them such
friends ; they are so utterly dissimilar.
Fern—NMiss Trafford I mean—is gentle and
yielding—more like you, Fay ; and Miss
Ferrers—as I suppose [ ought to call her
—is so high-spirited gnd proud. I often
wonder how Percy dares to make love to
her, but he scems to dare anything.”

Well, I'ay thought about it all when she
went to bed ; she had got used to her big
shadowy room by this time ; she lay wide
awake watching the fire-light flicker and
dance on the walls ; how odd that people
who loved each other so much should
misunderstand each other so strangely ; of

' course Crystal loved this grand-looking
Raby, and yet of her own accord she was
hiding from hin¥; and Fay thrilled with
pity and affectionate sympathy, as she
pondered over the sad story. She tried to
tell Hugh when he returned the next day,
but he was too busy, or else unwilling to
listen to her.

** Yes, I know all about it—1I never cared
very much for the girl,” he said, hastily ;

I thought—I
Tiere is noth-
, is there?”

Fay put Ler head down on thehousekeeper’s
shoulder and cried until she could ery no
longer. ¢ Will he die—will my darling die 2’
was sll she could say at first ; and !.heu she
would ask piteously to go back to him.

But noone ventured to let her cross the
threshold. After this there were two
hospital nurses sent down from London,
and Dr. Conway, a well-known physician
in town, met Dr. Martin in consultation.
Saville and Ellerton were always in the
sick-room when wanted. Everything that
money could procure, or faithful attendance
could give, was lavished on the patient,
but for along time there was no improve-
ment.

If his violence had not banished Fay from
the room his miserable ravings would.

The nurses .were too much accustomed
to such scenes to take much notice of
their patient’s wild talk; but the trusty
old servants, who knew their master’s
secret, shuddercd asthey heard him, for
his talk was always of Margaret. He never
even mentioned his Wee Wifie.

*“ Oh for Margaret !” he cried;, to give
him water to quench his thirst ; for he was
in torment, and no one would give him
drink. Oh for Margaret’s cool “hand—for
Maggie —for his own love Margaret; and
50 on, and so on, through the long hours of
that fevered dream.

How that one idéa beset him !

She was a star, and he went seeking her
through space till he got lost and entangled
in the Milky Way, and revolved madly
through the infinite.

She was in Paradise, standing on the
topmost star of the golden ladder, stretch-
ing out her hands and calling to him to
come to her before the door was shut; and
ever as he tried toclimb, the fiends came
Swarming- from their pits of darkness,
and dragged him down with endless fall-
ings and precipitous crashings, while his
Wee Wifie laughed mockingly from the
distance. R
* Oh for Margaret, Margarct, Margaret !I”’
and so on through the day and through the
night, until they thought it must have killed
him.

Those were terrible days at Redmond
Hall. The very servants nt carefully
about the house with hushed voices, look-
ing after their young mistress with pitying
eyes, as she wandered like a lost spirit from
one room to another, generally followed
by the faithful Janet. Erle came down
once, but Fay®™grew so hysterical at the
sight of her old favorite that Mrs. Heron
was quite frightened, ‘and begged him to
go away ; and, as he could de no good, he
acquiesced very sensibly in this piece of
advice.

Mrs. Heron was growing quite unhappy
about my lady. Nothingshe could say
would make Fay cease from those aimless
wanderings ; she could not eat, she could
not rest,and her fits of weeping seemed
only to exhaust her.

Nothing did her any good -until Dr.
Martin cam® to her one day, and, taking
the thin little hand in his, gave her his
faithful promise that, if the fever abated,
and she were strong enough, she should
help to nurse hinrby and by, but it would
depend upon herself, he said, meaningly ;
and I'ay promised to eat and sleep that she
might be fit to nurse Hugh.

She meant to be ‘good and keep her
promise ; ‘but one evening the longing to
see her husband was too strong for her.

Saville had just gone downstairs for
somcthing and. had left he dressing-room
door ajar.  Fay;gliding down the corridor
in her white dress, caught sight of the half
opened door, and the temptation was too
strong for her ; the next moment she was
mn the dimly lighted room, with her finger
on the handle of the closed door.

It yielded to her touch at once, and Fay's
hungry eyes tried to pierce through the
semi-darkness.

It was the oriel chamber, and Sir Hugh
lay'on the very bed wherc, Mrs. Heron
had solemnly assured Fay, many a Red-
mond had breathed his first and last

“No, Sir Hugh; only it {8 late, and I
expect you are tired, as said.”

* Oh, but she said I was ill’- —very
querulously ; ** T have never had a day’s
illness in my life, have I, Saville? Mrs.
Heron will know ; ask Mrs. Heron—well, I
think I niay as well go to bed and have my
slecp out.”

And the next day he reiterated the same
thing, that there was. nothing the matter
with him, nothing; only they had not
called him at the uswal time, and he had
slept late ; but he _had no appetite, and did
not care to rise.

It was foolish to have tired himself out
50, he owned. But if Fay were good and
would not scold him, she might sit with
him and read something amusing. But
he did not tell her, or Saville cither, that
he had tried to dress himself and had fallen.
back half fainting on the bed, or of the
strange }Klrible feclings that were creeping

ead then, as Fay loukvdintunsrly surprised,
ke added rather irritably:

‘“Itold you we were .old friends once,
and of cqurse’l saw Miss Crystal when I
visited at the Grange; she was never my
taste —handsome, of course, but one could
sce she had a bit of the devil in her—she
had a temper 6f her own,if .you like ; and
Mr. Ferrers spoiled her’7*he was terribly
infatuated—I daresay he is still—men will
be foals sometimes. There, don’t keep me
talking,  Fay ; of course: every one in
Sandycliffe and Singleton knows the story.
I am not so sure that it was not wise of the
girl to run away after all.”

‘“ ITugh must have been very intimate with
them all,” thought Fay when she was left
alone. ‘“ How I wish he were not always too
busy to talk to me. Erle says heis sure
he is killing himself rushing ‘about as he
does, and he does look terribly ill. T wish
he would sge Dr. Martin, but of course my
asking himto do so would only make him
angry. It is very wrong of me, Iam afraid,
but I cannot help longing” to know why
Hugh has quarrclled with themso. I don't
like to vex him, butit seems to me as
though I have a right to know all that
concerns my husband”—aud Fay's throat
swvelled and her eyes ‘grew a little dim.
“DPrhaps when sp. ~t ‘g happens he
will think me older .. vk to me more,”’
she said ; and though'slie was alone a rosy
blush came, over her face.

Fay was very sorry when the time came
for Lrle to go Dback ‘to Belgrave louse :
she would miss him sadly she knew. They
had resumed their old walks and drives,
and I'ay paid visits to Bonnic Bess in her

over him@@ind that made him dread to be
alope. Only I'ay was very disappointed
that he did not scem to hear anything she
read ; or remember & word of it.- It" was
the shooting pain in his head, he told her ;
aad then he laughed ina way that was
hardly mirthful, and said he would try to
sleep.

But that night he never closed his eyes,
and yet the next day he would not allow
I'ay to send for the doctor, though she
begged piteously for permission. Doctors
were old women, he said, and Dr. Martin
especially, It was only the pain in his
head that, kept him awake and made him
so feverish ; but towards the evening his
eyces began to shine beautifully, and he grew.
quite lively and talkative.

He said he was much better, if, only his
Head and hands were not burning like live
coals ; and that he meant if it were fine to
drive Fay. out -in the pony-carriage to-
morrow, and they would go and' call on
. Margaret,

Fay stared, as wellshe might. Did Hugh
mean Miss Ferrers ? she asked, timidly.

And Iugh, speaking thickly, like a
drusken man, said, * Yes, eertenly ! and
why not 2 and he would ask Margarct to
#o . with him to Shepherd’s Corner to.
morrow, and see Tim Hartlebury, who was
lying dying or dead, he. did not know
which ; butv aropos to the Sudbury politics,
and the old Tory mémber, Lord Lyndurst
of Lyndhurst, at whom the Radical RRrty,
with the publican of the ** Green Drake”
at their head, had shield rotten eggs, would
Lady Redmond assure him that the CGirange
was not infested with serpents. The old
hydra-headed reptile had lived there in* his
fether's time, and. there was a youug brood
left, hes heard, that weré« nourished on
Margaret's roses. No, he repeated, if there
were sefpents at the Grange they would
not drive there, for he was afraid of Raby,
and'he hated parsons, for even blind ‘ones
could see sometimes, and they might tell
tales—lics—he said, beating wildly on the
bed-clothes ; lies, every one of them;, and
would'they please take away his Wee Wifie,
for he was tired of her. AmlJ'ny,trombling
very mtuch, called out to, Saville to come
quickly, for Sir Hugh was talking so funnily,
she could not make out svhat he meant.
And Saville, ashe stood and held his
master’'s hands, thought his talk so very
funny that " he summoned Mrs. Heron and
Ellerton at once, while the groom saddled
one of the horses and galloped off fgf Dr.
Martin ; and  when -Dr. Martin arrivel,
and had-seen his patient, the mystery was
soon clé¢ared. it

Sir Hugh ‘had brain fever: and’ that
night Ellerton ahd Saville had to Hold him

follow her over the place like a dog.

Lrle was sorry to go too ; he had grown
very much attached to his new cousin, Mr.
Ferrers was to join him a little later at
Belgrave Housesand he promised to write
and give her full particulars of their visit
to Beulah Place. In his heart he- had. a

»secret longing . to feel Fern's hand in his
again, and to sce her bright welcoming
* I have been lere awhole manth,”
* no wonder Hugh is tired of

he grumbled ;
me by this time.’

I'ay was rather surprised then to receive
a letter from him two or three days after.
wards telling Hen, that Mr. Ferrers' visit
was indefinitely postponed.

* Fverything has gone wrong,” he wrote;
*and the fates, those mischievous, cross-
grainéd old woren with the one eyghetween
them, are dead against us. v

.1 wentover to Beéulah Place the first
evening just to reconnoitre, and was much
digansted 4o hear that  Miss |’.~\\'cnpor1——
Myss Ferrers I mean, only I stick to the
old name from habit—\vas nu sing one of
her puplls. with the mieasles. The little
radcal it is a bow™had refused to be
nursed oy any ‘oneelse : and there she is
in the curate’s houso k pt in durance vile ;
and, to ke matter worse,. there _ip
some talk of her going ont cof town  with
them's

¢ at once, and
ITcr brother
present, she
port was back in
‘hdisappointed, I
Uut he was satistied !
ol hands, and he'!
pointments,” Ldid feel |
old fellow when 1|
read that And the rest of the letter was
filled . gvith lively” descriptions of a ball
where he had met Miss Selby, and danced
with her half the night.
Fay shook her head over {his part of

would defer his visit
until Miss Dave

her old (uagt Howasy
of course, at this delay

for

said,

s iy
is

1® hoor

Erle'sletter.  He was an inforrigible flirt,
she was afraid ; but she mis8ed -him very
much: old Iall seemed” very' quict.
withouts¥irle's spring$ footsteps and merry
whistle, and somehow Fay was a little
quieter-too. i

Yora change was passing over Hugh's

Wee Wifie in those early spring days.

Witlr the newliope there camé a new and
tender expression on her ssveet fate. 4

She “grew child-like afd more
womanly, and day' by day there grew a

~certain. modest' digunity'that becamie her

down in his bed to prevent_ him throwing
himself from the window. “He very nearly
did it once in the.cunning of his madness,
when . they feft him . unguarded for a
moment : and after, that they had toystrap
him. down. . ’ \
They had taken his Wee Witie lfroni"nliim
almost by force'; she had clung to “himsso
't poor maddiugh, asshe called him.
But Mrs. Heron ‘took’the distracted youny
creature in her motherlty drms when Dr.
Martin  brought her downstairs, ahd

breath. It had been found impossible to
move him, but Fay did not remember this
as she stood with beating heart, not daring
to move a step. «

It was very quiet ‘and still—one of the
strange nurses was sitting by the bed with
her face toward the patient ; she had not
heard Fay's stealthy entrance; the next
moment. Fay choked back a sob. that
threatened to rise in her throat, for she
had caught sight at last of the white
changed face that. lay on the pillow ; and
then, regardless of everything“But her love
and longing, she glided quickly to the bed,
and kissing the wide staring eyes,” laid the
shaven head tenderly upon her bosom, -

‘ Oh, my lady !"" exclaimed the nurse, in
a terrified voice, * this is-very wrong—very
wrong indeed.”

*“ Hush—I'am his wife—I have a right
to be here. You know me, do you not, my
darling Hugh 27

Poor Fay ! she had her punighment then;
for Hugh did not know her in the least,
and seemed to shrink from her with horror;
hebegged her to send Margaret to him
—his dear Margaret, and not stand there
like some white horrible statue dressed up
in grave-clothes.

‘* You had better go, my lady, you. are
only exciting him,” observed the nurse.
quietly ; and Fay wrung her hands and
hurried from the room. Saville found her
crouchingagainst the dressing-room door,
with her face hidden in her hands, and
fetched Mrs. Heron at once to coax her
away ; but Fay hardly seemed to under-
stand their meaning ; her face had a white,
strained look upon it as Mrs. Heron put
her arm round her and led her tenderly to

her room.
CHAPTLER XX.
‘‘ LITTLE JOYCE."?
In tho cré® fire of eorrow
Cast thy heatt, do not faint or wail,
Let thy heart be firinand steady,
Do not let thy spirit quail ;
But wait till the trial be over
And take thy heartagain ;
For as gold is tried by fire,
A heart mnust betried by pain,
Adelaide Anne Procter.,
“Oh, my ‘lady, what .will Dr. Martin'
say?” exclaimed Mrs. Heron, asshealmost
lifted her young mistress.on to thé .couch,
and stood over her rubbing her hands. It
was a warm April -evening, but Fay was
shivering and hertecth chattering as though
with cold.
*“ What does it matter what he says?”
returned Fay ; the girl's lips weré white,
and there was still a scared look in her
eyes. ~““Is that why they would not let me
see him—because they have cut off his hair
and nsade him loek so unlike himself, and
because he talks so strangely ?”
“ Yes, my lady, and for, your own good,
and because—" but Fay interrupted her
excitedly.
“ My good ? #8 though anything could
do me good while my darling husband
suffers so crm-llf\’". Oh, Mrs. Heron, would
you believe it ? he did not know me: he
looked as though ‘he were ‘afraid of me,
his own wife : he told me to go away and
wot touch. him, and to send Margaret?
Oh," with a, sort of restless despair in her
voice, * who is this Margaret of whom he
always speaks 2" . %
Mrs. Heron's comely face paled a little
with surprise—as she told Lllerton after-
wards, she felt at that mement as though a
feather sould have knocked her down. My
heart was in my aouth,” she observed,
feelingly, * when I heard the pretty
creature say those words, - who is this
Margaret of whom he alxays speaks.” Oh,
I was all 7T 'a tremble when I heard ger,
and then all’ at once> I remembered Miss
Jdyce, and i€ came to me as “a sort of
inspiration.” S
* Lo you know who he means ?""continued
Fay, languidly. 4
“* Indeed, my lady, there is no telling,”
returned the good housckeeper, cautiously ;
‘“itisoftgn the case with people in fever
that they forget all about the present, and
just i back to past days; and so it may
be Sir'diugh thinks about the little sister
who died.when he was a lad at school, and

soothed her as thoughsshe were & child,

j of whom he was go fond.”

“ Bir Hugh never told me he had had a

sister,” replied Fay, roused to some anima-

tion at this. ¢ Was her name Margaret ?”

* Yes, tobe sure.” But Mrs Heron fore-

bore to mention that the child had always

been called by her second name Joyce. “ Ay,

she was a pretty little dear, and Master

Hugh—I mean Sir Hugh—doated on her ;

she had the whooping-cough very badly,

and Miss Joy—I mean Miss Margaret was
always delicate, and it just carried her
off.”

* And my husband was fond of her?”
was the musing reply, “ and yet it seems
strange that he should go back all those
years and think of his baby sister.”

‘I don’t think Dr. Martin would say it
was strange if you were to ask him, my
lady,” was the diplomatic answer.  We
might mention it to-morrow, and see what
he says. You may depend upon it that
folk travel backwards in their mind when
the fever gets hold of their brain. Most
likely he is thinking a deal of his mother
and Miss Margaret, for he was always an
affectionate lad was Master Hugh.”

‘“Dear Margaret ! that was what he
called her.”

Ay, no doubt, precious little lamb. I
can see her now, with her curly head and
white frock, as she pelted Master Hugh
with rose-leaves on the lawn. Now, my
lady, you are only fit for bed, and there is
not a morsel of color in your face, and
Ellerton says you hardly touched dinner.
Now, I am going to bring you upa glass of
wine and a sandwich, and you will let Janet
help you undress.” 3

Fay was too weary to resist. What did
it metter, she thought again; but with
her usual sweet courtesy she thanked Mrs.
Heron, and tried to swallow a few mouth-
fuls, though they seemed to choke her, but
she was glad when they left her alone.
Sleep ? how was she to sleep, with this
nightmare of horror oppressing her? Again,
the poor shaven head was lying in her
bosom. " She was kissing the wide staring
eyes. Why had he pushed her from him ?
‘“ Oh Hugh, you ought to have known me,”
she sobbed, as she tossed wearily in the
darkness. Janet who was sleeping in the
adjoining room, heard her onceand came to
her bedside.

‘* Were you calling me, my lady ?” she
asked.

‘* No, Janet,” answered  tho poor child.
“I am only crying becuase I am go
unhappy.” 4

‘ Better go to sléep, my lady,” was
Janet’s sympathising reply ; « things seem
always worse in thedark ; most likely we
shall hear the master .is better to-morrow.
Saville says he hasa deal of strength in
him and will cheat the doctors yet ;”’ and
somehow this homely consolation soothed
Fay, and by and by she slept the unbroken
sleep of youth.

Dr. Martin listened to Mrs. Heron's
account with a very grave face the next
morning, but he chose to make light of the
whole affair to Fay.

‘“ You hardly deserve to be told that this
escapade of yours, Lady Redmond, has
done our patient no harm,” he observed
in & half-joking voive._ “ Sir Hugh is
"quieter to-day—much ‘quicter. I should
not be surprised if there be decided im-
provement in a few hours, but,” as Iay’s
eyes filled with tears of thankfulness, * it
was a very risky thing to do, and as you
deserve to be punished for it, I must insist
that these ponies of yours, who are eating
their heads off with idleness, shall be put
in harness at once, and you will please take
a long drive that will ' not bring you within
sight of Redmond Hall for the next two
hours.”

Tay laughed at tha ‘Doctor's grim face,
but she was ready to promise him obedience
if Hugh were better ; she was quite willing
to take the drive; sko rang and ordered
the ponies at once, and toolk the rains in
her own hands. The fresh spring sunshine
was delicious ; the soft breezes seemed
laden with messages of hope. Dr.. Martin
was right when he ordered that drive.
Fay’s little pale face looked less miserable
as she restrained her ponies’ frolics. She
found herself listening to the birds and
noticing the young spring foliage with her
old interest as they drove through the
leafy lancs. Fay had just turned her ponics’
heads towards "a winding road that led
straight to the, shore, when the frisky
little animals shied playfully at a lady in a
grey cloak who was standing by the hedge
looking at a nest of young linnets. As
she turned I'ay saw ‘that it was DMiss
Ferrers, and involuntarily chocked her
ponies, and at the same moment Miss
Ferrers stepped into the road.

‘“Oh, Lady Redmond)’ she said, and
Fay wondered why she was so pale. Had
she beey ill too ? ~“*This isa most unex-
pected pleasure. Maf#I—may I"—hesitat-
ing for a moment, * ask you to stopjand
speak to me ?”

‘ Certainly,” returned Fay; and with
quick impulse she handed the rains to the
groom; and sprang into the road. * Take
the ponies up aud down, Ford; T shall
not be long. I.was just going down-en the
beach for a breath of sen-air,” she con-
tinued, ‘turning to Margaret, ““ and I am so
glad T have met you, because sve can go
together,” for “she thought Hugh would
certainly not mind her exchanging a fow
courteous words with - Miss Ferrers when
they met face to face ; besides Miss Ferrers
had asked to speak to her.

‘I wanted to know—but of course 1 sce
by your face—that Sir Hygh is better,”
began Margafet, but her dry lips would
hardly fashion the words.

‘ Oh yes,"” returned Fay, eagerly. * Dr.
Martin says he is quicter, much quicter,
this morning, and he hopes to find de.
cided improvement in a few hours ; oh;
Miss Ferrers, itshas been such a terrible
time, I do not know héw I have lived
through it.” -

‘It must have been dreadful for you,
and your are looking ill yourself, Lady
Redmond,” with a pitying’ glance at the
small white face that looked smaller and
thinner since she saw it last.

*I do not' know how I have hder,”
returned Fay, simply. ** | sceincd o have
no feeling, the time passed somchow, it wis
always meal-time, and one could hot out,
and then night eame, but it was not al v ys
possible to slecp. 1 was always ‘waniler-
ing about, and it did not scem casy to pray,
and then they came and told me it was
wrong to gricve so, but how could I help
G

“ Was there noone to gome toyou, to be
with you, I mean ? L\u\]’n) shook hcr
head. s 2t

—
T be continued.)

A Terrible Threat * "
An Irigh laborer in Boston was starting
out-ongsmorning for his work-and a smeall
boy of 3 or 4 years insisted on trotting
along after him. The father kept - telling
the dirty"little morsel of humanity . to go
back, but the urchin kept steadily on,
until they eame to a place where it was
necessary to cross ‘the street. . Ilére #ye
fatheg turned to his offs ring, with an air
of oneSpeaking a great finalityg. “ Now,
Patsy,"Zhe said, sternly, * if yez don’t be
afthergoin’ straight away home this blessed
minute I won't niver git yezon the police
force.” The little Frish mite stopped as if
a spell had” arrested his footsteps . Ile
looked up at his stalwart father, to see if
it"were possible thathe could mean any-
thing so terrible, and 'then, perceiving no
relenting in the faceabove him, he tugned
on his-tracks like a flash, and ran home
with all the swiftmess his little legs €ould
compass.—ZLhe Argonant.
5 te— bl
Royal weddings ought to be nunierous
within fhe next few '}anths Recent
statistics point out tlmsi‘hth('n- are now in”
Europe 108 pripces and sikty-six princesses
of marriageable age.. Only six of these are
betrothed. > ’
Cclery,gparsley. thyme, summser SAVOry
saue, ete., should be dried gnd pulverize
and put away in glass jars for use-next
w.nter.

CULINARY REOIPES,

HUCKLEBERRY PUDDING.
Make a crust as for tea biscuit. Line
the bottom and sides of a pudding dish,
pourin one pint of berries, strew sugar and
flour over them ; cut squares of the dough
and lay on this ; add another pint of ber-
ries, sweeten and flout as before; then put
about a tablespoonful of good vinegar into
this and cover with a crust with a large
opening in the centre and bake one hour.
Serve with cream and sugar.

A COOD BREAKFAST DISH. >
Cut cold boiled potatoes into small pieces,
add three hard boiled eggs chopped, a table-
spoon of butter, a pinch of cayenne pepper,
a cup of sweet milk, season to taste. Heat
thoroughly.

MINCED VEAL.

Take three pounds of cooked veal, chop,
add three beaten eggs, four rolled crackers,
butter size of an egg, pepper and salt well ;
press into a crock and bake an hour. When
cold turn out and slice down on a platter.
It is very nice for lunch.

GREEN CORN PUDDING

Grate a dozen ears of green corn,add one
quart of sweet milk, one-quarter pound of
butter, four well-beaten eggs, pepper and
salt to taste. Bake one hour and a half in
a buttered dish.

POTATO SOUP.

Pare and cut into small pieces four good-
sized potatoes, boil tender; add a quart of
good-sweet milk, season with salt and pep-
per, butter the size of an egg. Make a
dough as for pot pie, cut intosmall squares,
drop into the kettle while boiling. Boil for
twenty minutes. Serve while hot.

FRIED TOMATOES,

Select smooth, hard tomatoes, wash and
wipe .but do not pare them, cut in halves
and lay the cut side in flour. Melt some
butter slowly and pour offsthe top, in which
to fry the tomatoes, being careful not to
pour in the sediment. Let the butter get
hot in the pan, then lay in the tomatoes,
the floured side down, and watch closely
that they do not burn; turn as soon as
brown. A sauce is by some considered an
addition. Put a small cup of milk in the
pan after taking out the tomatoes, season
with salt and thicken with a teaspoonful of
corn starch ; when it boils pour it over the
tomatoes.

BAKED DAMSONS FOR WINTER USE.

Choose some fruit not too ripe. Toevery
pound of fruit allow six ounces of sugar.
Put the fruit into large stone jars, sprink-
ling the sugar amongst it ; cover the jars
with saucers; place in a moderate oven and
bake until  perfectly tender. When cold,
cover the jar with a piece of paper to just
fit, pour over it melted suet about three-
quarters an inch thick, then tie the jars
down with thick brown paper. Keep in a
cool, dry place.

STEWED TOMATOES.

Pare and cut in pieces large ripe -toma-
toes, put into a saucepan and stew briskly
twenty minutes; season with salt and
pepper, a teaspoon of butter and a table-
spoon of sugar; stir into thi
grated bread trumbs. Serve while hot!

—————ge

Latest from Ireland.

The Orange Hall at Plaster, near Dun-
dalk, was burned to the ground on the 17th
August.

Rev. Thos. Fullerton, late -of Dromore,
county Down, isin custody charged with
forging a cheque on the Belfast Bank for
£350.

At Dublin on the 13th Aug. a discharged
soldier cut the throat of his sister and then
his (lnvn, both dying on removal to the hos-
pital.

The minutes of the Géneral
the Irish Presbyterian Church - for 1887
show that 719 members attended the last
meeting.

The Ennis Board of Guardians have
passed a resolution strongly condemning
the dastardly and diabolical attempt to
blow up the West Clare Railway bridge.

William Carruthers, manager of the
Ulster Bank at Monsaghan, has been com-
mitted for trial at Armagh, charged with
forging 95 bills, amounting to the total of
£1,325.

Three persons

Aésembly of

have been drowned in
Lough Corrib while on a boatingexcursion,
viz.: Professor Thompson, Galway ; Mr,
Kinkead, son of Du. Kinkead, Galway ; and
Mr. Roberts, son of a clergyman at
Oughterard. |

While Mr. Tweedy Scott, a Scottish gen-
tleman visiting .somé, friends at Beélfast,
was endeavoring to entér the cave of Cave
Hill, near Belfast, the otherday, he missed
his foothold - and fell 40 feet, sustaining
shocking injuries, from which he is not
likely to recover.

precautiond are

zen Meats in Siberia,
No required fe» the
prescivation of bécf, for it takes ca.n of
itself.  Nearly all butchers kill at the
beginning of cold weather a sufficient num-
ber of animals to furnish provisions for the
entire winter and allow the meat to freeze,
There is no fear of any food changing i
such a temperature. The fish ‘become so
solid and stiff that they are set up_on their
tails aganinst the walls "of the markets, be
the tail ever so long and the fish ever so
heavy.

Often fruits presetved in ico are placed
upon the table of the Siberian evening
meal, the method of kecping” them being
similar to thattemployed wifh meats. As
soon as tha severe cold sets in they are
exposed to'the air, if possible toward the
north, where there is no san to reach them ;
they thus becomb completely  frozen.
When eaten they are found to have retained
their flavor marvellously, notwithsta‘ndilm
their change from a frozen rigidity to the
thawed state necessary for use.. At the
moment of being served they are usually as
hurd-as wood, and, if they chance to fall,
rattle like stones upon: the tloor. The heat
of the rooni -_:-*nln:\l]): softens them and
assume theiv original Torm,—Youth's o )i
anion, )

A Suggestion.

<\ Dallas lndy was giving. her daughter
1ustructions in ctiquette And how to acquire
a husband. £ ¢ :
“If & gentleman enters the room cti-
qnett® demands that you arise from your
scat and advance a few steps to meet  him,
with & bright, sunny smile,”
“But suppose no gentlemen ever, conies
intg.the roouni 9
* Theut of course yi don’t change your
position ; “you remainyjust as you are,’'-—
Harper's Magazine.
Lt AT
Applying a Text,
Sljmhxy School Teacher— You seem to
remember what ¢ was told would be the
penalty of her disobedience, but I don’t
think you quite understand it, “Now, in~a
family, awho ‘is called’ the head of the
? Little (Jirlf——'l')re)onr- who does the-
bossing; the one whe difects its . affairs,
Teacher—Now, whb does ? Little Gir]l-—
Mamma. Teather—Well, she directs tle
servants; but who sometimes. makes her
do things she don't want to very much ?
Teacher—I do.—Omak@World;
——

Business Dull,
Clefgyman—How is your “health' this
summer? I trust you ha%e been well dur.
ing the sultry Weather ?

3

U
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Cler,

v

buried a living
Citizen.

The Venctia
f)‘:j:y’ring te & night service
lislied: on
he labor market in,Venice
disturbed
on strike and t

ndertaker—Pretty well, thank you.
gyman—And how is business ?
ndertaker—Poor, poor. I _ haven't

soul for weeks.—Lowell |
|
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FALL STYLES,

What will be Worn: by Ladies on their
vharming Little Heads,
(From Gaolignani’s Messenger, Pavis.)

The milliners, as is usual, are the first to

enter the field with new styles for the com-

ing season.  Despite the warm weather,

which renders difficult a_just appreciation

of hats in felt and bonnets in velvet, and of
fur bands for trimming, it must be con-

fessed that the new winter fashions for
headgear are very tasteful. Velvet, dotted
with minute spangles in gold, silver or
steel, or embroidered with gold thread and
spangles, forms the richest material for
bonnets. Bands of astrakhan or sealkin or
of curled ostrich feathers will be much used
for trimming. Felt hats and bonnets in
white or pale gray are shown, the former
trimmed with pale gray satin ribbon and
ostrich tips of the same hue. White felt
bonnets with brims in ruby or sapphire vel-
vet are very successful. There is but little
variation in the shapes of the winter bon-
nets so far. The close capote form, and
that with a pointed brim and with flat sides,
maintain their place in popular favor.§

LOW CROWNS FOR HATS.

Hats will be worn with much lower
crowns than they were last season. The
prevailing form will be the cavalier shape,
with low set crown and a wide brim raised
at the back and held in place by a bow of
satin ribbon. In white felt, with the inside
of the brim of a delicate grey and all the
trimmings in the latter hue, this ‘style is
peculiarly elegant. Toque hats, with the
crown high in front and sloping downward
to the briin at the back are also shown.

A bonnet with the crown and sides in
black velvet, embroidered with jet and
and having the front in a lattice work pat-
tern of jet beads and bugles, was trimmed
with three orfour exquisite deep pink roses
and buds without foliage. Pheasant and
peacock plumage will be a_good deal used
in the construction of bonnets, the former
in combination with chestnut brown velvet
and the latter with dark green.

GAUZE SCARF VEILS, N i i

Scarfs of tulle or of gauzeare now & good
deal worn with the new sailor shaped hats.
One end of the scarf is attached to the
inner edge-of the crown at the back, and it
is then wound loosely around the wearer's
throat. Sometimes two long narrow scarfs
instead of one wide one are employed.
These are crossed under the chin and the
ends are thrown over the shoulders ; but
the double scarf is less graceful than the
single one. Cream white or pale straw
color are the usual shades employed, but
when the hatis inred or fiarine biue straw
red gauze is used with very excellent effect.

PARASOLS.

The gauze and tulle parasols have wholly
vanished, and have been replaced by those
in blue taffetas, or in.black and white
pekin, with the stripes made up around
the frame. A very elegant style of parasol
is in black taffetas or black satin, painted
by hand in one of its divisions with a large
cluster of pale tinted roses, with buds and
foliage. “The parasol is finished with deep
rufiles of Chantilly lace. Birds are occa.
sionally used to decorate the apex- of the
parasol, but the fashionh is more eccentric
thafr elegant, cspedially when very large
birds, such as doyés or paroquets, are thus
employed. {

NOVELPIES IN TOILETS.

A costume lately remarked'at Trouville
was in an. entirely novel style, It was
composed “of a long polonaise, or rather
princess cut dress in white voile, slightly
draped . over a plaited skirt of the same
material. It was bordered all round with
a worsted lace of a telagram blue color and
of a Gothic pattern, haying long points in
the upper edge, which they let into the
material, thus formitig deep  scollops
bordered with the lacd’ The sleeves were
shirred to the elbow, and were finished
with full rufiles edged with the lace. The
corsage was also shirred in front in.full
narrow plaits from the throat to the waist.
From England @mes a new and artistic
idea for ladies’ dress, which is to wear
toilets in white or in black taffetas painted
by hand with designs of flowers in watér
color. One of these dresses, which was
simple in style, but elaborately p;\imdﬂq
was in white taffetas, the skirt covered
with four gathered flounces pinked at the
edge.  Lach flounce was bordered with a
garland of wild roses painted in water
colors. A very wide sash of the same silk
was looped at the back of the skirt and
was painted to correspond, the garland
running through the centre of the sash.
The corsage was -cut open ina V sliape,
and had a spray of wild roses painted at
one side on the flat bias folds ot silk that
edged the opening

— e .
Carnegie’s Scottish Purchases,

It aninounced that M.
Carnegic is ‘gbout to purchase Aboyne
Castle, the maghificent estate  of the
Marquis of Iuritly, who passed through
New York about a fortnight azo on his way
to England. The sale, if it docs take pl
is miore likely to benefit Lord Huntly ‘s
creditors than himsclf, for there is ha fya
square foot of the donrain which is not
overburdened with heavy mortgages. There
really secms to be'a kind of curse rc sting
on this Gordon family, one. of .the nob)
and most ancientin Scotland. The Marquis
i3 the head of the clan. Heis so persistently
in debt that even lris father-in- aw, the
wealtlly banker, Sir Cunliffe Btrooks,
refused to come forward any more to help
him out of his financial difficulties. In 1581
he was the hero of a very painful scandal
i London, which involved his sudden
resignation of the captaincy of the
Queen’s  Body  Guard  of Gentle-
men-at-Arms, and a Pprecipitate  de-
parture for the wilds® of Albania in
order to avoid arrest.and a eriminal prose-
cution. The matter was one in which the
words ** fradulent signatures’ and ‘¢ fraud-
| ulent mortgnes repeatedly cropped up,
| sonly with difiicalty . compounded
ther-indaw, who did not wish his
orenet to be dragged through
'ts 8f justice. T rsonully, Lord
n charming fellow, extreme ly
handsome, elegant and with a very winning
way about him. . His eyves, however, arc
unsgtisfactory and unsettled. His sister
has the niisfortune to be the invalid wife of
the Earl of Lonsdale—of Violet Cameron
fame, shile his brother, Lord Granville
Gordon, appeared some cighteen months
840 before'the publicias the part proprictor
of a disreputable gambling hell, which hed
got into trouble with® the police. Iady
Granville Gordoris the well-knowa Boni
street milliner, Who trades under the nanie
of Mme: Ivy & Co.—New York World.
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The Latest Dodge.

The infring if the Scotth Ae hav.
inga lively ti in Ht#ystead, seven of
them hdving beén “fingd last weck. Some
difficulty ‘wvas experienced in ! tWo
ses, ted to
bysthe liquor scllers in the place known us |,
“Thelaved The person desiring ligite
Kas“to go through a long-corridor, when h
comes tPa wicket in the wall. On making
known his wants a hand appears with the
desiréd  drink in a bottle, but no face or
form is visible.-—Jzi. sisquoi (Que.) Record.
>
amusing incidents of
this non-copyriuht period, savs the lite rary
editor of the v York 7ribuné, is the
advertisement of.. the California
adapter  of Rider Haggard's ¢ She
announcing that he has sold a share of his
dramatization, has copyrighted ths same
and will _ progccute anybody infringing
upon it. So.thatif My. Haguard atte mpted |
to bring out in this country an adaptation
by himself of his owr book he could be
legally forbidden to make usc of his own
property. |

~A ticklish position—that of the fly on !
the bald head. : !
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FEMALE KLEP’I‘OI’;ANIACS.‘

How Women in Polite Society Get the Best

of Tradesman and l‘nd.

The world would be surprised to know
how many kleptomaniacs there are in
polite society. A well-known dry goods
man says he has a customer who steals
about as regularly as she purchases. He
makes out a rough estimate of her pilfer-
ings, and the bill is never disputed by her
(lixusba.ndd, who knows too well that the

emands aie just. There is a young, r-
ried woman in one of the wea.lihieaﬁ !;%m_‘
lies, who can spend a fortune a year on
little things, and yet she will pick up and
appropriate the merest trifles. She
despoils her friend’s parlor of small arti-
cles. A work-basket is g happy hunting
ground for her. On an €asy calculation
she’must have one hundred pairs of scis-
sors. In any of the houses where she
habitually calls, if neelcs, threads and
thimbles are miss ng, e inquiry is heard :
‘ Has Mrs. —— Lee . here thig morning ?’}
A Broad\vay baker,“to whose s} op it is the
custom for ladies to go to luncheon, has the
family of this kleptom®minc among his
customers. lIe makes out his monthly
bill for all that he leaves at the house,
and then puts in the mysterious
charge: * Lunch loss, $25.”” She is in the
habitof going to the Broadway establish-
ment, eating a couple of dollars’ worth, and
then greeting the cashier with an inventory
of 50 cents’ worth. She will smilingly
point out doughnuts and crullers and an
occasional ginger snap as having formed
her meal ; whereas, she has steadily eaten
her way round the shop, munching 10 cent
tarts and 15 cent eclaires. It would never
do to let her loose in the wine cellars, as
the trusting Dublin restaurant keepers do
with their customers. There are many
places in honest old Daublin where you take
your glass and go by vourself to the moldy
old cobwebbed cellgr, surrounded by casks
on .whose aged head you can read tho
legend of their vintage.” You make your
selection, help yourself, go back to the sir-
{le landlord ‘in the little tap room above

tairs, tell him what you have ‘drunk, have
a settlement, and go your way. Our New
York young lady would spend an afternoon
sampling, come up plum full of Lachryma
Christi, and tender the deluded boniface
the price of one glass of cider.

A dressmaker wastelling of her troubles.
A wealthy lady was shown .into a parlor,
the other day, and left for a few minutes
to herself. Just before this visit another
customer had bought some rare lace to uvo
in the manufacture of ‘a ball dress. Tl
| was carelessly thrown into the upper
drawer of a cabinet. When, a few minutes
later, it'was brought to the workroom, the
forewoman sent word that the quantity
was insufficient for the design, and the
owner was mnetilicd. The lady came
promptly. “She had measured the, lace
herseif, bought it herself, and if theve were
five yards to the bad, it had been taken in
the liouse. But that was impns-,-i\bln, urged
the dressmaker, as no one had béen in the
room but Mrs. , and not one of the
employees. “ Say no more,” laughed
the owner of the lace. “ We .know
where the lace is, if Mys. —
has  been in its ncighborhood.” The
poqr dressmaker had her cyes opened to
many a petty loss since the kleptomnniac
had favored her with her custom, but she
had a good deal of nerve. She tbok the
remnant of lace and rode in a Fifth avenuc
stage to Iifticth street.  She wasadinitteéd
to the august presence on thuat August
afternoon, and she said she thought—i
fact, she knew—five yards of lace belong-
ing to Mrs. Smith had been inadve
wrapped up with the pieze of Mrs.
dress; that Mrs.—— had carricd it.aw ay
tohave a hat made from, because Matlilde,
her purchase clerk, had been in the room
of the parlor and %ecen Mrs gather up
the pieces of silk and lace, of course, wholly
by mistake. So  the thicf, professing
astonishment at her carelces ess o went off
and found that snch an accident had 1 ally
occurred,”handed over thv > ofha there
the matter ended.—Nge York Lettor.
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Timber Profits,

An Albany correspondent of the Gaides
ers’ Monthly gixes the actual  amount of
timberedwn ('uﬁr‘.;hc farm of I. G. Smock,
of Holmmdel, N oune portion of which,
containing thirty-seven hwidreths of an
acre or fifty.-nine square rod produced
1,406 five holed fence posts, which sold at
10 cents each ; 150 smaller posts . at 15
cents eacli, and 250 stakes at 5 cente,
amounting to $507.40, or at the rate of
3L,614 an acre.  Other portions of the
farm gaye 4,000 posts at 40 cents cach or
31,600, besides smaller amounts.” The cost
of cutting, dre ing and boringis not stated.
The trees were raised on broken portions of
the farm, too rouch for ti and were
cut nine years They were planted gt
intervals since 1830, the average age of the
trees being about fifty years, The managc-#
ment which they recaved is not stated, On
the measurcd portion it will be perceived
that the annual profit per acre on the

vth of the trees, not. includi 4 interest,

Ta2 s result-appests to have
: i rough land which “was
not subjected to celtivation, i ould  be
intercgting to krow what eou I from
wood, well cultivato Gl 11 L cub
over it Zaasnow coverad with a
laxif hand:®he young trees”
which have sprung up froy “the ¢ uttings.
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Advantage of Low Ceilings,

for dwell-
more readily
i dwellings

Theadvantages of low ceili
ings, on atcount of their be ing
and completely ventiluted th
that are high ceiled, are now v ry generally
admitted by builders and sa: tarians, The
view taken of this matter, from the stand-
point of health, is, brietly, that the leakage
of air which is always going on Keeps all
parts of the air in motdon in such rooms,
vhercsas, if, the ceiling is higher, only the
lower part 'of the air is moved, and an in-

Uake of «foul and hot air is left float.

¢ above window tops.
A curr of frésh ir circulat
ing guly intlre lower parts of the room,
while the upper portion of the air is left
unaffected, is really the worst way of ven-
tilating, for the stagnant atn :pheric lake
under the coi although motionless,
keeps actively at work under the law of the
diffusion eof “wascs, fouling the fresh cur-
rents circulating beneath it. With low
ceilings and high wi idows no such accu-
Hation ol air is postible, for the whole
height of the room is siwe pt by the currents
as.the dust of the floor is swept with a
broom. in, it is urged itv-behalf of low
czilings that they possecs” the advantage of
nabling rooms to be warmed with less ex-
penditure of heat and less cost for fuel,
-
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Trouble to Conie,

nin husbands changes sameas it

verything clse. \ spell ago he
rad to he a coachmun to be au  fuit. Now
It 15 necessary for himdo be a Mongolian
1 order to be 1p style.. Soon the windows
of Chinese lnundrymen will be so darkened
by fashionable girls in search of husbands
that it will be nec ssary to light the gas so
that work can go on.— 7 Sirtings.

-
Had Only One Married,

Brown, who has married cldest of
seven girls, tried te quarrel with his mother
in l.u“ the other eve ing. “ Brown,” said
she, “/1:am not going to ru
tion by quarrcllihg with you. Wait till
my,other girls yre married. At present,
as a mother-in-law, I am only an amateur.’

the

In my reputa-

rined by the

alking upon
1pon somr phx]an;_
thropist to férm Socicty for the Dige
couragement of Track Walking.” The
railroads of/the country should forn such a
gociety andaccomplish the object by ebolish®
ing grade grogsings.

The Pittsin
number of people k
the railroad trach
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