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ally Bittersi.or proparati e e | Thatwhich yehaye hold fagt il TCome™= L pontierian, also. - His ‘servants say eo withSihntius Larib; in surplide’ and'stole, his eyes | ness. Somelimes made some of them: usefi .Wegre lookinE’ for ithe~colonel's little
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Mr, Abbott, quite,olvillyy o . niy

« Haven't:Ef" growls Black Giles ; « that's
_all you-know} abonit it; I.have seeun her.
.Bhe's; :!gere, ;and 1 wieh: she'were anywhere
‘elze, KeopingPhonest people from'their slesp,
‘Bhe/s'in there frst enough if!yon: want her.
"Why,. doesn'ti her.‘own dad: come after her?

trades, 'you know. :This' fellow: was one of
them; " Bleaford; 115 Tame 18-2Giles Bleaford,
a 'harmless hegg'aé but [1azy; a8 the deucsl,

is_sugpécted of ‘a leaning: Rome-ward;but it
cetlainly,does not- extend. to his nose; -which
Jiasnubi-’ A’ pretty, curly-haired boyin the
-purple silk andsn6wy laces of acolyte,stands

them ; all Brightbrook says it, a8 Yie rides by,
3| monarch*'of all' he surveys, pompous . and
: % |/stoty ;Colonel Ventnor saysit witha-ehrug,
' . .-].and holds rather aloof from him, although:his:

+)claret and cigarp are, Jike Ciesar's wife, above
zeproach, and ke is-the -only man of quite his*

Lomt ot W s
‘Ho! my, patrons,J am cominge,

. » Gripsack” in my band;: .-
. pon’s, forgel-it,”, I am drumiming
.In the .-.'-.choaep’bqnd." -

therewith,  that is {ntended to.mislesd and
cheat the public, or for any), preparation put
in any form, pretending:to ba'the same &8

Hor Brrezss, Thefgg’g}ﬁn@& ave cluster, of { cronia— o - ot 0
Gresy HOPs' (notice “this): printéd on the | byeourordera, T-am‘coming;

PRV ORAA

Think I, must do #pmethipg for him for"old,
.ficquiathtance BRESN Gpt?; Taige fajhily too—
lots of boys and girls—guite, & ¢numerous,

"plowly swioging bis cenagr; vice Master Gevfi-
‘vey Lainar, retired. Geoffrey Lamar is there

R

P s 2 "So" hold ¢ them linger still; ..
white Iabe}, and aré:the purest and hest medi- ‘
cine on earthy espedially for Kidngy, Liver
and Nervous Diseases.  Béiwars of a1l others,
and of all pretended formulas or-recleptsof
Hor Brrrsrs published in papers or for sale
as they are frauds and swindles. Whoever
deals in any but the genuine will be prose-

I X

" Hob Birragi Mr. Co., :
s 1, t7p 7 Bochester; N. X.
L TTROEWAY KEWS.

. .. The earnings of the 1ntercolonial Railway
‘of (Oaniada for the month of April amounted
$224,251, a8 against $174,944 for game period
in 1881. Increase, $49,307.

The Central Vermont Railroad Company

has issued a concise snd comprehensible table |
_of the arrangement of tralns, which will be ...

_of considerable service to travellers. ..
The earnlngs of the Grand Trunk Rallway

for the week ending May 6, amounted to{

$202,099, as agalnst $206,091 for same pe-
riod last year, showing a decrease of $3,992.

The earnings of the Q,, M. 0. & O, Bail-
wsy for the week ending May Bth, 1882,
amounrited to $20,668.89, against $15,796.20 in

*1881, an increase of $4,872.69. The aggregate
- “traffic recelpts from 1st January to May Bth,
1882, 17 weeks, were §$342,337.05, a8 against
$372,058.42 in 1881, an locrease of $70,
278.63,
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REST AND COM¥ORT TO THK
SUFFERIN

.« BROWN'S HOUSEHOLD ' PANACEA
has no equal for relieviog pain, both internal
and external. It cures Pain in the Side
Back or Bowels, Sore Throat, Rheumatism,
Toothache, Lumbsgo and any kind of a Pain
or Ache. It will most surely quicken the
Blood and Heal, as its acting power ls won-
derful.” . ¢ Brown's Housebold Panaces,”
being acknowledged as the great Pain Be-
Hever, and of double the strength ot any
other Elixir or Liniment in the world, shouid
be in every family handy for use when
wanted, “aa it really is the best remedy in
the world for Cremps in the Stomach, and
. Pains and Aches of all kinds,” and ig for sale
. by all Druggisst at 25 cents a bottle. [G26
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TARKE CARE OF THE LITTLE ONES,

Children are the mother’s idol, the father’s
pride; they are entrusted to your care to
guide and protact, to fill positlons of honor
and trust. If you truly feel the responsibility
of your trust, and want to make the duties of
your ofice as light and pleasant as possible,
don't allow a slight cold to prey upon the
little ones, for even a single day or night may
reveal the drended destroyer, Croup, but a
fow doses of DOWN'S ELIXIR, if taken in
season, will banich it, as well as Whooping
Conghb, Bronchitis, and s}l throat and lung
affections. Ior sale by all dealers in medi-
cine. Price 25 cents and $1 per bottle.

———ert R~ AR —— e
Consumption Cured.

Sixce 1870 Dr. Snerar has ¢ach year sent
from this office the means of relief and cure
to thousands afilicted with disease. The
correspondence necessitsted by this work be-
coming too heavy for him, I came to his aid.
He now feels constrained to relinguish it en-
tirely, and has placed in my bands the for-
mula o that simple vegetable remedy dis-
covered by an East India missionary,
and tound 8o effective for the speedy
and permanennt cure of Consump-
tion, Bronchitls, Catarrh, Asthma and
all Throat snd Lung Diseases; also a posi-
tive and radical cure for Nervous Debllity
and all Nervous Complaints. Its remarkable
curative powers have been proven In many
thousand cases, and, actuated by the desire to
relieve suffering humanity, 1 gladly assume
the duty of waking it known to others. Ad-
dress me, with stamp, naming this paper,
and I will mail you, free of charge, the recipe
of this wonderful remedy, with tull directions
for its preparation and use, printed in Ger-
man, French or English.—W. A, Novzs, 149
Powsr's Block, Rochester, N.¥Y.  16-13e0w
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MOTHERS! MOTHERS!! BIOTHERS! !

Are you disturbed at night and broken of
your rest by a sick child suffering and crying
with the excruciating pain of cutting teeth ?
If go,goat once and geta bottle of MRS.
WINSLOW’'S SOOTHING SYRUP. It will
relieve the poor little sufferer immediately—
wepend upon it ; there is no mistake abontit
*t'here is not a mother on'earth who has ever
used it, who will not tell yon at once that it
will regulate the bowele, and give rest to the
mother, and relief and health to the child,
operating like magic. It is perfectly aafo to
use In all cases, and pleasant to the taste, and
18 the prescription of one of the oldest and
best female physicians and nurses in the
Dnited States. Bold everywhere at 25]cents
a bottle. - N [G2

ARCHBISHOP LYNCH.

The Archbishop of Toronte left London on
Fridsy for Rome, where his stay will prob-
ably extend over a month. His Grace is
expected to be in England again in June, and
it is probsble that before returning to his dio-
cese he will proceed to Ireland snd visit
Lucan, his native place.—Liverpool Times.

1t is stated that the weak part of the Bt.
Gothard tunnel agein shows signe cf giving
way, and that it wiil have to bs further stay-
ed by another ring of mnsonry. ln tbree
other places tke vaulting stands in need of
repnirs, but no danger is apprehended, and
the repairs can be made without interraption
of traflic,
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Epps’s COCOA—QRATEFUL AND GOMYORTING.
—¢ By a thorough knowledge of the na-
tural laws which govern the operations of di-
gestion and nutrition, and bya careful appli-
cation of ihe fine properties of well selected
Org'2t B~ -xirzs has provided cur breakfast
tavies w )} delicately flavored beverage
which way save us many heavy doctors’
bills. It ia by the judicious uce of such ar-
ticles of diet that a constitution may be
gradually built up until strong. enough to
resist every tendency to disense. Hundreds
of gubtle maladies are floating around us
ready to attack wherever there is a weak
pomnt. We may escape muny a fatal shaft
by keeping ourselves well fortified with pure
blood and & properly nourished .frame.—
Civil Service Gazette. Made simply with boil-
Ing water or milk, Seld onlyin packets and
tins ¢} Lb..and 1b.) labelled— Jaugs Eprs &
. Uo., Homeopathic Chemists, London, Eng-
land” Also mnkers of Eprs's CrocorAT:
Essexce for afternoon ase, '

ut 1o answer-back.
'B'lﬁ)et. your hand” I-will

" 'Phere's & mighty host advancing,
Full of businesscares; .
Soon yow'll bear theirfootsteps prancing
Up the * golden stairs.”

“ By Jenny Y

7

Cuc:gtﬁ?;old your orders, L am cdminé, etc.

Bee them wave thelr bright bandannas!
.. Iach oneblows hiB.ROrn b, acweries oo
@Gabrie! could not do it better- : B
It he'd just been boran.

CHORUS— » .
- Bat, hold yourorders, I am éoming, ete,

List ! above the din of battle
Now I blow my horn ;.
“Taint 4 knowin' k !
Catohied with morldy corm.”
CHORUS~. oo et pis nm e
Bo, hold your orders, J_.’ggn coming, etc,
T've the line that will- surprise you

. -
. y N

' Gilt-edged,” every-one; -+, 1l
Bet yom'{;olmm&rtﬁhr on it, a

Every mou;er’s'spp.‘j

Cnonus-— L o ‘
8o, hoid your orders, Ia;neomlng.l ole, -

Now, together, raise your vojces: -
Hip, hurrah ! wecome; . -
QCheer on cheer, our heart rejoices,

Shouting, every one—"
CHORUS— ' L S
Hold your orders, we are_cominz, ete.

—Commerdial Travsller, Syracute, N. ¥.

——r OO s - Wl
IF NEAMLY DEAD - & .

after taking some highly pufied up stuff, with
long testimonials, turn to Hop Blivers, and
have no fear of any Kidney or Urinary Trou-
bles, Bright's Disease, Diabetes or Liver Com-
plaint. These diseasea . cannot resist the
curative power of Hop Bitters; besldes 1t is
the best family medicine on earth. .

CARRIED BY STORM!

By the' Author of ¢Guy Earlscourt’'s Wife,”
. “ A Wonderful Woman,” ‘A Mad
Marxisge,” ‘Redmond
"Donnell,” etcs

OHAPTER VIIL.-—-CoONTINUED.

Well, she does not care. They will hang
him for it. 1f she was quite sure about the
hanging, she feels that she would be whipped
to death without agrosn.

The clock striking three arouses her. It
is time to be up and doing—in an hour or two
the boys will be down. Indecision forms no
part of her character; she gets up at once,
and approrches the bed with her formidable
weapon. It is the family shears, bright,
Iarge, keer a8 a razor, and her object is—not
;o h’t:,u'l: oft Olga Ventnor's head, bat—her

&

Olga is nwake, is staring at her, frozen with
fright. She has not counted vn that, and with
a enarl of bafled malice, she plunges her
hand in the golden tresses, and uplifts the
scissors. But in the twinkling of an eyethe
child springs from the bed, rushes from the
roem shrieking like a mad thing. There is a
heavy fall, the souud of startled voices up
stairs, and opening doors. In that moment
the scissors are flung aside, Joanna is out of
the window, and away like the wind to
Black’s Dam. ’

CHAPTER VIII.
THE ABBOTT3 OF ABBOTT WOOD.

Three miles away from Sleaford's Farm,
and nearly four from Ventnor Villa, there
stands the slatlest mansion in all the coun-
try round, the pride, the marvel, the show
place of Brightbrook. It 18 down on the
coast ; the waves of the Atlantic wash up to-
the low gea wall that divides it from a shelv-
ing and sandy beach—s beautiful beach, of
late years known to fame, and spoiled'for-all
lovers of the qulstly picturesque by belng
transformed into a popular watering-place,
But in these days, tashion and capitalists have
not marked ¢ for their owa and, Brightbrook
Beach is an eachanted spot, on whose fine
white sands you may lie the long summer
day through, lazy, and happy, and cool, and
watch the sea-gulls swirl overhead, and the
little, limpid, otly waves wash and whisper up
to your very fect.

The thermometer msy stand among the
hundreds elsewhere, down here it 15 as cool
as some mermsan’s grot. There are always
breezes, and fishing-boate, and far-off yachts,
and for ever and for ever the beautiful,
changeful, illimitable sea. Or you may lean
over Mr. Abbott's low stone wall in wild wea-
ther, the wind blowing great gunr, both handa
clutching your hat, and watch with awe-
etrizken eyes the spirit of the storm abroad on
the waters. 'The great butting green waves
lenp up like T'itans, dashing their frothy spray
in your face; the roar is ne the crash of Ni-
agara. Fascloated, you may stand for hours
watching this war of the gods, and go hLome,
at last, inclined to opine that Brightbrook
Beach in astorm is even more bewltchiog
than Brightbrook Beach in summer Bweetness
and supskins, and to snvy John Abboti, Bs-
quire, his handsome home, his beautiful wife,
his pretty little daughter, his colossal bank
aecount, and most of all, tbat grand old ocenn
lying there for his perpetual pleasure, a thing
of beauty and & joy for ever.

If Mr, Abbott’s taste in a site is good, his
style of architecture lies open to question. It
18 » honee 28 much like am old baronial ball ns
a gonuine Amertican country-house cam ever
make up its mind to be.
idea in building o castle 13, ig known to Mr.
Abbott only—a grand Elizabethesn maner,
with turrets, and peaked gables, and .quaint
vins-clad stone porches, and painted windows,
with stone mullions. ‘

1t is pew, and it looks three hundred years
old at least, and reflects some of its soeming
grandeur and antiquity upon its master per-
haps. And Mr, Abbott.needs it. He is
painfully new. He would like & moat, and a
drawbridge, and hattlements, and a donjon
keep, and o mean-at.armes on the outer bastion,
and he could bave afforded tbem all. For
though extremely new, he ie oppreegively
rich. He is g0 rich that his wealth forces it-
sel{ upon you aggrossively. Yoo are dle-
posed to resent it as a direct personal affront ;
10 one man can logically huve a right to so
mapy millions in bank shares, and bonds, and
atocks, to whole blocks in:Now York and

brook, to such gorgeous furniture, inlnid with
precious woods and metals, to pictures worth
treble their weight - in gold, to sculpture such
&8 no one short of a prince, or grand duke, or
Yankee billionaire can possess, to horses shod
with the shoesof swi‘tness, to wines like mol-
ten gold and rubies, fo dlamonds— Koh-i-nor,
eays Brightbrook .every gem of them, ' It is

| Virginian -blood in''her-veins,’ and ‘a"pedi- | Iad ite’ th i |
ARG REN . | fnerge his own'obscurity in the blaze of the

What Mr. Abboit's

‘own standingiin the Blace. . The two ladies

| axe much' batier friends, despite the valetudin-

-atlan-state of the one, and the—pecvliarity of

‘| the other. iy, o0

When  Brightbrook points out:ts the stran-
ger and pilgrim within the gates the' wonder-
ful castellated mansion. -known -as Abboti
Wood, and. expatiates on;its manifold heau-,
ties, it never fails to add'a word of the stiil’
greater, .beanty, of Mr. Abbottls wife...3he.
wad o widow, Brightbrook will tell you con:-

A

' M18. ' Lamar,'widow of‘a youniy sohthiern offic

‘| ceryand- mother of a" six-year-old. boy, very

.poor, very proud, with the bluat, of pll biue

gree—- Sl

days of Charles the Becond, and Pocahontas,
dnd nobedy knows how long ‘before. But
she waa poor, quite destitute, thiey do say, after

| the war, and--and Mr. Abbott came along,

‘imimensely ich, 48 you may see; and--she
married him,.” - o
4 Byt you do not mean to say,” cries the
tourist, a little soandalized, «that that was
why she married -him. . DBecause ghe was
quite destitnte, and he was immensely
rich?” - Co g .

% And a very good reason,” responds Bright-
brook, stoutly, ¢ only—they do .say, he and
she don’t quite hit it off as.-—~well yon under-
stand! 8he's a great lady, and very proud—
oh! w08t uncommonly proud, we must say,
and Mo ‘

A shrug is apt to finish the sentence.

+ And he ig not,” supplements the etranger,
« X+, Ishould think not,” when he marries
any wan's widow on these terms,and con-
gent. to befsnubbed for everafter. You say
ghe s.nbs him ; fllogs her gensalogical tree
in his fuce; invokes the epirlt of Pocahontss,
and the dead and gone Lamar, and all that
sort of thing 7" o

«Q1 dear, nol” cries out Brightbrack
shocked, ¢Nothing of the kind. Much teo
proud a lady for anything of that'sort. Only
—only she has a crushing sort of way with
her—holds hergelf like this!” Brightbrock
draws itself haughtily up, folds its arms, and
flings back its head, *and look at you out of
a poir of scornful eyes. Never says a word,
you know, but aweeps out of the room, likaau
empress going to the block. That sort of
thing puts a msn down, you know.”

« And then Mr. Abbott, he cuarses.”

®w Ah! curses, does he,” says the tourist,
Inughing. 4 Well, that shows that he is hu-
man, at any tate. I think 1 might curse my-
self under such provocation. The sweeping-
empress sort of style must be deucedly un-
comfortable in a wife.”

tt And when he curses, Mrs, Abbott looks
mears haughty and scornfal than ever. She's
& very pious lady, Mra. Abbott.”

« Yes, I should think so; pride and plety
mako a happy combination—a pleasant cur-
ricle for any man to drive, So this magnifi-
cent dame condescends to go to the village
church on Sundays, snd kneel among you
rustics, in perfumed silks and laces, and call
herself a migerable sinver ? Or, seeing Bright-
brook vigorously shaking its head, ¥ perhaps
she stoops still Jower, and patronizes the
camp-meetings for which your fine woods are
go famous? No again? Then. where. does
she go ¥’ : - -

« Bless you!” cries Brightbrook, exulting-

chaplain, And an altar. And vestments.
And candles—wax., And incense. Anéd a
Iittle boy in a purple silk dress, and & Wwhite
lace overdress. Andthe Rev. Mr, Lamb
comes down every Satarday night, and stays
notil Monday morning, They eay she goes
to confession to him. I shouldn't think Mr,
Abbott ‘wonld like tbat. = Bless you, she's
high—over so “high—what's that other word
now—-7"

i Ritualistic—Anglican 2"

« Thanks, yes. And the ckapel, St. Wal
burga's, is a wonder ; you really must go
over and geo it. The carved wood from Bel-
gium, and the painted windows with. most
"beautifol saints, and thke gold candlesticks,
and the floor of irlaid wood, and carved stalls
slong the place, and no pews! The pulpit
they gay is a work of arf, and cost a little for-
tune abroad. "Artists and that come down
from the city and rave about it. Okl you
really must go to St. Walburga’s on Sun-
day.”

4] really think X must,” says the stranger
and pllgrim, and very likely he goes. He
finds the park thrown open; it actually isa
park of so many acres, - with green bosky
glades where deer disport, sunlit terraces
whers peacocks strut, statnes gleaming pale-
1y amid green gleom, lashing foeuntains cast-
ing high cool jets, velvetlawns all dotted with
brilliant beads of lowers, rose gardens, where
overy rose that grows blooms in fragrant
sweetness, and best of all with thick wood-
land of maple and hemlock, beech and elm,
willow and chestnutsloping down to the very
gen, Raustic seats are everywhere, cool av-
enues tempt the nnwary, with arching bows
mesting overhend, snd shutting out the hot
summer Sanday afternoon sun, artificlal lakes
spanned by miniatute bridgee, and tiny gon-
dolag, fish-ponds whers swans float, and gold
and silver beauties sparkle, Theraisa gate
lodge that 1s a very bower of sweetbriar and
climbing pink 10res. All this lovellness is
tbrown ‘open o Brightbrook every Sunday,
and nothing pleoses the master of Abbott
Wood better than to see his grounds filled
with wondering, admiring, well-dressed pso-
ple. He comes out among these faithful re-
tainers, neerly all his tenants, and patronizes
them blandly and oppressively.

Strains of music float from the painted wic-
dows of St, Waldburga'’s, and you are expect-
ed {0 nsist at ¢ vespers,” as a delicate aifen-
tion to my lady. 1! you are a city stranger,
you will moet probably bo singled out by the
watchiul eye of Mr. Abboit, and taken
through the house. You will see armour and
stage’ heads in the hall, a hall wide enough to
drivé the proverbial ¢coach -and-four®.
tbrough, a great carved chimney-plece with a
coat of nrms. It {8 the beraldic device of
Mrs, Abbott's family, and it is everywhers em-
blazoned in the panes, inthe woodwork, on
thoe covers of the books. 'The rooms are zll
lofty, frescoed or satin-draped, filled with ob-
jects of ¢ bigotry and virtue;” the Jurzmiture

Philadelphia, to the larger balf of all Bright-

—but the pon of en npholsterer, or a Jenkins,
would bo required to describs that. There
ore rooms in blue satin, rooms in 1uby velvet,
rooms in amber reps, rooms in whiteand gold,
u library all rosered and dark oak, a plcture
gallery with portraits of the present house of
Abbott, master and mistress, Mr. Geoffrey,
and Mies Leonora. There are flowers, and
birds, -;and- beauty, -snd  brilliazcy -every-
where. T - '

fideptlally) when M¢t, Abbott: matried her—A4

: «Oh! Hyou ct;'nie. fé-pedféree,” 8ays Bdgh&-’
.| brook,with suppressed triumph, there's a line
" |-of ancesity; if you like!. Dates back to the

1y, “she has a chapel of her own! And a

though, a strong-lookirg young fellow of Bix-
teen or so, with close-cropped dark hair; &’
sallow complexioy,  and~a rather haughty.
looking face. He has not inherited his. mo-
ther's beauty—hs::is “by no, means s hand-
some boy. - By his side, very simply dressed

in dotted muslin, sits his balfsister, Miss
Leonara Abbott, a tiny fairy of eight, with a
dark, piguent face, dark loose balr, the little
.oung lady. of the houss, sole child of John
Abbott, miilionaire. Sole child, but not one
‘whitimore to thim‘than?his wife's. son, the
-golon' of thetdead and bide-blooded Lamar,

:It i8 well known that Abbott Wood and half/
bis forfune ate to behis, that he looks to this
Iad'to perpetiate the family greatness—to

Lismar brilliance, and bacorme the ancestor 6f
along line cf highly-fed, highly-bred, highly-

wed descedidants.

_ Every man has his hobby, thigisJobn Ab-

"bots’s He is self-made, hetakes a boleterous

bounderly sert of pride in proclaiming it.

He s sn uneducated man ; that speaks for it-

‘self; it is unnecessary to proclaim it.’ Hels
a viilgar man, & loud-talking, deep-drinking,

sggressive, pompons, purse-proud man. HBis

wife's guests were wont to shrug thelr shoul-

ders, suppress significant emiles, or protrude

delicate under lips ag they lstened.  And

geelng thle, Mre, Abbott bag given up
soclety, that super-refined pride of hers has
been excoriated & hundred times & day by
therich clod she calls husband. The has
renounced soclety, burled hergelf In the soli-
tude of Abbott Wood, with only her books,

.| her music, her easel, her children, for com-

pany. BShe sees a8 little of Mr. Abbott as
possible, she is always perfectly polite to
him, she defers’o his wishes, and is a supre-
mely misersble woman. Evem her plety fails
to comfort her, and she 1s very much In ear-
nest, poor lady, with her pretty, plcturesque,
lady-like religion. She works altar-cloths
and capes, with gorgeous eilks, and bulllon,
and gold fringe ; she reads her high church
novele; she playe Mozart in the twilight, and
sings in Gregorian chant in the chapel; but
all {n vain—that settled unrest and misery
leaves her not. . ’

# Dona nobis pacem” aounds from her lips
like the very cry of a soul in paln, but
peace is not given. BShe desplees her hue-
band, hls loud vulgarity and blafant puree-
pride, while her own heart is eafen to the
core with that other pride which the world
tolerates end honors, pride of birth and long
lineage, and which, perhaps, in the eyes of
Him before whom kings are dust, is quite as
odious aa ihe other. Perhaps that peace she
geeks go despatringly might be found if she
hearkened o little from the text from which
the Reverend Ignatius is fond of prenching,
#t Learn of Me, for 1 am meek and humble
of heart, and ye shall find rest for your
souls,”

For AMr. Abbott—well, he is sharper-
sighted than his wife gives him credit for ; in
spite of chill deference and proud politeness,
he knows that she ecorns and disdains—
that she has scormed and diedained him
from the first. And he resents it silently,
pussionately.  He loves hls wife. She
would open those dark, lustrous eyes of hers
in wondering contempt if she knew kow well.
But she does not know it—the scorn in her
eyes would drlve him to murder her almost,
and he knows that scorn would be thers.
Coarse braggart and rich upstart be may be,
but he would lay down that étrong life of his
for her sake. And that she 18 colder than
marble, less respomsive than ice, iz at the
bottom of more than half those fierce out-
bursts of anger that go dirgast and repel her.
Abbott Wood ig 8 roomy mansion, and more
than one skeleton abides thereln.

It has been sald that something of mystery
hengs over, and makes interesiing, the mas-
ter of the house. Colonel Ventnor, riding
with him one day, bas seen a little corner of
that dark curtaln which shrouds his past;
lifted. 1t was at the time Ventnor Villa
wag being bullt. Mr. Abbott, glad of such
a peighbour, had interested himeelf a good
deal in the procecdings, and eaved the
colonel a number of trips down from the city.
Colonel Ventnor, & refined man in all his in-
stincts did not much like the rough-and-
ready lord of Abbott Wood, but he was
obliged by his good nature, and accepted it.
1t had happened some four years before this
memorable evening on which little Oiga leses
herself in the woods,

1t is a dark and overcast autumn evening,
threatening rain, Leaving the Villa and the
workmen, they ride slowly along the high-
road, Mr. Abbott detaillng, with the gusto
customary with bim when talking of him.
selt, some of his adventures as a San Fran-
cisco Lroker snd speculator in *49. Suddenly
his horse-shies as a man springs forward
{:jom under a tree, and shands directly betore

m.

«Blagt you I’ roars Mr, Abbott, ¢ what the
~—— gro you about? You nearly threw me,
you beggar! What d'yo mean by jamping
hefore a gentleman’s horse like this 2"

« Beg pardon, sir,” ssys the man, with a
grin and p most insolent manuer, ¢ didn't go
for to do it, Mr, Abbott. Don't use your
horcewhip, sir,” for Mr. Abbott has raised
1t; #you might be sorry to strike an old
friend,”

He removes his ragged hat as ke speaks,
and the fading light falls full mpon him.
Jobn Abbott reels in his saddle, the whip
i!mgs from his hond, his florid face turns
ivid,

« It ig Bleaford I" ho gasps, “ by Ge——r-1"!"

Colonel Vetnor looks at him. He is a
gontteman in the best senee of the much-
abused word—he swenrs not at all. Then he
looks at the tram. He is a swarth-skinned,
black-looking vagabond, as perfect a type of
tho loafer and blackgnard, be thinks, as he
ha3 over 58en. : .

“ Iwill ride ob, Mr, Abbott,” he says,
quletly ; # much ebliged for your good nature
about those men. Good-night.” )

#5tay! hold on!”? cries Mr, Abbott. The
color comes back with a purple rush to his
‘face, Lis eyea'look wild and dilated. «I—I
do—1I have known this fellow in California.
He's a poor devil that nsed to work for me,
I haven't anything to eay to him in private.
You neednt burry on Ais account, you.
know.” ‘

“0Ob, certsinly not,” ‘responds Oolonsl
Ventnor. - « 5till, as there ig a storm brew-
ing, I think it will bo wsll to get to the hotel
st once, aud so avoid a drenching. I will see
you again before I retarn to town.” ,

He lffts his hat and rides away, but not be<
-fore he had - Heard the hosarse laugh of the
tramp ag-be lays his hand with the same im-
pudent familiarity on Mr. Abbott's bridle.: .

Next day, when he returas to'the villd, he
finds that gentleman walting for him, snd {s-
sniog sonorous orders to the mazons. ‘He s

_up to parley voo fransey and jabber German,

father, 8 thieysay. .. Wherés=the good- of
being &g rich ag Rotheckilld-if.a man’s not to
“dogood with it?; D=1t all! letus-help.one
‘another, T say, and.-when we see an ‘nnfortu- i
‘nate chap down, let’ us set him -on his legs
again., e o 1ed-
Farm ; there's nobody there, and it's a copital
bit of land. ‘He wasn't half a bad sort ;"there
were & devilish deal worse tellows than Black
Glles out in ¥an Francisco” . e on
= Colonel Ventnor assents polifely, and keeps
nis own opinion of Mr, Abbott’s dark frler;d_-i
to himse'f. Mr. Abbott has been looking:
him in: thu eye; in a very marked manner,
during this little speech. [t is a glance that
gay5 plainly enough, « This”is my vorsion of ]
the affair-—T ‘expect you to beliéve it or'take’
the .donsequences.” But' Colonel Ventnor's
"gquiet high-breeding is too0 miuch for poor Mr,
Abbots always, "It puts him in a silent rage,
‘much as' his wife’s calm uplifted’ repose of.
manner does. -’ Lo .
= «Cures themall 1 ke thinks; ¢ these avis-’
tocrats are all allke. Look-down ‘on a'map
as the dirt under their feet, if be ain't brought

and that, And they cando it with a look, tco )
without & word of bluster or nolse. I defy
any msn alive to stand up before the missis
when she’s in one of her whits, speechless
rages, and look her in the eye. I wishl
knew how they do it.” -~ =~ -~

He sighs, takes off his hat, scratches his
head perplexedly with his big, brown, brawny
hand, and alaps it on sgein a little more de-
fiantly cocked’ than before. 5

« And now here’s Black Giles,” he thinks,
gloomily, ¢ agif I hadn't enough on my mind
without him, I wonder how much he knows
—I wonder i o

He mounts his horse and rides off, pon-
dering gloomily, in the direction of the Red
Farm. It was a different looking place in
those days to what it became later. Mr.
Abbott ‘was a very thorough landiord; no
tenant might wreck and ruin any farm of his.
The Red Farm, so called from the color of
the house, and the great maples burning
scarlet about it, was one of the choicest bits
of Iand in the Etate, and in high cultivation.
And here ths Bleaford family came—two
boys, three girls, the youngest a mere child
then, but a welrd-looking, cowed starveling
—and squatted. It could not be called any-
thing else. Giles Sleaford laughed from the
firat at the notion of his farming, or oven
making the pretext, The boys were like
wild Indiane-—they fished, shot, snared birds
and rablits, stole melons, robbed orchards,
were a nuisance generally, and let the farm
leok after itself. The girls were of the same
ne'er-do-well stamp—bolsterous young hoid-
eng, havdsome ¢ prize animal” sort of dam-
sele, with flashing black eyes, and impudent
retort for all who accost them. The neigh-
bours woander why does Mr. Abbott, that most
patticular gentleman, let thiz wild lot ruin
the Red Farm, and bear it like the meekest of
men? Why does Giles BSleaford salwsys
have well-filled pockets, good horses
and clothes, whether he works or idles?
They ask the questionr moro than oncs and
he laughs loud and long.

¢ Why does he I" he cries. ¢ Lord love you,
that's little of what he would do for me. He
loves me like a brother. He's an nncommon
fine gentleman, ain’t he? and got a lovely
place, aud a handsome wife—so I hear. 1
baven’t been there to leave my card yet.
Why does he? Bless your souls, he would
turn out of his house and give it to me, IfL
coaxed him hard enough.

Brlghtbrook does not know what to make
of it. It whispers a good deal, and looks fur-
tively at the rich man riding by. What ge-
cret has he In his life that Giles Sleaford is
pald to keep? He looks like a man who
might have a dark record behind him. And
what would Mrs. Abbott say 1f skte knew ?
But Mra. Abbott does not know, gossip does
not reach her, she Iives in a rarified atme-
sphere of her own, with her dainty work, her
orpaments, her children, and the plebeian
name of Sleaford pensetrates it not.

And go years go on. The Red Farm goes
toruin. Colonel Ventoor and family comes
with the prlmrosges, and depart with the awal-
lows. Abbott Wood grows more beautifal
with every passing year, and the skeletonsin
its closets grin silently there still, when i¢
falls out that that this summer evening Olga
Ventor goss astray In the woods, and before
ten at night all Brightbrook is up and in
quest.

- . . .

#She may be at Abbott Wood,” Frank
Livingston sunggests—Frank Livingston,
celm and unfinrried in the miust of general
dismay. It isa theory of this youang maun’s
that things nre sure to come right in the end,
and that nothing is worth bothering about;
80, though a trifle anxious, he i8 calm., «She
spoke to me,” he adds, with & twinge of re-
morse, “this afternoon about taking her there.
Promised to go over and play croquet with
Leo ond Geoff.”

Colonel Ventnor waits for no more. He
dashes spurs into his red roan steed, and
gallops like a mad man t¢ Abbott Wood. On
the steps of the great portico entrance he
ceeB the master of the mansion, smokirg a
cigar, and looking flushed and angry. A
domestic white gquall bas jast blown over—
not with the #missis;” thore are never
squalls, white or black, in that quarter—
with one of the kitchen-maide, who bad
done, or uudene, something to cffend him.
He has flown into a tremendous pussion with
the frightened woman, cursing up hill and
down dale with a heartiness and fluency that
wonld have down créait to that past-master
of the art of blasphemy, Sleaford bimaelf.
‘The fact i, his wife had put him out at din-
ner, as she has a way of doing, and his slam-
bering wrath has bad to find vent some-
where, Now the - faming volcano, is calm-
ing itself down in the peaceful might air
with the help ot 8 soothing cigar. RBe atares'
to'soo the colone! ride up, all white aud
breathless. )

#Little Olga? No, she wasn't there—
hadn't been—was' perfectly rare of jt. Lost !
tho colonel did not eay 80! How wasg 1177

In a féw rapld sentencer Colonel Vontnor
telfs him. °‘Mr. Abbott lietens with open
wouth, o oA
- uBy jlogo! poor little lass! He will join
the hunt immediately. That French woman
ought'to  havo her neck wrung. ' He would
bo after the Colonel in & twickling” * = -

And he is—mounted on his powerful blagk
borse., And sall night long the woods aré
goarched, and morning comes, and finds the
missing’ one still missing, The sun: rises,
and its first beams fall'upon John Abbott,
tired and jaded, coming ‘apon’ Bleaford’s. It
is a place he-avolds ; he locks atit now with

T hipay; ey

I thipk I°11'l6t.Sleaford have the-Red | brisgs the choleric bloed into John Abboti's

“¥éry i1}, and- nearly oft of her sendss—why,

'I'should thifk you had‘enbughto do to mind
your own young _'ggs,.aanyour wifs, from all

e

- Heloughs a hoarge, impudent laugh, that

‘face, and a demon into either eye.

wondesiul to relate, be restraing himself.
Other members of the huant ride up now,

and 1t is discovered that little Migs Olga is

Bat,

nobadyyknowe, - She* woke,mp in the night,
Loxd fupposes, andfinding herself alorie, topk
fright-and ran-screaming out into the passage,
and there fell striking herhead agalost the bot:
,tom stalr, and hurting hgraehﬁ)gdlﬁ“ﬂ?he’t.her'
“fréin the hurt,or the frigbt, She is.at present
"in'a very bad way, Aind there 16 not'a moment
to be lost in removing her. Frank is of the
party. He takes his insensible little cousin
in bis arms and kisges her, with tears of gep-
tine remorae In his boyich eyes. 1f he had
gone with har as she wished, this wotld never
have happened. Now she may never ask
him for anything inthis world again. As
he carriee her:out. & small -figure,- looking
‘like a walking - scarecrow with wild hair,
pale face, torn ekirts, bare legs and feef,
comes slowly and guddenly forward, and
watches him and his burden with a lowering,
scowling glance, -

« Here 'you, Joannal” calls out one of the
Sleaford girls, sharply, ¢ come into the house,
and help redd up. Come'in thls minutel”
with a stamp of her foof, ¢ if yon don't want
a little more of what you got last night.”

The girl makes no reply. Bhe slowly
obeys, bnt her eyes lioger to the last on
Frank Livingaton and bis cousin, All the
long light curls fall over his shoulder, the
poor little fever fiushed face is hidden on his
breast. - )

« One of yours, Sleaford ?" says Mr, Abbott,
gracinusly, looking after Joanna, «IX didn'c
know you had one so young."”

There 1s nothing in this speech appearsatly
to provoke laughter, nor is it & time for
mirth, but such is the effect on Mr, Sleaford.
He opens his huge mouth, and emits sucha
roar that the whole group turn and look at
him indignantly. The joke is so exquisite
that he heeds not, but 'laughs until the tears
start from his bleary oyes.

« Glad you find me eo funny,” sald Mr.
Abbott, buffily. «You ain't always in such
good humor this time of morning, are you ?”
And then Mr. Sleaford’s only respcuse i3
to take out his pipe, and indulge in another
fit of hilarlty, he turns and rides indignaunt!y
away in the rear of his pariy.

Mr. Giles Sleaford, Istt alone in his retreat,
smokes batween his explirirg goups of laughter
and soliioquizes :

tuJIg she one of yours, Sleaford " An:
1 didn’s know you hed one so young i Oh!
Lord, I haven't laughed so much ia a month
of Sundays. Old Jack Abbott don't often
meke jokes maybe, but when he doss they'rs
rum ’‘and. “Didun't  know I bad one so
young !" It's the best thing I've heard this
many a day—I'm dashed if it ain't.’

CHAPTER 1X.
THE MISSSE SLEAFORD AT HOME,

« The story they tell is one that won't
wash,” says Frank Liviogtons. ¢1 appeal to
you, Geoff. The notion of meeting a wild
girl in the woods, and ‘being half scalped
when Dr. Sleaford finds ber! Then, when
they have her safely housed and aslesp, of
that same wild cresture coming down the
chimney-—"

«Down the chimney " excleims Geoffrey
Lamar, amazed.

«Qh! well, something very like it, and
going at ber again with nplifted dsgger. It
8 fishy sort of yarn as they tell it. Bnt, adds
Frank, reflectively,« it is a pecullarity of
Dan Sleaford’s stories that they all kave a pis-
catorial flavor.”

The two young men are pacing arm-in-arm
under the horse-chestnnts surronnding Vent-
nor Villa., They form a contrast as they
slowly saunter there—young Livipgston
two yoars the elder, tall, slender, very hand-
some, quick, volatile, restless; young Ls-
mar shorter, stouter, with a face that even
st fifteen has a look of thought and power—
a mouth with that equare cut af the corners
that betokens sweetness as well as strength,
gteady gray eyee, close-cuft dark hair, and
the careless, high-bred alr of one born to the
purple. 3

u It does scund rather oddly,” he remarks;
« but what motive have they for telling an
untruth ? And somerhing has frightened ber,
that is patent enough. Poor little Oiga!”

v They're a gueer lot these Bleafords, says
Frank, reflectively—ta most uancommonly
queer lot, And there's & mystery of soume
gort hanging over the head of the house.
You don't mean to say,old fellew, that, living
in Brightbreok so long, you don’t know any of
them—~—eh ?”

«'Well, iu point of fact, you see, I do not
live in Brightbrook much. I spend Christmas
and New Year weeks down here, and either
the July or August of every year—but that
ig all. One month I give a yachting
and then, of course, all the rest of the yeal Mg
is spent &t college. You ars here a good’
deal more than I am, and Abbott Wood i8 60
out of the way. As it happens, 1 have never
even heard of these pecple until to-day.”

Fraok stares at him, then straight shead,
and whistles.

“ Well, that jge—— I say~—you don’s misd
my asking, do you?—have you never heard
your governor speak of them 7

i Nover.”

“ Becauge Black Giles scoms to know him
most remarkably well. = Says he used to be
a pal of his long ago, out in San Franclsco.”

it What?” . .

% Yeg, I know it's a queer slatement, And
up the village they say——-" .

_He pauces. A deep line graves itgelf be-
tween Geoffrey Lamar’s eyebrows. His step-
father i8.n sensitive subject with him.

% Well,” he says, rather coldly, «they £sy
—what 2. T .

_« T wouldw’t mention this sort of thlag if
you were Mr, Abboti's gon” goes on Frapk.
magnanimously, “but it ig different, you kné
.Giles. Sleaford, when half seas over, has &
-way of talking--nasty swearing sort of wol;
that makes a-follow long to pitch him out of
‘the window—of your governor. Red Jack
Apbott—so the disrespectfal old. bloke call®
him--used to be out thers in San Franclacd
the Damon to his Pythiag.. But never mlnd;
gays Frank; 'pulling.. bimself up, ¢ You don’t
like the subjeot; beg pardon - for introducing
At, but 1. am such.a .fellow. to say-whatever J
‘comes nppermost, - All -these returned. Cali- §
fornlans . ‘have. s -shady. ‘sidewalk - in- thel”

a scowl, and for' ‘s moment' forgets’ what he-

is in gearch of. No one has thought of'look- -
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