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FORREST HOUSE.

BY MARY J. HOLMES.

For Josephine's sake he must have his
father's good opinion, or he was ruined, and
though its eost him a tremendous effort to do
g0, the moment Roamond left the 100m he
said: “Father, T want to tell you now, be-
cnuse I think you will be glad fo know, that
T've come home and left no debt, however
small, for you to pay. And I mean to do
better. 1 really do, father, and quit my fast
associates, and study so hard that when I
am n:dulud you and mother will be proud

me.

‘I'ne flushed, eager face, on which, young as
it was, there were marks of revels and dissi-
pation, was very handsome and winning,
and the dark eyes were moist with tears a8
the bey finished his confession, which told
vigibly upon the father.

* Yes, yes, my son. I'm glad; I'm glad ;
but your poor mother will not be here when
you graduate, She is going from us fast.”

And under cover of the dying mother's
name, the Judge veiled his own emotions of
sotvening towards Everard, whose heart was
lighter and happier than it had been sinco
that nignt when Matthewson's voice had said,
] pronounce you man and wife.” And he
would be aman worthy of the wife, and his
mother should live to see it, and see Jozeph
ine, too, and love herasa daughter. She
was not dying ; she must not die, when he
needed and loved her so much, he thouglit,
a8, at & word from Rosamond, he went to the
siok rooms where his mother lay. What a
sweet, dainty linly’ woman she was, ‘-v".h

Beatrice had had, both
at home and abroad. She might have
been the wife of a senator. Bhe
might have married her music-teacher and
her dancing master. Bhe might have been a
missionary and tanght the Feejse Islanders
bow to rend. She might have been & coun-
tess in Rome, a baroness in Germany, aud
my lady, in Edinburgh, but she had said no
to them all, and felt the hardest wrench when
she said it to the Feejee missionary. and for
sught anybody kuew, was heart-whole and
fancy-free, when she alighted from her
phaeton at the door of Forrest House the
morning after Everard's arrival. She kumew
he was there, and with the spirit of coquetry,
o much & pars of herself, she had made her
toilet with a direct reference to this young
man whom she had not seen for more than a

ear, and who, when joked about marrying

er, had once called her old Bee Belknap, and
wondered if any one supposed he would marry
his grandmother.

Miss Bee had smiled sweetly on this auda-
cious boy who ecalled her old and & grand-
mother, and had laid a wager with herself
that he should some day offer himself to
w old Bee Belknap,” and be refused ! In case
he didn't she would build & church in Omaha
and support a missionary there five years !
She was much given to building
churches and supporting missionaries,
—this sprightly, dashing girl of twenty one,
who flashed and sparkled, and shone in the
summer sunshine, like a diamond, as she
threw her reins over the backs of her two
ponies, Spitfire and Starlight. and giving each
of them a loving caress bade them stand still
and not whisk their tails too much even if
the flies did bite them. Then, with ribbons
and laces st ing from her on all sides,

many and varied,

such a lovely exp on the 1 ¥
chiselled features, and how the soft brown
eyes, so like the son's, brightened at the
sightof her boy, who did not ghrink from
her a8 he did from his father. She knew
all his faults, and that under them there was
a noble, manly nature, and she loved him so
much.

“0h, Everard !" she cried, ** 1 am so glad
you have come. I feared once 1 should never
Bee you again.”

He bad his arms around her, and was kiss-
ing her white face, which, for the moment,
glowed with what secemed to be the hue of
health, and so misled him into thinking her
better than she was. y

+“ Now that I have come mother, you will
be well again,” he said, hanging fondly over
her, and looking into the dear face which had
never worn a frown for him.

« No, Everard,” she said, as her wasted
fingers threaded his luxuriant hair, “I shall
never be well again, It's only now a matter
of time; a few days or weeks at the most,
and I shall be gone from Lere forever, to that
better home, where I pray Heaven you will
one day meet me. Hush, lush, my child ;
don't ery like that,” she added, soothingly,
for, struck with the expression on her white,
pinched face, from which all the color had
faded, and which told him the trath more
foreibly than she had done, Everard had felt
auddenly that his mother was going from him,
and nothing in all the wide world could ever
fill her place.

Laying his head upon her pillow he sobbed
a few moments like a ¢hild, while the mewory
of all the errors of his past life, all his way-
warduess and folly, rusned into his‘mind like
a moxntain, crashing him withits magnitnde.
But he was going to do better; he had tol
his father so; he would tell
to his mother; and God would
jet Ler die, but give bher back
bim as & kind of reward for his re formation.
Ho he reasoned, and with the hopefulr f
youth grew calm, and could listen to
Dis mother was saying to him. She was -
ing him of his-visit in Ellicottville, and if b
had fonnd it pleasant there, just 4
had done, and he told her of the play
Holburton, but for which he should
been with her sooner, and told ber of lis
complete reform, he called it, although it had
but just begun. He had abjured forever all
his wild associates ; he had kept out of det
he was going to study and win the fire
honors of his class ; he to be
man worthy of sach a mo!
mother, listening rapturously, believed it all;
that is, believed in the noble man he would
one day be, though she knew there would be
many a slip, many a ba ard step,
the end he would conguer, and from the
realms of bliss she might, perhaps, be per
mitted to look down and see him all she
boped him to be. Over and all e
gaid to her was a thought of Josephine, His
mother ought to know of her. and he mus:
tell her, but mnot in the first mc 1ts of
meeting.  He wonld wait till to-morrow, and
then make a clean breast of it..

He wrote to Josephine that night,
just a few brief lines, to tell her
of his safe arrival home, and of his mother's
jllness, more serious than he feare

« My dear- little wife,” he began. “It
geems so funny to call you wife, and I can
not yet qui lize that you are mine, but
I suppose it is true. 1 reached home this
morning quite overcome with the long, dusty
ride ; found mother worse than I expect 1.
4 I am afraid mother going to die,
and then whe wll Ido, and who will stand
between me and father. I mean to tell her
of you, for I think it will not be right to let
her die in ignorance of what I have, done: I
hope you are well. Please write to-me very
goon. With kind regards to your mother and
Agnes,

Rossi
in
have

above

is

Your loving husband,
J. Everanp Formesr.
It was not just the style of a letter which
1s usually write to

young and ardent husbanc
s Everard

their brides ; nor, in fact, such
hud been in the habit of writing to Josephine,
and the great ditference  struck him as he
read over bis rather stiff note, and mentally
compared it with the gushing effusions of
other times.

« By Jove, " ho said I am afrail she will
think [ have fallon off amazingly, but 1
haven't, I'm only tired to-night. To-mor-
row I'll send her a regular love-letter after 1
have told mother " ; and thus reasoning to
himself, he folded the letter and directed it to

«Miss JosepHiNe FLemiNo,
Holburton, N. Y."

CHAPTERYV.
BEATRICE BELENAP.

That afternoon Miss Beatrice Belknap
drove her pretty black ponies up the avenue
to the Forrest House. Miss Belknap, or Bee,
as she was familinrly called by those who
kuew her best, was an orphan and an heiress,
and a belle and a beauty, and twenty-one,
and a distant relative of Mrs. Forres
she called Cousin Mary.  People
was a little fast and a little peculiar
ways of thinking and acting, but charged it
all to the French education she had received
in Paris, where she had lived from the time
she was six until she was eighteen, when, ac-
cording to her father’s, will, she came into

ion of her large fortune, and returning
to America, came to Rothsay, her old home,

and brought with her all her dash and n,\'le\i'

"

and originality of thought and ch an

she went fluttering up the steps and into the
broad hall where Everard met her.

Between him and herself there had been &
strong friendship since the time she first
came from France, and queened it over him
on the strength of her foreign style and a
year's seniority in age. Erom the very first
she had been much at the Forrest House, and
had played with Everard, and romped with
him, and read with him, and driven with
him, and rewed with him upon the river,
and quarrelled with him, too—hot, fierce
quarrels —in which the girl generally had the
best of it, inasmuch as her voluble French,
which she hurled at him withlightning rapid-
ity, had stunned and bewildered him ; and
then they had made it up, and were the best
of friends, and more than one of the knowing
ones in Rothsay had predicted a union
some day of the Forrest and Belknap
fortunes. Once, when such & pos-
sibility was hinted to Everard, who was fresh
from a hot skirmish with Bee, he had, as re-
corded, ealled Fer old, and made mention of
his grandmother, and she bad sworn to
revenged, and was conscious all the timeof a
greater liking for the heir of Forrest House
than she bad felt for any man since the
Feejee missionary sailed wway with his Ver-
mont school-mistress, who wore glagses, and
a brown alpaca dress. Bee could have for
given the glasses, but the brown alpaca,—
naver, and she pitied the missionary mere
than ever, thinking how hLe must contrast
her Paris gowns, which be had said were so
pretty, with that abominable brown garb of
his bride.

Everard had never quite fancied the link-
ins of his nawe with that of Ucatrice in a
,matrimonial way, and it had sometimes led
him to assume an indifferenze which he did
not feel, now, with Josephine between
thew as an insarmountable barrier, be conld
act out his real feelings of genuine liking for
the gay butterfly, and he met her with an un-
nsual degree of cordiality, whichshe wasquick
to note jnat as she had noted another change
in him. ilful reader of the human face,

i's, and saw something
0t It was the shadow
of his secret, and she could not interpret it.
She only felt that he wasno longer a boy, but
a mun, old even as his years, and that he was
1 to see her and looked his gladness
. Bee Belknap was a born coquette,
and would have flirted in her coflin had the
thing been possible, and now, during the mo-
ment she stood in the hall with her hand in
Lverard's, she mna to let him know how
preatly improved she found him, how de-
lighted she was to see him, and how i
pressibly dull and poky Bothsay was v
hir She did not say a!l thi
he cony 1 it to him with g
of her pretty hands, and sundry expres
shrugs of her shoulders, and Everard felt flat-
tered and pleased, and for a few moments for-
got Josephine, while he watched this brilliant
creature as she flitted into the sick room,
where her manner suddenly changed, and she
became quiet, and gentle, and womanly, as
she sat down by his mother's side, and asked
how she was, and stroked and fondled the
thin, pale face, and patted the wasted hands
which sought hers so gladly. Bee Belknap
id sick people good, and there was
i from the loftiest
ant house, which
making the rich
hopeful  and cheerful from
the effect .of her strong, sympathetic
nature, and dazzling.®and bewildering,
and gratifying the poor. with whom she often
left some‘tangible proof of her presence.

+ You do me g0 much good ; I am always
better after one of yonr calls,”” Mrs. Forrest
said to her : and then, when Bee arose to go,
and said, “May I take Everard with me for
a short drive she answered readil e,
do. I shall be gkd for him to t!

1 so Everard found hi
Jea side, and whirling alor
toward the village, for he wished to post his
letter, and asked her to take him first to the
post office.

«What would she say if she knew ? " he
thought, and it scemed to him as if the letter
in his pocket must barn itself through and
show her name upon it.

And then he fell to comparing the two
sirls with each other, and wondering who he,
should feel so much more natural, as if in his
own atmosphere and on his good behavior,
with Beatrice than he did with' Josephi
Both were beautiful ; both were piquant and
bright, but still there was a differ-
ence. DBeatrice never for a moment
allowed him to forget that she was a
lady and he a gentlean; never approached
to anything like coarseness, and he would as
goon have thought of insulting his mother as
to have taken the slightest far arity either
by word or act with Bee, Josephine, on the
contrary, allowed great latitude of word and
action, and by herfree-and-easy manner often
led him into doing and saying things for
which he would have.blushed with shame had
Beatrice, or even Rossie Hastings, been there
to see and hear, Had Josephine livedin New
York, or any other city, she would have added
one more to that large class of peopls who
laugh at our time-honorgd notions of pro-
priety and true, pure womanhood, and on the
broad platform of liberality and freedom sac-
rifice all that is sweetest and best in their sex.
As a matter of course her influence over Ever-
ard was not good, and he had imbibed so
much of the subtle poison that some of his
sensibilities were blunted, and he was begin-
ning to think that his early ideas were prudish

ioal

she

ones  more

e a
shated at

he Rothsayites received her gladly, and were
very proud and fond of her, for there was
about the bright girl a sweet graciousness of
manner which won all hearts, even though
they knew she was bored with their quiet
town and bumdrum manner of living, aud
that at their backs she laughed at their dress,
and talk, and walk, and sometimes, I am
sorry to say it, laughed at their prayers, too,
especially when good old Deacon Read or
Bister Baker took thie lead in the little chapel
on the corner, where Bee was occasionally to
be seen. Bee bLad mno preferenco for any
oburch unless it was St. Peter's, in Rome, or
St. Enstace, in Paris where the music was so
fine and some of the young priests so hand-
some. Bo ahe went where she listed, kneel
ipg one Sunday in the square pew at St.
John's, where her father bhad worshipped
before her, and where she had been baptized,
and the Sunday following patronizing the scet
ealled the Nazarites, because, as she expressed
it, “she liked the excitement and liked to
hear them holler.” And once the daring
girl had “hollered herself and had the
“‘power," and Sister Baker rejoiced over the
new convert, who, she said, *‘carried with her
weight and measure !" but when it was whis-
red about that the whole thing was done
or effect, just to see what they would say,
the Nazarites gave poor Bae the go-by, and
prayed for her as that wicked trifler until it
came to the building of their new church,
when Bee, who was a.natural carpenter, and
* liked nothing better than lath, and plaster,
and rubbish, made the cause her own, and
talked, and consulted, and piced the ground
and drew a plan herself, which they finally
adopted, and gave them a thousand dollars
besides. Then they forgave the pretty sinner,
who had so much good in her after all, and
Bee and Sister Rhoda Ann Baker were the
very best of friends, and more than once
Rhoda Ann’s plain Nazarite bonnet had been
seen in the little phaeton side by side with
Bee's stylish Paris hat, on which the good
woman scarcely dared to look, lest it should
move her from her serene height of plainness
and humility.

In spite of her faults, Beatrice was very
p;uhr, and nowhere was she more welcome
#han at the Forrest House, where she be
loved by Mrs. Forrest and worshi ’ b;
‘Bossi: as a kind of divinity, (houg{ she .1.5
not quite like a'l she did and said,

and But there was something
about Rosamond and Beajrice both which
worked as an antidote to the poison, and as
he rode along with the latter, and listened t6
her light, graceful badinage, in which there
was nothing approaching to vulgarity, he was
conscious of feeling more respect for himself
than he had felt in many a day.

They had left the village now, and were
out upon the smooth river road, where they
came upon a young M.D. of Rothsay, who
was jogging leisurely along in his high sulky,
behind his old sorrel mare. Beatrice knew
the doctor well, and more than once they
had driven side by side amid ashower of dust,
along that fine, broad road, and now, when
she saw him and his sorrow looking nag, the
spirit of misohief and frolic awoke with her,
and she *could no more refrain from some
sau-y remark concerning his breast and
chalienging him to a trial of speed than she
could keep from breathing. Another moment
and they were off like the wind, and to Bee's
great surprisecold Jenney, the sorrel mare,
who in her long-past youth hwd been a racer
and swept the stakes at Cincinnati, and who
now at the sound of battle felt her old blood
rise, kept neck to neck with the fleet horses,
Spitfire and Starlight, At last old Jenney
shot past them, and in her excitement Beat-
rice .rose, and standing upright, urged her
ponies on until Jenny's wind gave out, and
Starlight and Spitfire were far ahead and
rushing down the turnpike at a break-neck
speed, which rocked the light phaeton
from side to side and seemed almost to lift it
from the ground. It was a decided runaway
now, and people stopped to look after the
mad horses and the excited but not in the
least frightened girl, who, still standing up-
right, with her hat hanging down her back
and her wig a little awry, kept them with a
firm haxd straight in the road and said to
the white-faced man beside her, when he,
too, sprang up $o take the reins: “Sit down
and keep quiet. D'l see you salely through.
We oap surely ride as fast as they can run. I
rather enjoy it.”

And #0 she did nntil they eame to a point
where the road turned with the river, and
where in the beud a little schoolhouse stood.
It was just recess, and a troop of boys same
crowding ont, whooping and yelling as only
boys can whoop and yell, when they saw the
ponies, who, really frightened now, shied

suddenly, and reared high in the air.  After
that came chaocs and darkness to Everard,
and the next he knew he was lying on the
grnlwlth bis head in Bee's lap, and the
lood flewing from a deep gash in ‘his fores
bead, just above the left eye. This she was
hing with her b hief, and bathing

his face with the water the boys brought her
in & tin dipper fom the school-house.
Far off in the distance the ponies were
still running, and scattered at intervals
along the road were fragments of the broken
phaeton, together with Bee's bonnet, and,
worse than all; her wig. But Bee did not
know that she had lost it, or care for her
ruined phaeton. She did not know or care
for anything, except that Everard Forrest
was lying on the grass as white and still as
if he were really dead. But Everard was not
dead, and the doctor, who soon eame up with
the panting mortified Jennie, said it was
only a flesh wound, from which nothing seri-

hair, which a boy had rescued from & play-

to pieces. The sight of her wig made Bee

herself again,

House.

black eyés
when she saw tl
head.

when the judge would have censured his
took ell the blame upon herself
then, promising to call again in the evening,
went in search of her truant horses.

CHAPTER VL

MOTHER AXD SON.

hope, when be saw he celor on her cheek
and the increased brightness of her eyes. Bul
she was not deceived.
of her disease, and that she had not long to
live. So what she would say to her son must
be said withont delay. Accordingly, after
Iunch, she bade Rossie send him to her, and
then leave them alone together. —Everard
obeyed the snmmons at onee, thongh there
was a shrinking fear in his heart as he
thought, *Now I must tell her of Josey,” and
wondered what she would say. Since his
drive with Beatrice it did not seem half so
easy to talk of Josephine, and that marriage

too. His mother was propped upon her pillo#s,
and smiled pleasantly upon him
took his seat beside her.

things I ‘must say to you about the pas
and the future, and I must say them
now while I have the strength.
may be too late.”

He knew to what she referred,

to die
who would be nothing without her.

and he listened while she talked of all he ha
been, and all she wished him to be in th
future. Faithfully, butgently, she went ove:
with his faults, one by one, besceching hin
to forsake them, and be, witha bursting hear
promised everything that she required, and
told her again of the reform
commenced.

and whether you are great or not, may
be good and Christlike, and come one da

meet me where sorrow is unknown.” she said

to him finially ; then, after a , she con
tinued : “There is one subject more O
which, as a woman and your mother, I mus!
speak to you. Some day you will marry, of
course ——"'

*%Yos, mother,’
lently, while the eold sweat stood
about his lips, but he could y nQ mor
then, and Lis mother continued hav
thought many times who and what your wifl
would be, and have pictured her often to my
self, and loved her for your sake; but I ehal
never see her, when she comes
be gone, and so I will speak of b
say it is not my wieh that you should
many years before marrying. I believe
early marringes, where 4here is mutual lov
and esteem. Then you make allowande mor:
readily™ for each other’s habits
culiarities. I mean no disrespect to
father, he has been kind to me, but I thin
he waited too long; there were too man
years between us; wy feelings and ideas wer

in dropt

wai

you

for perfect unity. And, my boy, be sure yo!
marry o lady.”

“ Yes, Everard,” sho replied, “a lady1

tion and refinement, and somewhat near you
own rankin life.
Maller poem, nevewwas sorry that the jude
did not take the maiden for his wife. H

for her fami
children's face:

I d

but he would bave blushed
and their likencss in his
A wonld have been a secret annoyance.
not say that every mesalliance proves

4

you can, for g low-born person, with low-bor

level

She stopped a moment to rest, but Everar
didl not speak for the fierce struggle in hi
heart. He must tell her of Josephine, an
could he say that she had no low-born tastes
Alag, he could not, when he remembere
things that had dropped from her pretty lip
80 €! s and paturally, audat wiich he has

His mother would call them coarse, with al
ber iunate refinement and icacy, 8
shiver ran through him as he seemed

again .the words ** I pronounce you ma.
and wife.” were always ringiug i
hie ears,
and now
d
on

loud as almost t

were 80

“I do not believe in parents selectin,
companions for . their chilaren, bu
surely I may suggest.  Yoa are npot oblige
to follow my su 1 would have you!
choice perfeot o added, quickly, a
she saw a look of con ation on b

and mistook its meani “Ih

and think still, that were I to ch
it would be Beatr ¥

m.

Everard fairly gasped. *“Bee Belknap is
great deal older than I am.”

* Just a year, which is not much
case. S
will matuve early; the desparity would neve
be thoughs of,” Mrs. Forrest said. *Beatrice
is a little wild, and full of fun and (rolie, but,
nnder all that is a  deep seated principle of
propriety and right, which makes ber 2 noble
and lovely character. I should be willing to
trust you with her, and your father's heart i
quite set on this mateh. I may tell you noL
that it has been in his mind for years, and I
wish you to please himi, both for bis sake and
yours. I hope you will think of it, Everard,
and try to love Beatrice; surely it cannot be
hard to do that "

« No, mother,” Everard said, ‘“but you seem
to put her out of the question entirely Is
she to have no choice in the matter,
and do you think that, belle and flirt
as sheis, she wonld for a momeut con-
sider me, Ned Forrest, whom
boy, and ridicules unmercifully ?
would not have me,
thousand times.”

“ I think yon may
rest said: ‘It surc
love gome one else ?”
searchingly.

Now was the time to speak of Josephine
if ever, and while
that he gould henr it he said, ** Yes, mother.
1 d» lize some one else |—it is & young girl
in Holburton, where I
She if very beantiful. This is her pioture.’

in thi

be wrong,” Mre. Far

three minutes ;
her son she said :
far as
cerned, but I am greatly mistak

“ She is be

long.”

Wiy
with her ? Isn’t ahe » born lady " Everard
asked a little scorufally, for he was warming
up in Josephine's defence.

“ Don’t misunderstand what 1
mean bLy a lady” Mrs. Forrest
said. “Birth has not all to do with ii. Per-
sons may be born of the lowliest parentage,
and in the humblegt shed, but still bave that
within them whic® will refine, and softer,
and elevate till the nobility within asserts it-
self, and lifts them above their surroundings.
In this case,” and she glacced at the pictare,
“tne inburn mnobility, if there were any
has had time to assert itself and stamp its
impress upon thy face, and it has not done

at”

+ For pity’s sake, mother, tell me what you
e to dislike so much in Josephine " Ever-
ard barst out, indignantly.

His mother knew he was angry, she
would not spare hig, lest a grest misfortune
should befall him. Sbe. esw the face she
louked upon was very fair, but there was that
about it from whigh she shrank intuitively,

ous would result. Then Bee thought of her

ful puppy who was doing his best to tear it

and wih many a merry
joke at her own expense, she mounted into
afarmer's wagon with Everard, and bade
the driver take them back to the Forrest

It was Rossie who met them first, her
growing troubled and anxious
he bandage on Everard's
But he assured her it was nothing,
while Bee laughed over the adventure, and
son,
and

That afternoon Mrs. Forrest seemed so
much better that even her husband began to

She knew the natare

her quick womanly instinet telling her it was as.
false as fair, and not at all the face she
have in her boy's home ; 20 she

unhesitatingly :

+ Shall I tell you the kind of personT
this girl to be, judging from
picture 2. Her face
young men like you,
try to  attract you,
very manne
would be the perfectio
treacherous, designil
blue and

selfish expression whi

is a cruel, ex] ion which

like. I do not believe she can

And then, it ma be

matter, I do mnot like

dress. A really modest girl would

sat for her picture with so much exposure
neck and arms, and so much jewelry.

you must have noticed the

pins, and ornaments in her hair.”

Everard had thought of it, but he

bnot acknowledgeit, and his mother contin

“ The whole effect is tawdry, and excuse
for putting it so strongly, but it reminds

of the dollar store, and the jewelry boi
there. She cannot have the true instincts of
alady. Who is she, Everard,land where does
she live?"

mother waa not altogether wrong in her esfi-
mation of the girl, whose picture did resem-
ble more a seeond-rate actress tricked out in
her flashy finery than a pure, modest young
girl ; but he answered his mother's question
and said :

+ She lives in Holburton, New York, and
her name is Josephine Fieming. I boarded
for three weeks last summer with her
mother, widow Roxie Fleming, as the people
call her.”

He spit the last ous a little defiantly, feel-
ing resolved that his mother should know
all be knew about the Flemings, be it good
or bad, but he was not prepared for the next
remark.

“ Roxie ? Hoxie ¥leming ? Is she a second
wife, and is there a stepdaughter much older

g

t

¥od orose, and all the show of bracelets, and |

have you
eagerly, his anger giving way to his nervous g 2
dread of eome development worse even than believe. Such dreamy eyes, which look at
the dollar jewelery, which had burt him
eruelly. .

than Josephine ?"’

+ Yes but how did you know it, and where
see them ?” Everard asked,

“ Years ago when I was a young girl, weé

ceremony was very far away, and very unreal
as he
“Everard,” she began, ** there are so many

now
Another day

and with a
protest against it, told her she was not going

; she must not ; she must live for him,

Very gently she soothed him into quiet,

already

: God bless you, my boy, and" prosper you
as you keep this pledge to your dying mother,
ou
to

here I shall |
er now, and

in |

and pe-

young, his middle-aged ; better begin alike

* A lady, mother " Everard said, wonder-
ing if his mother would call Josephine a lady.
the true sense of the word, a person of educa

Inever believed in the Maud

might, perhaps, ngver bave blushed for her.

un-
happy, but it is better to marry your equal, if

tastes, will, of necessity,drag you,down to he

laughed as at something spicy and daring.

sometimes gthan at others,

vn the low voice which after a little went

face,
thought.
e for you,

ice.
* Beatrice ! Bee Belknap! mother,” and

will not grow old fast, while you

discharge of her duties, but erafty, designing
and ambitious, Our butcher was a Mr.
Fleming, a native of Ireland, and & very re-
spectable man, whose little daughter used
sometimes to bring us the steak for
breakfast in the morning, and throu;
whom Roxie captared. the father,
after the 1mother died. She was 8o
sorry for the child, and mended her frocks,
made much of her the father was won.
when, it was said, th vere turned, and
little Agnes mended tii: i1ocks and darned
the socks, while Roxie played the lady. I re-
member hearing of the birth of a daughter,
but I was married about that time, and knew
no more of the Flemings until & few years
later, when I was visiting in Boston, and
mother told me that he was dead, and Roxie
had gone with the children to some place
West. Ia are it must be the same woman
with whom you boarded. Has shesandy hair
4 with long yellow lashes?"
, she it is the same,” Everard
I with a feeling like death in his heart
as he thought how impossible it was now to
tell his mother that Josephine was his wife.

t

1
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r
0
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- | be reconciled to the daughter of her cook and
f | butcher, who added to her other faults the
t | cnormity of wearing dollar jewelry? And 1
| think that last really hurt Everard the most.

i
~ ? X
On such points he was very fastidious and

* and Everard startel vio- | particular, and more than once had himself

s | thought Josey's dress too flakhy, but the
o | glamor of love was over all, and a glance of
@ ‘ her blue eyes, or touch of e
o | white hands always sct him
again and brought him
1 | allegiance. But the hands and the eyes were
not there now to stand between him and what
| his motheg bad said, and he felt like orying
¢ bitterly as he took back his photograph
nd listened a few moments longer, while his
| mother talked lovingly and kindly, telling
| him he must forgive her if she had seewed
| harsh, that it was for his good, as he wonld
one day seo. He would forget this boyish
fancy in time and come to wonder at his in
fatnation. Forget it!
in his ears, *‘I pronounce you mau and wife.
He could not forget, and it was not quite sur
that he wonld do so if he could. Josey's fac®
and Josey’s wiles had a power oyer him yet
keep him comparatively loyal. He had love
her with all the intensity of a boy's first fer-
vent passion, which never stopped to eriticise
her manner, or langnage, or style, or dress,
thongh, now that his eyes were opened &
little, it occurred to him that there might be
something flashy in her appearaoce, sud
something told him that the massive chain
and :, k0 conspicuous on Josephine’s
boscm. ¢ o from that store in Pittsfield,
where ¢ hing was a dollar. from an jm-
mense pi lown to a_set of cpoons.” And
his mother detected it, by what sabtle
intuition he J not guess ; and traced her
k to a butcher and a cook | Well,

what then ? Was Josey the worse for that ?
Was it not America’s boast that the children
of butchers and bakers and candlestick-mak-
hould stand in high places and giverule ?
Certainly it was, and his mother herself had
said it was neither birth nor blood which
made the lady. It was a nobleness from
within asserting itself without, and stamping
its impress upon its possessor. And had
Josephine this inborn refinement and nobili-
ty, or had she not? That was the point
which troubled the young man as he went
out from his mother’s presence, and sought a
little arbor in a retired part of the grounds
where he would be free to think it out. With
his head, which was aching terribly, bowed
upon his hands, he went over all the past. as
connected with Josephine, detecting here and
there many a word and act, which, alas,
went far toward proving that his motber's
| estimate of her was very wrong. But how
did his mother devine it ? Had women some
secret method of reading each other unknown
to the other sex. Could Beatrice read her,
too, from that photograph, and what would
Bee's verdict be ? He wished he knew ; wished
he could show it to her incidentally as the
photograph of a mere acquaintance. And
while he was thus thinking he heard Bee's
voice, and lifting up his head he saw her
coming down the long walk gayly and airily,
in her pretty white muslin dress, with & bit
of pink coral in her ears and in the lace bow
at her ‘hroat. One could see that she wasa
sancy loving, frolicsome girl with opin-
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How impossible it was that she would ever

right
back to his

with those words ava:

eriticising her as he had never eritici:

though wherein the difference consis!
could not tell. He only knew that the
at his heart was heavier than ever, and that
he almost felt that in he
angrieved
saw him, hastened her step and was soon at
his side.

me I should find you in the garden.

ions of her own, which sometimes startled tha
staid ones whe walked year by year in the
same rut, but she was every whit & lady, and
looked it, too, as she came rapidly toward
Everard, who found himself studying and
8
She was not like Josephine,
ted he

woman before.

some way
by this young girl, who, when che

« Oh, here you are,” she said, ‘‘Rossie told
I came

she calls a
She
were 1toask her a

y can't be that you
and she looked at him

his heart beat so loudly

staid last smnwer.

and he passed Josephine's photograph to his
mqlher, who studied it carefully for two or
then turuing her eyes to
tiful, so

featwes and cﬂmplexlunlre con-
in you

if the original of this face can satisfy you&

% &mher. what fault have you tofind

to enquire after that broken head, for which
1 feel responsible. Why, Ned,” she continued,
¢alling him by the old familiar nsme
of his  boyhood, “how  white you
are! Iam afraid it was more serious than I
supposed ;" and she looked anxiously into his
pale, worn face.

His head was aching terribly, but he would
not acknowledge it. He only said he was &
little tired, that the cut on his forehcad was
nothing, and would soon be well ; then mak-
ing Beatrice sit down beside him, he began
to ask her numberless questions about the
people - of Rothsay, especially the

ladies. Where was Sylvia Blackmer,
where was Annie Doane, and by the way
where was Allie Beadle, that pretty little
blonde, with the great blue eyes, who used to
sing in the choir.

« By Jove, she waspretty,” he said, ‘“ex-
cept that her hair was a little to yellows She
looks sp much like a girl east that soms of
the college boys rave about, only this girl,
Miss Fleming is the Yettiero& the two. I
shouldn't wonder if I had her

somewhere. She had a lot taken and gave )
me one. Yes, here it is,” he continued, after
a feint of rammaging his pocket-book. “Whag
do you think of her ?" he asked,
passing the picture to Beatrice, and feel-
ing himself a monster of duplicity and decep-
tion. \

Bee took the card and looking at it a mo-
ment, said :
“Yes, she is very pretty ;but you don't want
anything to do with that girl. is not
like you.”

1t was the old story repeated, and Everard
felt nettled and annoyed, but managed not to
show it, as he replied :

¢Who said I did want anything to do wit
her? But honestly, though, what do you see
in her to dislike ?"

« Nothing to dislike,” Bee said, “I do not

| went back to the carriage,

"

y of a woman, Beatrice | thing was clutehing his throat and impeding

icture, which he put
t he could not tell Bea-

She was not sylph 1i' « graceful,

Jin airy maslin, lik. Ccatrice. Bhe

d and apgular, and her dress

dark chintz, short enongh to show her
which he had once teasing]

stems, and her thick boots, 'hicg

too large, for she would not have

and always wore shoes a

a-half too big. A clean, whiteavron,

and a white sun-bonnet,

Josephine would

“homely,” if she had noticed

some such idea was in Eve.

he approached her ; bat when,

the sound of his footsteps, she turned and

flashed him, from beneath the cape-

benvet, great, brilliant eyes, he changed

his mind, and thought: “Won't those eyes

do mischief yet, when Rossie gets a little

et

She was glad to see him, and stopped water-
her flowers while she inquired after his
and if Miss Belknap found him.

Yes, she did,” e said, adding, as he sat
down in a rustic chair, “Bee is Landsomeand
no mistake.”

« That's +,” Rossie replied promptly, for
Bes Belkuup's beauty was her hobby. +She
is the handsomest girl I ever saw. Don’t you
think so?”

1

his breath, he took it np, ard opening it read
his first letter from his wife.

CHAPTER VIL

JOSEPHINE.

Immediately after Everard's departure she
wrote to the postmaster at Ular-
ce, making  inquiries for Dr.

thewwon, and in due time received an an-
swer addressed to the fictitious name which
she had given. There had been a clergyman
in town by that name, the postmaster wrote,
but he had been dismissed for varioas misde-
meanors. However, a marriage performed
by him, with the knowledge and consent of
the parties, would undoubtedly be binding on
such parties. Latterly he had taken to the
study of medicine, and assumed the title of
* Doctor.”
There could be no mistake, and the har-
rowing doubt which had so weighed on_Jose-
phine’s spirits gave way as she read thi
swer to her letter.

threw upon the floor.

been so criticised and condemned at the For.
rest House. They were not
as bright now as when the

lady first bought them at Pitts
b ieh e

an-
She was Mrs. James Ever-
ard Forrest, and she wrote the name many
times on slips of paper which she tore up and
Then, summoning
Agnes from the kitchen, she bade her arrange
her hair, for there was a concert in the Hall
that night, and she was going. Always meek
and submissive, Agnes obeyed, and brushed
and curled the beautiful golden hair, and
helped to array her sister in the pretty blue
muslin, and clasped about her neck and arms
the heavy bracelets and chain which had

quite
young

— T

_Bhe did drop in
silk, and saw another piece, more desirable
every way, and fifty cents moxe & yard. And

sorry that
instead of fifty dollars, as thg one woul
as likely to be forthcoming as the osher. Once
she thought to open her letter and add P. 8.
to it, but finally decided to waitand write again
for the extra twenty-five, The merchant wouftl
reserve the silk for her a week or more,
he said, and picturing to herself how she
should look in the two shades of brown, Josey
tripped off to the post office, where she de-
posited the letter which Everard found npon
his table on his return from his mother's
grave. It was the silk which in Josey's miod
was the most desirable, but the music and
the French must be had as well, and so she
called upon a Mrs. Herring, who gave mausic
lessons in the town, and proposed that she
should have two lessons a week, with the use
of the piano, and as compensation the lady’s
washing, and that of her little girl, should be
done by sister Agnes, who was represcmied
as the investigator of the plan. As the ar-
rangement was better for the lady than for
Josey, the bargain was closed al once, and
Mrs. J. E. Forrest took her first lesson that
very afternoon, showing such anaptitade and
eagerness to learn that her teacher assured
her of quick and brilliant success as a per-
former. The French was managed in much
the same way, and paid for in plain sawing,
which Josey, who was handy und neat with
her needle, undertook herself, instead of put-
ting it npon her Mother or poor Agnes, who,
on Monday following, saw, with dismay, the
basket piled high with extra linen,
which she was to wash and iron. There
was @ _weary sight from the heawily-

field. Their lustre was

and Josephine knew it, and fei‘t a qualm of
disgust every time she looked at them.

Here was his opportunity and he I
to seize it.

« Why, no,” he said, “not the very hand-
gomest I ever saw. I have a photograph of a
girl 1 think prettier. Here she is.” And he
passed Josephine's picture towards Rossie,
who set down her watering-pot, and wiping

iled hiinds, took it as carefully as if it
en-the picture of a goddess.

“Oh, Mr. Everard!" she ecried, *she is
beantiful ; more so than Miss Beatrice, Ido

you so kind of —kind of coaxingly, somehow ;
and such lovely hair ! Who is she, Mr. Ever-

“ Oh, she's one of the girls,” Everard an-

had in our family s cook, Roxie Burrows by | ewered hingly, and iencing a sudden
name, competent, tidy and faithfal in the , laughingly, and experiencing a sudde

revulsion of feelingin Josey’s favor at Rossie's
opinion of her.

Here was one who could give an unpreju-
diced opinion; here was a champion for
Josey ; and in his delight, Everard thought
how, with his first spare money, he would buy
Rossie a gold ring, 23 a reward of merit for
what she had said of Josey. Her next re
marks, however, dampened his ardor a little.

« She's very rich, isn't she 2" Rossie asked ;
and ke replied :

“No, not rich at all. Why do you think
that?”

« Because she has such a big chain and
eross, and such heavy bracelets and ear-rings,
and is dressed more than Miss Belknap
dresses at a grand party,” Rossie said; and
Everard answered her qnickly :

+ Rossie, yon are a little thing, not much
bigger than my thumb, but you have more
gense than many older girls.  Tell me, then,
if yon know, is it bad 4aste to be overdressed
in a picture, and is it o crime, a sin, to wear
bogus jewellery "

She did not at all know at what he was
aiming, and pleased with the compliment to
her wisdom, answered, with great gravity :

 Not a crime to wear flash je
wore & brass ring once till it blacked my fin-
ger. I wore a giass breast-pin, too, which cost
o twenty-five cents, till your mother said it
was foolish, and not like a lady. But I do
not think it's a crime ; it'sonly second-classy.
A great many do it, and I shouldn’t wonder a
bit if”"—here the little Indy looked very wise,
and lifted her forefinger by wuy of rmiphasis
—«] shouldn't wonder a bit if this echuin and
gold cross were both shams, for now that I
look at her more clogely, shelookslike a sham,

)

Rosamond’s prospeet for a ring was gone
forever, and Everard's voice trembled as he
took back his pieture, and eaid :

 Thank you, Rossie, for telling me what
you thought. Maybe ghe is a sham, Most
things are in this world, 1 fidd.”

Then he walked rapidly away, while TRossie
etood looking after him snd wondering if he
was angry with her, and who the young girl
wase, and if be really liked ber.

« T hope not,” she thought, “for though

ghe is very handsome, there is something
about her which dots not seem like Mr. Eve-
rard and Miss Beatrice. They ought to go
together ; they must; it is so suitable ;” and
having settled the fature of  Beatrice and
Everard to her own satisfaction, the little pirl
resumed her work among the flowers, and did
fot sce Everard again until supper-time,
when he looked so pale and tired that even
his father noticed it and asked if he were
sick. .
The cat over his eye was paining him, he
said, and if they would excuse him be would
retire to his room early, and should probably
be all right on the morrow. The night was
hot and sultry, and even the light breeze
from the river seemed oppressive and laden
with thunder, and for hours Everard lay
awake thinking of the future, which stretched
before him so drearily with that burden
on his mind. How ho wished that
it might prove n dream, from which he
+hould awake to find himself free once more
free to marry Josephine if he choose, and he
presumed he should, but not till his college
days were over, and he eould take her opeuly
and publicly as a true man takes the woman
he loves and honors. How be bated to bea
sneak and a coward, and he called himself by
these names many times, and Joathed him-
self for the undefinable something creeping
over him, and which made him shrink even
from Josephing herself ns Josephive. He
said he did not care a picayune for the but-
cher and the cook, and he did nol care for
the dollar jewellery and cotton lace, thongh
he would rather his mother and Bee had not
used the opprobrious terms, but he did care
for the sham of which hismother had spoken,
and which even Rossie had detected. Was
Josey a sham, and if ko, what was his life to
be? Alas for Everard ! he was only just
entering the cloud which was to overshadow
him for so many wretched years. At last he
fell into a troubled sleep, from which he was
aroused by the noise of the storm of rain which
had swept down the river and was beating
against the house ; but ebove the storm there
was another sound, Rossie calling to him
in tones of affright, and bidding him uasten
to his mother, who was dying.

01 all which followed next Everard retained
in after life but a vague consciousness. There
was a vonfused dressing in the dark, a harry-
ing to his mother, whose white face turnad
s0 eagerly toward him, and whose pallid lips
were pressed upon his brow as they prayed
God to keep hiw from evil, sud bring him as
last to the world she was going to.  There
were words of love and tender parting to the
stricken husband and heart-broken Rossie,
who Lad been to her like a daughter, and

she committed to the care of both

Everard and his father, as a precious legacy
left in their charge. Thep, drawing Everard
close to her, she whispered so low that no oue
else could hear:
« Forgive me if scemed barsh now that
said of Josephine. I only meant it for your
gool. I may have been mistaken; I hopel
was. & hope she is good, and true, and wo-
manly, and if she is, .and you love her her
birth is of no consequence, none whatever.
God bless you, my child, snd her, too 0
She never spoke again, and when the early
summer morning looked intp the room. there
was only a still, motionless figure on the bed,
with pale hands folded upon the bosom, avd the

illow strewn with flowers, which Rosamond
ru-l put there. Resamond thought of every-
thing ; first of the dead, then of the stern
Judge, who broke dewn entirely by the side
of bis lost Mary, and then of Everard, who
seemed like one stunned by & heavy blow.
With the constantly increasing pain in his
Liead, blinding him even more than the tears
be shed, he wrote to Josephiue :
wOh, Josey, you will besorry for me whenI
tell you mother is desd. She died this morn-
ing at three o'clock, and Iam heart-broken.
She was all the world to me. What shall I do
without my mother ?”
He posted the letter himeelf, and then kept
his room, and for the most part his bed, until
the day of the funeral, when, hardly knowing
what be was doing, or realizing Wwhat was

ing around him, he stood by his mother’s
grave, saw the coffin lowered into it, hes
the earth rattling down upon it, and had a
sensation of wonder 88 to whom
they were borying, and who he was
| bimselt, That puzzled bim the most, ex-
cept, indeed, the question as to where the
son was, the young wman from Amberst Col-
Jege, who drove gach fast horses, and smoked
8o mavy cigars. and sometimes bet at cards
‘wHe ought to be hear sceing to this,” he
thought ; and then, as a twinge of pain shot
through his temple, ho moaned faiotly, aod
in which hq was
| driven rapidly home.
There was a letter from Josephine in his
yoom, which had come ! ‘le he was at his

fancy her make-up, that's all. She looks as
if she would wear cotton-lace I and
ssid what in ber estimation was the worst

_mother's grave. He recognized the hand-
uﬁn,uu.uﬂ-i‘h-heﬁng as if some

knew the diff b
rightfal position as Mrs. Everard Forrest,

to which ehe bhad been all her life sub.
jeeted.

only let her have a 2
Agnes,

ence.

but pleasure.

she answered sharply :
« His wife ? yes. Hava you anyobjection

were sorry for Everard.”
« And #o I am,” Agnes answered boldly. *
don’t believe he knew what be was doing. It'

ferent.”
“ 8o different, Agnes? I wish you wouldn'
forever harp on that string.
qnite
toc

blood? It does not follow becanse the poo

that the doughter of a butcher and a cool
marry into a family above her level.”
s, kaow all that,” Agnes

everybody who has it in him can rise if h

as much and more, I sometimes think, for t

explain, but I know what I mean, and so d
you."

“You mean that I have not the requisit
qualifications to make e acceptable at thi
Forrest House ; thatmy fine ls
would be greatly shocked to know that th
mother of her daughter-in-law onee cooke
her dinner and washed her clothes.”

patiently, and Agnes replied :
* You are what you are.”

torted. “I was
daughter of Mrs. Rox.
work for the Bigelo

Fleming, who used t

to die and leave her to shift for herself, whicl
she did by taking boarders.  That's what
was, Now, I am Mrs. James Everard Forres!

cestry, to say nothing of the bluer - Bigelow

my boots, and bring me my shawl and fan
it’s high time I was off.”
put a bit of blacking on the toe where th
leather was torning red, and brought th

and pretty, and bore herself like a princess a!

conspicuous seats. How she wished th
people could know the honor to which sh
had come ;
who she was, asked by a stranger behind he
she heard the reply, +Oh, t Joe Fleming
her mother keeps boarders,” she

as Mrs. James Everard Forrest. But it wa:
policy to keep sileut, and the was conten
to bide her time, and anticipate what sh
would do in the future when her marriag
was announced.
thought a great deal, but she thought mor

him. And yet she was very anxious to hea
from him bis letter came sh
tore it o; cigel while a bright
colored ber chicek w she saw
“My dear litile wife,
light when she read the brief letter,— so light

from this bigh-born woman, who migh!
wanting. So che felt no sympathy with Ever.
ard’s tonching inqairy, ““What shall Ido with

out my mother ?” He would do very well, in

than share her kingdom with another.
she chafed and fretuei that she could nol
begin her triumph at once, but must wai

Fleming, who held her position in Holburtor
only with her pretty face and determinec
will.
the present, she must be content with the
knowledge that Eve:
by and by his money would be hers also. Ta

good deal in love with her young husband

money, though that was a very weighty con

a request for money.
The letter was as follows:

Hovpurrox, July —.

your letter, and ob, my darling, how -sorrow-
ful T am to hear of your dear mother’s
dangerous illness. I trust it is not as bad as
you feared, and hope she may recover.

be. Iam anxionsto know if you told her,
and what she said.

I have written to Clarence, a8 Dr. Mat-
thewson bade me do, and find that he
really was a clergyman ; so there can be no
mistake abont the marriage, and if you do
not regres it I certainly do not, only it is
kind of forlorn to know you have a husband
and still live apart from him, and be denied
the privilege of his name. It is for the Lest,
bowever, and I am econtent to wait your
.pleasure.  And, now, my dear husoand,
dou’t think meanly of me, will you, and
sccuse me of being mercenary. You would
not if you knew the straits we are driven to
in order to meet our expenses. Now that I
am your wife I wish to take lessous in music
and French, so as to fit myself for the posi-
tion I hope one day to fill in your family.
You must not be ashamed of me, and you
shall not, if 1 only bave the means with
which to improve my mind. If you can
manage to send me fifty dollars 1 shall make
the beat possible use of it. You do not know
how I hate to ask you so soon, but I feel that
1 must i order to carry out my plans for im-
provement.
«“And now, my darling husband. [ put
both my arms around your neck and ! -4 you
mwany, many times, and ask you 1ot to
be angry with me, but write to me soon, and
send the money, if possible.

“ Truly, lovingly, faithfully, your wife,

Jor.”

“ Thaven't told more than three falsehoods.
Josey said to herself, as she read the letter
over. * I said I hoped his mother would re-
cover, and that I knew I should love her, and
that I wanted the money to pay for music and
French, when, in fact, I want more a silk
dress in two shades of brown. And he will
send it, too. He'll manage to get it from his
father or mother, and I may as well drop in
at Burt's and look at the silk this afternoon,
on my way to poss this letter.”

She
the real and the
sham quite as well as Beatrice herself, and
by and by, when she was established in her

she meant to indulge to the full her fondness
for dress, and make amends for the straits

+ She would make old Forrest’s money fly,
chance,” she said to

to whom she was repeating the
contents of the letter just received from Clar-

“ Then it's true, and yeu are his wife ?"
Agnes said, her voice indicative of anything

This, Josephine was quick to detect, and

One would suppose by your manner that you

a pity for him, he is so young, and we so dif-

As if T were not
good as a Forrest or any other aris-
Can't vou ever forget your Irish
people in Ireland and England lie down and

let the nobility walk over them, that we do it
in America, where it does sometimes happen

S, said.
“ Praised be Heaven for America, where
will; and yet, there's a difference here, just

be somebody you must have it in you. I can’
“Yes, I do,” Josephine replied, angrily.

T
y from Boston

Josephine demanded, im-
“And pray what am I?" Josephine ve-
Miss Josephine Fleming,
of Boston, till she mar-
ried an Irish butcher, who was shabby enough
u @ t,
with a long line of blue-blooded Southern an-

of Boston. That's who I am ; soplease button

Agnes obeyed, and buttoned the boots, and
fleecy shawl and wrapped it carefully around
her sister, who looked exceedingly graceful

she entered the hall, and took one of the most
and when, to the question as to

longed to
shriek out her new name, and announce herself

Of Everard himself she
of his position and wealth than she did of
flush
the words, |
and her heart was very
in fact, that it felt no throb of pity for the
Jow, at whose grand wedding governors and
senators had been present, and she shrank

weigh her in the balance and find her sadly

deed, she thought, and as for herself, she
would rather reign alone at Forrest House
How

two years at least and be known as Josephine

But there was no help for it, and, for
rard was hers, and that
do her justice, however, she was just now a

and thought of him almost as often as of his

sideration, and when her mother suggested
that there was no reason why she should not,
to a certain degree, be supported by her hus-
band, even if she did not take his name, she
endorsed the suggestion heartily, and the letter
she wrote to Everard, in reply to his, contained

“Drar Evenasp :—I was so glad to get

1
know I should love her, and I mean to try to
be what I think she would wish your wife to

d woman, and then she took up this
added task without a single protest, and
serubbed, and toiled, and sweat, that Josey
might have the accomplishments which were
to fit her to be mistress of the Forrest House.

Every day Josey passed the shop window
at Burt’s and stopped to admire the silk, and
at last fell into the trap laid for her by the
scheming merchant, who told her that three:
other ladies had been leoking at it with a
view to purchase, and she'd better decide to

t

took it, and wrote to Everard that
ing why he did not send the fifty

more.

CHAPTER VIIIL

EVERARD.

? He was so giddy, and sick, and faint, when

he returned to the house from his mother's
grave, that he had scarcely strength to reach
his room, where the first object that caught
his eye was Josephine's letter upon the table,
Very eagerly he caught 1t up, and breaking
the seal, began to read it, his pulse quicken-
ing and his heart beat rapidly as he
thought, ** Slie would be sorry for me if she
knew."”

He was 8o heart-sore and wretched in his
bereavement, and he wanted the sympathy
of ‘some one,—wanted to be petted, as his
mother had always petted him in all his
griefs, and as she would never pet him aguin,
She was dead, and his beart went out with
a great yearning after his young wife, as the
proper person to ecomfort and soothe him now.
Had she been there he would have declared
her his in the face of all the world, and Ilay-
ing his aching head in her lap would have
sobbed out his sorrow. But she was for away,
and he was reading her lettég, whieh did not
give him 1
first. There v
that the m
of course,
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ess to assure him

and he was glad,
s 80, aud could not biame
her for chafing against the secrecy which
they must for a time maintain; but what
was the request for fifty dollars,—this that
she had a right to ask supp trom
bim ? Tn all bis dread of the evils involved
in a secret marriage he had never dreamed
that she would ask him so soon for Gty
dollars, when he had not five in the world,
and but for Rosamond's generous forthought
in sending hin: the ten he would have been
ebliged to borrow to get home. Fifty dollars
It secmed to the young man like a fabulous
sum, whieh he conld neverprocure. For how
was he to do it ? He had told his father dis-
tinetly that he was free from debt, tlat he
did not owe a dellar, and if he should go to
him now with a request for fifty dollars what
would he say? It made E rd shiver just
to think of confronting bis stcin father with
that dema: The thing was impoesible. “I
can’t do it,” he said; and then, in despair,
it occurred to him that Josey had no right to
make this demand upon him so soon; she
might have known he could only meet it by
asking his father, which was sure to bring a
fearful storm about his head. It was not
modest, it was not nice in her, it was not
womanly ; Bee would never have done ff,
Rossie wonld never have done it; but they
were different—und there came back to bim
the remembrance of what his mother
bhad ~said, and with it a great
horror lest Josephine might really lack that
mnate refinement which marks atrue lady.
But he wonid not be disloyal to her even 1n
thought ; she was his wife, and she had a
right to look to him for support when she
could have nothing else. She could not take
his name, she could not bave bis society,and
he was a brute to feel annoyed because she
asked him for mouey with which to fit her-
self for his wife. *“Ske is to be commended
for it,” he thought. *I wishker to be accom-
plished when I present her to Bee, who is
such a splendid performer, and jabbers
French like a native. Ob, if I bad the
moucy,” he continued, feeling as by a revela-
tion that Jos phive would npever cease
i importuning until she had what
wanted.

But how should he get 1t 2 Could he worl
at sumething and earn it, or could he sell
his watch, his mother’s gift when he was
eighteen ?

“No, not that ;
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sick aud dying mother. Josey had heard

from her motherof the aristocratic Miss Bige-
I can’t part with that,”
hegroaned ; and then he remembered his
best snit of clothes, which had cost nearly
a bundred dollars, and a great many hard
words from his father.. He could sell these
in  Cincionati; he had just money
enough to go there and back, and he would
do it the next day, and make ‘some excuse
for taking a valise, and no one need be the
wiser. That was the very best thing he
could do, and comforted with this decision,
he crept sbivering to bed just as the clock
was striking the hour of eleven.

Breakfast waited -a long time for him the
next morning, and when she saw how im

t

b
t

n
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take it at once if she really wanted it ; so she
night, ask-
asking him to increase it with twenty-five

LISTONEL CAARIAGE WIRES.

GODDARD & GREEN
Ave now menufacturing
OARRIAGES, BUGGIES,

FARMERS' DEMQCRATS,
67 WAGONS, &c.,

From the very best selocted material, which
they will sell -

= AT BOTTOM PRICES!
.
wonld those wish to purchase
nnv:t M-’" to ‘u’n‘}lond examine our
muterial before elsewhere.

No ap d. All work
Repairing, Painting, Trimming, &c.
done with neatness and dispatch.
tor Thy & Willisms' Agri-
e protaents Kept on hand.
@ODDARD & GREEN,
Cor. Wallace and Inkerman sts.,, Listowel,

2

BANK OF HAMILTON.

CAPITAL SUBSCRIBED, $1,000,000.

DIRECTORS :
DONALD McINNES, Esq., President.
JOIN STUART, £3q,, Vice-
Jmmu}‘urn-r. E-z
Edward Gma&.
60

| Denn!
Roach, Esq.

5q.

LISTOWEL AGENCY.

Interest allowal on deposit receipts a$
the rate of -~

Four Per Cent. per Annum.

Drufts on Now York, payable in Gold or
i’ Cwy,bﬂ&imﬂnﬂ.

Oyrice Houns—From 10 am. to 8 pa. On
mnmmbopwm‘hxn,n.
J. QLIVER MOWAT.
pLY Agent,

MONEY. MONEY.

McDONALD'S

ARMERS, MERCHANTS AMND

others, desiring money on short date en-
dorsad notes, or with good collaterul scouri'y,
can obtsin it at any time by applying b 10
undersigned. Also interest allowed at the rate of

SIX PER CENT..PER ANNUM

on money received on deposit. Can be drawn at
any time with interest to date of withdraw
Drafts issued to all points in Connda, pavabls <4
the Merchants Bani of Canada and its branchos.
American currency bought and sol

Orrior HouRs—10 a.m. to § p.m.

A. MCDONALD & CV., Bankers,

Osborne's Block, Main streot, Listowel.

mANEL

SCOTT’'S BANE,

LISTOWEL, ONTARIO.

ESTABLISHED 1873.
Does a Geueral Banking Business.

Toterest allowed on de-

Special sttention givan to collections at a moden
ate charge. T
posits at the rate of

SIX PER CENT. PER ANNUM

can be drawn at any time.

Money advanced in small or large amounts a4
all times, on good endorsed notes or on collaterad

securigy.
J. W.SCOTT,
Manager and Propnesor.

PROFESSIONAL CARDS.
I_FENNELL & DINGMAN, BAR-

RISTERS, Attorneys, Solicitors, &a. Of-
ficos—Over Messrs. Climie, Hay & Co's store,
ain street, Listowel.
T. G. FENNELL, D. B. DINGMAN.

MITH & GEARING, BARRIS
L) TERS, Attorneys Solicitors, &e.
Opposite Grand Central Hotel, L: "
R, Saars. J. GLia
F. W. GRARING.

DRS. DILLABOUGH & DING-
MAN, Physicians, &c. Offices—Over I

ingstone's drug store. Dr. Dillabough's resid nce,
corner Main and Livingstone stroets. Dr. Ding:
an's rosidence, cor. Dodd an | Penslope sts,

l H. MICHENER, M. D., PHY-
¢J « SICIAN Sn geon and Accoucheur. Office
at his drug store, Osborne Block, Main street.
Hesidence, opp. Post Office, Main st.

OHN A. BURGESS, M. D. C. M.,
¢) Graduato of McGill University, Montreal,
member of the College of Phygiciang and Sur-
geons, Ontario. Physicinn, Surgeon ard Accou.
chear. Office and residence—First door east of
Hess Bros' show roomws, Main st., Listowel. 10
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ARCHI-
ents. | Plans nid
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\ctically, with speci
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J. C. PROCTOR, Wincham.
W M. GALL, Listowel.
VH‘ W. MORAN, ARTIST, LATE
A e of Torouto, besy to inform the people of
t ho hus opened n
ok, Main sireet, and is
oil, water colors
tiunas. Instruc-
hes will be given
enll at his studio—first
the above block. 19

[USINESS CARDS,
MPBELL, LICENSED

ed on reasorable terms. Or
»arD Oflics will receive nrompt
-13

ce
1u

utl
. HAY, AUCTIONEER
of Porth, algo the Townships of
in the County of Huron. Sales
onable teru s. rders left ub

(! 's store, or nt the BTANDA! D
v, promotly attended to. Money to loan.

"i.'ll'(',’

Con

patient the Judge was growing, R
went to the door and knocked loudly upon it,
but received no answer, except a faint sound
like & moan of pein, which frightened her,
and s~ut her at once to the Judge, who went
himself to his son's room. Everard was not
asleep, nor did he lovk as if he had ever slept,
with his blood shot, wide-open eyes rolling
restlessly in bis head, which moved from side
to side as if in great distress. He did not
know his father ; he did not know anybody ;
and said that he wos not sick, when the doctor
came, and he would not be blistered and he
wouldn't be bled ; he must get up and have
his clothes—his best ones—and he made
Rossie bring them to him and foli them up
and put them in _his satchel, which he kept
upon his bed all during the two weeks when
he lay raving with delirium and burning with
fever indueed by the cut on his head and
Tidss d by the bleeding and blisteri
which he had without stint. Rossie was
the purse who staid constantly with him and
who alone could quiet hiru when he  was de-
termined to get up and seli bis clothes. This
was the burden of Lis talk 4
oI mnst seil-them and get the money,"” he
woulid say,—but, with a singular kind of cun-
ning com to crazy people, he never
said monsy befora his father. It was
only’ to Rosamond that he taiked of that,
un«lll once, when she sat alone with bim, he
ald
« Don't let the governor kvow, for your
lide.”
“ No, Iwon't; ven
replied ; then wh
bing head, she asked
the money, Mr. rard ?
with it 2"

“Send it to Joe,” he said. “Do you know
oe 2"

Hossic didu't know Joe, and she innocently
asked :
“Who is he 2"
“Who is he ?”” Everard repeated : “ha, ba !
that's a good joke, TFej—Joe wounld enjoy
that; be is a splendid feilow, 1 tell you.”
[T0 BE CONTINUSD.]
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can trust me,” she
ehe bathed his throb-
:  “ Why do you want
What will you do

—The Steeplechase Committee of France
has acted with commendable promptitude
and vigor in dealing out severe punishment
to the principal culprit in the Auteuil scan-
dal. Gregory pulled Kapural, a horse be-
longing to Macksey, in so barefaced a manner
that even the dullest looker-on could not
avoid detecting the knavery; indeed, it took
the jockey's utmost efforts as they came up
the straight to prevent the horse from win.
ning.

e ety

Foa Indigestion, Dyspepsia and Costive-
ness use Edison's Absorbent Belts.

Ep1son’s Absorbent Belt will care Bilious]
ness.  (See pamphlet).

L. ALEXANDER, NEWRY,
e Ont, Liconsed Auctioneer for the Cou
Conveyancer,
rates.

Ot
of Perth.
drawn up at lowe

c. Mortg

furm yroperty at lowest rates. Cu
rangem nts for sales can be made o
Newry or at the STANDARD Office, Listow

rPHOS. FULLARTON, NEWE
Out , Issuer of Marriage Licenses, Comu

sioper in D. R. Pus s, mortgiges, lenses

:}I oouveynsing dune on ressopavle te

'}lt‘) e .”',I 3 D
' PERTH. —TBX

( YOUNTY
Wurden will

Otfice on the first

month, from 10 to

in sttendance at hi

nssday of each w7,

Treasurer will be | .

Tuesday, Wednes: Thursdsy, Frday snd

Baturduy of each w during same hours.

DAVIDSON, County Cleris.

38

WAL
County Clerk's O*1'co, Stratford.

l OMINION HUTEL, WALLACE

street, Listowel, F. W. Meckes, preprietor,
Undor the new menngement this house will be
Kept in fizst-class style throvghout. Excellent
arcommodation for guests, Bur supplied witk 1he
Dbest liquers nnd cignrs. Geod stailing, cte
Prime Juger & speoialt

W . J, FERGUSON, B.a,

o TORNEY at Law, Solicitorin Chancery,
Conveyanccr. &c. Office—Campbeli's Block,
~ain street, Listowel. s Money to lend on
farm secuvrity at low rates,

L\l i3 THIMBLL,

nd Mantle Mukers. Rooms, ovor
Guoe's store, Ma'n st., Listowel. Latest fashions
Terys reasonable. Ladies uttention invited.

DRESS
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Wi ¥ Dt ¢
Frday in each menth,
DR, J. A. BUKGES
Registrar’

LISTOWEL MARBLE WORKS
AMMORROW

) Dealer in American and Foreign Marble, &

Graunite Monmmnents Tmported
and Fini-hed 1o Order.
Grave Stones, Mantel
ps, Counter Tops, eto.
ved. SHOP—Qpposite the
stowel, Ont.
' A M. Momnow.

0.L. NO. 617.

e The members of
this Lodge meet in their
m, on Roglan
s

odge
str on the 1st Tohur:
th, *

ever convenient.
DR. J. A. BURGESS,
Master,




